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rutbon’s Tnutodaction

Fireflies

Held captive by a smiling child
Who forgot to put hales in the jar.

bekind this book co the greatect neality 7 kave cven bmown. The
process of andting “Outetde Wy Bearoom Windsa" leaan when 7

wac wine geans old and just begimming to experience the freedam af



M lhe imaginalion. 7 wunste pactry cwithout undenstanding the full
preedom but was nol yer maturne cnnugh o give wame s it. ) noc
knoer that 7 kave become addicted ta that freedom, that escapcom.

4 a young teenager, 7 wonld ait in wey roswm for hawns
dlarisg oul the window af the peofile and the cans that pasced
along my sulbunban apreet. 7&MWMWW
oxe of wmy stn creation. U was a way far me to sepanate mysely
prom coenyliing cloc that was kappening in my life. 7 coutd
imagine mycself in contral of the Uues of othens. That c. in fact,
what becag a good writer i all about: imagining oneself iw contral
of the charactens, and thew gradually letting the chanactens cake
contesl of ther scun lives.

Uhiting i a world in whick we hape far the apening of
tindacws rather thaw doons. Tu the phigeccal world, a good

MW&W#@%WM;MW&&
oneative world ane laoks for aw spen windsw thraush whick ta

=

afoerve life al it most neal, moot fasaisnate, mast simple, moat
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Tinaugh wniting this thesis, 7 kave learmed that there (o
wevor an end to the frocess. What 7 sce throwgh my window: in
the day may evist in an entively diffenent shadow at night. rfn
affrecialion of these diffenrences kaa kelped me to yraws as a
aniter and kae led me to a place in time at ahick 7 am finally

ready to ahare the world fo whick 7 eacape. 7w finally able to
afen my windacs o hal otiers wighl affreciale my uies,

Back when T was nine and began laging the grownduork for
“Outoide My Bedrosm Window,” and when at age twelve 7
ceteted osn the titte, 7 belicoed this would be the fonet of many
mastenicces. Perhats 7 wae unong. but 7 can certainly say i
the foundation on whick 7 may comeday bulld a mastorpiece.
Hnd & o centainly the foral of many mileatones.

Ganuarny 1997
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Independence Day 2

¥

Birthright

My sincerest apologies
for having left you

as the white picket fence

¥

gravs and

rotis.

I've come home
for as long as 1t takes

to tear it down

post by post.

®
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Independence Day 3

Painted People

We looked at gach cther with apprehension, both of us SCEIINg to say,
"Should we go in?"

This was a decision we had made together, and we would see it through not
because we were so full of determination, but because we were stubborn. Too many
people laughed when we announced our plan, thinking we would never go through
with 1t. The excitement of proving them wrong got the better of us. We set off like
two little children defying their parents for the first time, praying we wouldn’t get
caught, but secretly hoping that the whole world would find out just how daring and
independent we could be.

I'took the first step toward the door, giggling as I reached to push it open. My
partner m this great mission of defiance lagged a step behind.

“1 really don’t think this is anything to laugh about. Are you sure we should
be domp this?™

“Of course,” | said, but of course [ wasn't sure. | was laughing our of an

intense need to hide my fear. [ wanted her to buy into my confidence, because 1 was
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certain that 1 1f she changed her mind I wouldn't have the nerve to do it alonc.

The door was pulled from my hand as a voice from the other side asked, "Can
I help you?”

Overflowing with false confidence, we dared to step nto the dimly lit lobby.
Voices barely audible over the buzz of equipment were heard from behind the
counter that ran the length of the opposite side of the room. [ stoed silently. I looked
to my compamon for encouragement. This ume, she let out a miggle and I followed
her iead

The hostess touched my shoulder reassuringlv and ushered me across the
room. Works of art lined three of the four walls. Along the fourth were two barber
shop-like chairs and a counter standing so high as to remind me of my vulnerable
position. I chose my favonte work of art and headed for the counter where the
woman from the door was waiting. She smiled and nodded and began talking with
one of the artists. He nodded.

"OK, we're ready.” he said.

I took a deep breath and tooked over my shoulder at my companion, She
raised the drawing she had picked out to reassure me that we were doing this
together. [ shrugged my shoulders, smiled, and said, *Let’s do i1,” and followed the

young artist to a back room. Here [ was, alone in a room with a man only a few
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vears older than I was who had artwork covering ali visible parts of his body.
“This really doesn’t hurt that bad. I mean, it’ll only hurt for a second. Well,
anyway, I guess we should get started. You're going to have to take off vour pants.”
Since he was as uncomfortable with my half-nakedness as I was with
climbing into a dentist chair in a back room with a total stranger staring at my thigh,
[ decided maybe it wouldn't be anything to worry about. “Relax,” was s only
warning. Then the sound of the machine was heard. The pain as it wuched my skin

was almost unbearable. Almost. For an hour, I lay in a model pose while my skin

hecame the canvas upon which Joe needled the symbol of drama, the masks of
comedy and tragedy.

The green and purple faces stared up at me with rosy cheeks. “It'll only bleed
for a couple of hours. Just keep this over it ‘ti} vou go to bed tonight,” he suggested
as he began to tape the protective gauze over the bleeding faces.

The hostess stuck ber head in the room, ~Before vou cover that, you might
want to et your friend see it. She’s fimshed, 100.”

In walked mv mom, both of us looking as though we had accomplished some
great mission. Then the reality of the next mission hit me. “How are we EOINE 10

explain what we’ve done to Dad?”
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A Sestina for Mother

“1t’s time to say good-night,” said Mother.

The routine was the same every night.

She’d place water on the mightstand for me to drink.
Then she’d tuck me nto bed.

The sheets, at first, were uncomfortably ¢cold.

So, she’d lie with me until they warmed and [ went to slcep.

Sometimes, 1f [ just couldn’t po to sleep,

She’d tell me stories aboitt her mother.

Most of her memories were happv, but sometimes the stones werc bitter cold.
Mom would lock herself i her room later 1 the night.

When she was sure [ was asleep, she’d pull the bottle from beneath her bed. ..

The botle from which she’d dnnk.
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When Dad left. 1t was more than ¢ne dnnk.
It took half a bottle before she could sleep.

And she no longer stored liquor imder the bed.

She kept it on her dresser, next to the picture of her mother.

Somehow she made it through the mghr,

Awakening often, tremulous and cold.

The house 1 shared with Mother was cold.

[ began to warm myself by joining her for a dnnk.

And 1 found 1t difficult to be alone at night

I missed the mights she’d he with me until [ went to sleep.
[ missed my mother.

So, T found others with whom to share my bed.

We no longer said “good-night” before bed.
“(Good-luck™ was berter to prepare for the evening’s cold.

Wasat luck [ too, became a mother?

Independence Day ?
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Independence Day §

Where was the father when, still in the womb, mv babv tasted its last drink”
I put the baby to sleep.

[ couldn’t @ve birth to a child of the night.

Morning wouldnt follow that dark night
[ was ready for bed.

The only peace I knew was slcep

There could be an end to the cold.

This would be mv last drink .

It"s time to say good-night to Mother.

““Good-night, Mother. Please lie here beside me as 1 go to sleep.
Take one iast drink with me before 1 go to bed.

I'm sorry. I can’t make it through the cold night.”
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Independence Day 9

Elixir

“But dad, I don’t want to go.... You're hurting my arm, dad. Let go of my

“Just shut up and come on.” He dragged the hitle boy behnd him.

Denny stumbled, his feet unable to carry him as fast as his father yanked on
his arm. Then he regained his footing and began a slow jog to keep up. At the age of
five, Denny was quite familiar with the sting of leather against his skin, and this was
no time to disobey his father’s law.

Denny was smart for such a voung kid. Not just street smart, but smart
school, too. Already he could read and wnte quite well. lHe was ahead of the other
kids in his kindergarten class. Miss Sweetan often called on him to demonstrate how
to write letters of the alphabet, which provoked his classmates to call him “teacher’s
pet.”

And every now and then, Miss Sweetan would come upon Denny alone on
the playpround watching the other kuids with sad ¢yes. When she asked why he
didn’t join them, he always answered with the same puzziing response: 1 don’t

want 1o be smart. [ want to be a baseball player.”™
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It was clear Denny’s family didn’t have much money. In a conversation with
one of her colleagues, Miss Sweetan suggested that Denny’s sadness probably
stemmed from his parents” financial inability 10 buy him a bail and glove. She
couldn’t afford much either, but she gave him a set of glossy flash cards, brightly
colored and full of information about the United States. She gave him the cards n an
effort to encourage him to “want to be smar,™ and he did express some interest as
he began memonzing their content. Before long, he could name the capitals of all
forty-eight states. His father seemed 1o want him to learn too. Or maybe he just
wanted Denny 10 know things. He didn’t seem to care how the boy learned them.
Denny certanly never told tus father about the flash cards cut of fear that his father
might take them away.

During the day, Denny went to school to leamn the things Miss Sweetan
wrote on the chalkboard. At night, his father took him by the arm and led him to a
different kind of school. The two walked along the street as dusk settled on the run-
down homes of Price Hill, giving them a gray. melancholy appearance. The road
reached its sumnmit, and father and son began the descent into town, away from the
last, grav shadows of sunlight and inic the black shadows of the city.

Night was when the homeless men and abandoned children walked the

strects. It was when the ¢ty smelled of the dav’s trash from the local businesses,
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Independence Day 11

recked of car exhaust trapped in the valley dunng rush-hour raffic...and when it
smelled of alcohol. The odor of intoxicating beverapes reached the top of the hill,
and as Denny and his father approached the bottom, the foul stench was choking.

His father always wamed him ~S$top that coughing. Don’t make a sound until
I tell vouto Do vou understand me?”

Denny tried to answer with an obedient “Yes,” but all he managed was to
cough and nod.

Father and son arrived at their destination — a um-down, dirty building with
iron bars on all the windows and a larpe, statue-tike man guarding the door. The
ston figure nodded his okay to Denny's father, who started inside. As he gripped
the door knob, he gave Denny a threatening glare. The boy followed him closely,
and a smell even worse than that in the streets smacked him in the face as the door
gave way to a dark, smoke-filled room. He crinkled his nose and squinted his eves
10 suppress a cough. When the need subsided, he let out a breath and stared around
the roommn as if seeing 1t all for the first time.

The only light radiated from the beer advertisements hung randomiy on all
four walls. There were no more than a few feet 10 walk among the assortment of
tables. both round and square. Directly across the room, a platform awaited a band

that was never booked 1o play. Jim was standing behind the bar, pourng drinks for
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his customers, mostly businessmen who needed a mightly reminder that their hves

hadn’t gone to shit. Jim didn’t need to wormry about bookmng musicians in order to
draw a crowd. His bar would always be full because there would alwavs be men
who were willing to settle for a beer and a jukebox tunc. Se, there would never be a
band; there would never be anvthing but sorry men, cheap beer, and cheaper
women,

Jim walked from behind the bar, reached under Denny’s arms, and hosted
him up onto a bar stool. 50, what are vou going 1o teach us tomght, hirtle man?”
The men in the bar never called Denny by his name. Maybe thev didn't even know
his name.

Whenever Jim spoke to him, the bov looked to his father, his young eves
asking 1f he should answer. His father answered for him. ““Tomght Denny’'s gonna
give us a hittle peography lesson, aren™ ya, bov™”

Denny nodded.

As the other men at the bar began 1o realize that the father/son team had
entered, attention gradually focused on them. Denny’s father socn had a beer 1 one
hand and men’s money m the other. He was already making bets with the drunk men
who were already laughing at what the man proposed.

. *That kid’s pretty damn smart, bt no kid his age knows that much.”

I B B B B E B E am B m s m
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Independence Day 13

“It’s vour money,” responded Denny’s father. “Do what va want with it. I sav
the boy can do it. If yvou're so sure I'm wrong. put a tew bucks on 1t.™

All Denny could do was sit there. wairting for his father’s command. “Denny.”
his father grabbed his arm. “Teil these men a httle something about the United
States.”

All eves focused on Denay. “Come on, little man. Your dad tells us you can
namg all the states and vou even know the capital cities.”

“Yeah, little man, you really know all the stares?”

His father’s grip tightened. 1t was time to begin. Denny was no stranger to
such barroom entertainment. He squeezed his eves shut for just a second, then
opened his mouth to recite the information he had learned from the shiny flash
cards. The men grew quiet. The bov started with Washington and worked his way
toward the east. Somewhere near Michigan his voice sofiened, prew faint. The men
yelled at um to speak up.

“He can’t do 11....You owe us money.... Your son’s not 50 smart tomght.”
Voices were raised, and beer mugs waved in the air showering the bov.

His father glared at him with fierv eves.

Denny stood frozen on the bar. He was illuminated by the glow of black light

shiming on his white t-shirt and gym shoes. Then the state of Michigan formed once
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Independence Day 14

again on his lips. His eyes shone with a fearlessness he had never before exhibited
with the men at the bar.

He leapt down from his slipperv stage of spilt beer and peanut shells. As his
teet hit the floor, he ran for the door, making it p:z;st the stone guard before the men
n the bar even realized what had happened.

He heard his father yelling for him, Then the voice of Jim, “Hey, little man,
what’s wrong? Come back, little man ™

Jim’s final words followed Denny as he ran. And he kept on running until the
only sound was the pounding of his feet against the pavement and a voice that

repeated over and over, “[ never wanted 1o be smart. I just want to play baseball ™
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Boxes

The familv room 15 1n boxes now

wrapped mn yesterday’s headhnes:

Prcture frames with photos of

that same family smiling

m every styvle and every size,

A ceramic bov tangled in a strand of Chnistmas Lights.

Silverware, a pepper shaker,
napkin rings,

a diamond nng,

Towels that matched the bathroom vears ago betore it was redone.

Not exactly the kind of fammuly

vou'd expect to see Iiving in a cardboard box.
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Nick's Flowers

A young boy might dream of meeting such a lady. She had been there many
times before, on the sidelines. One can assume she came to watch her brother
participate in the games. Whatever it was that drew her to the field some Sarurdays,
she captured as much attention as the game. She was beautiful, dressed in a long,
blue skirt with white polka dots and white sandals hidden beneath the hem. She
wore a white silk blouse and a hat te protect her eves from the sun. She stood tall
and proud and independent; she didn't even hold her mother's hand.

He dared 1o approach her in hopes of offering his gift. He had carefully
selected the pretnest of flowers, the bright vellow and white ones. As he drew near
to her, he extended his arm waiting for her to accept. _praving she would accept the
flowers.

She looked out from under her hat, squinting in the sunlight. She took the
flowers with a soft "Thank you" that seemed to echo in the boy's ears. His smile was
wide as he turned his back to walk away.

She held the gift in her hand for a moment then opened her palm and let the
flowers fall. She stared at them laying on the ground, the vellow already beginning

to fade, and she secemed grateful he didn’t look back.
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LU'nwelcome

His eves study the surface.
His hands examing slowl]v,

patiently.
He strokes the smooth

tenderness of every curve.

9

A dampness seeps over the specimen
passionately lingering.
Nothimng 15 left untouched,
undiscovered.
He delves on,
faster,
deeper.

harder.

J
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J

His specimnen lies helpless.
He stabs the soul of the object before him.
As he gains depth,
the pain intensifies,
becomes unbearable.

He reaches a point of satisfaction,
removes luimself carelessly,

heartlessly,

The object hies invaded,

v

stripped of being
permnanently attered

... As he walks away unchanged.

E
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Absolutly Mine

Glass curves

Reveal temptation

Bepping with hiquid eves
For another burming swallow
of promise

Fill my salacious cup

so [ may 1aste

the heat of passion

Y our emptimess

[s now mine,

F
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Talking to Elvis

According to the peaple at

Long Distance Information,

On the “average” day
four people call Gracaland
asking to speak

with Elvis.

Calendar full of
obligations [ have

no time 1o Keep.

Phone calls to fnends
with whom ["ve lost touch
making plans for

lunch we'll nesver have.

Comflakes 71
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A disappomntng attampt
1o wite a line

worthy of an audience,

A disheartening last look
at my calendar

1o see I've accomphshed

nothing
as | set my alarm

to wake me again.

[ thunk ']l maks
an appolnment
to speak

with Elvis.
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Do You Like Cornflakes for Breakfast?

Audiences continue to search for drama that brings the reality of living to the
stage. Why, then, when a playwnght successfully achicves such a goal, ts the work
rejected? Perhaps, Marsha Norman's play “night Mother is too realistic for today’s
audience. Manv fail to recognize 1t as a drama that depicts kuman atosteness in both
the positive and negative light that 1t deserves. Crtics have rejected Nomman's play,
calling 1t a tool for forwarding the feminist movement, an anti-feminist drama, an
awakening, and a peor attempt at horror.

Some critics have atiempted to determmne the play’s worthiness to be included
in the canon of great dramas. The most outspoken of all the ¢nitics are the ferminists

who feel “might, Mother 1s a “*[presentanon of] female entrapment in a male-centered

ideology.”” The oppositicn to such a claim is, of course, the anti-feminists who feel
that the play portrays a “defeatist resolution in the face of that [femnale] entrapment.”
Baoth proups condemn Norman’s use of the realistic format to further her ideological

message. Norman, according to some crtics, 1s allowmg “the feminist message to
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be subordinated to a restrictively dominating, male-constructed mode of
presentation” {Demastes 109).

Amid such masculine construction is one critic’s feeling that Norman led her
audiences into the middle of “a ferocious battle over nothing less than the validity of
Iife” (Coen). While the statement remains true to Norman's message, perhaps
“meaning” would be a better word than “validity. ™ And even if Coen’s choice of
words is entirely justified, she follows it up by saving that before Jessie can be
ready to die, she must unlock her past. How can anyone so blatantly ignore
Norman’s assertions (by way of Jessie's words) that the past is not what her
decision to commut suicide is about.

Accordiny to cntic Douglas Watt, Marsha Norman offers an uninteresting,
climcal account of one of the most profound mysteries of life. He suggests that “the
final cap-pistol report from behind a bedroom door 15 as weak as the play’s
prenuse.” In making such a statement, Watt denies the verv sceng that defines both
the helplessness as well as the hope that is so implicit in Norman’s words. Watt's
review implies that Norman's intent when writing ‘night, Mother was to instill in the
audience a sense of horror. In his eves, she failed in this attempt. Norman clearly did
not mtend to turn thes drama into one that hornified her audience; rather, she

mtended to create a sense of familiarity by wav of the common, evervday
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experiences of the main characters. Frank Rich was present to critique the same
staging of “might, Mother; however, he gave credit to Norman's ability to “perfectiy
capture the intimate details of two individual, ordinary women.. locating the
emptiness that fills too many ordinary homes.” Although he credits Norman with
success, he praises her for the wrong reasons when he gocs on to sav that “the more
loneliness that is exposed, the more we realize that the most homifymg aspect of

‘night. Mother is not Jessie’s decision to end her life but her mother’s gradnal

awakening--and ours~to the inexorable logic of that decision.” The play is not about
Thelma’s pradual awakening; it includes, but is not centered on, her sudden
awakening at a point when it is too late. And Norman does not ask us to see the
logic in committing suicide; she asks us to realize the universality of Jessie's
suffering (not her decision to die) and encourages s to find our own individual
solution,

Marsha Norman has realistically captured the aloneness that every human
being is born into. ‘nipht. Mother addresses the universal fear that life has no
purpose. She doesn’t condone Jessie’s actions, nor does she condemn Jessie for her
selfish solution. The reality of the play is that Norman provides the audience with no
solid answers, just an array of potential solutions to the issue of being lost and

confused. The language which Norman uses both in dialogue and stage directions
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tells more about her search for meaning than does the aciion of the playv. The
audience comes to understand the play by paving attention to the deeper meaning
behind the words and actions.

There is a double meaning within much of the dialogue of the play. For
example, n the opening scene of the play, Jessie plans to lock for the shoebox in
which her father’s gun 1s kept. Thelma' s response to Jessie’s search 1s that “We
don’t have anyvthing anybody’d want.. [ don’t even want whar we got.” Jessie
responds by saying, “Neither do I (717). At this pownt, Jessie has not yet
announced why she needs to find the gun, but her simple statement alerts the
audience that a quiet desperanon exists. Another example of double meaning occurs
when Jessie discusses with her mother the proper way to do laundry. Her mother
suggests that all one can do s wait once “vou put the scap in™” and “*you turn it on.”
Nomman tells her audience, “You do something else. You don'’t just wait.” When
Thelma tells Jessie that “the waiting’s the worst part of it.” she makes the
supgestion to pay someone else to do it. Marsha Norman 1s not talking about
washing clothes. She is telling the audience not to sell themselves short. Above all,
she Is urging the audience not to just wait for someone ¢lse to find the answers.

A crucial passage of dialogue occurs near the end of the play when Jessie

shares with her mother a thought about what makes life worth living:
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I had this strange httle thought, well, mavbe it’s

not so strange. Anvway, after [ decided to do this,

[ would wonder, sometimes, what might keep me

here, what mught be worth staying for, and vou

know what it was? It was maybe if there was

something [ really iked, like maybe 1f [ really

liked nice pudding or comflakes for breakfast or

something, that might be enough. {731)
Thelma has been suggesting reasons why Jessie rmught be suicidal from the time
Jessie first announced her plans. Finally, Jessie offers her an explanation. and
Thelma overlooks its meaning. The two characters reduce life 10 a simple taste or
distaste for rice pudding or cornflakes. Norman 1s telling us that the simple things 1n
life are worth living for. Not rice pndding itself, but the abikity to feel whether one
likes it. Some sensation 15 better than feeling nothing at all.

In addinon to an explanation about feelings, Jessie attempts to help Mama

understand the logic behind her decision. Placed amony the superficial
conversations about candv, garbage bags, and manicures are metaphors such as bus

e | stops and falling off a horse. Jessie offers a companson to riding the bus. Here,
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Norman gives the least romantic in the audience a look at the practical side of
Jessie's deciston. Jessie states:

I know you used to ride the bus. Riding the bus

and it"s hot and bumpy and crowded and too noisy

and more than anything in the world vou want to

get off is 1t’s still fifty blocks from where vou're
going? Well, I can get off right now if [ want 1o,
because even if | ride fifty more years and get off
™ then, it’s the same place when [ step down to it
Whenever [ feel like it, I can get off. As soon as 've
had enough, 1t’s my stop. I've had enough.
The metaphor of horseback riding is less explicit than the bus stop. Jessie ¢xplains
to Thelma that it was her father’s idea to go horseback niding; therefore, he could be
blamed for the accident, but she admits, I fell off the horse because 1 didn’t know
how to hold on.” A simple comment, yet one that encompasses the ideology of
aloneness. For many audiences, the simplicity of the dialogue is what drives home

the meaning of the piay.
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The omung of the play is as integral 10 its meaning as the dialogue. A director

must carefully consider this 1ssue before choosing to bring “night. Mother to the

stage. The scene in which uming 1s most crucial 1s the final one. The stage directions
must be carefully read, for it 1s among these directions that Norman gives the
audience 11s only mdication that Jessie reconsiders her decision to end her Iife. The
climactic finish begins when Jessie ““vanishes into her bedroom and we hear the
door lock just when Mama gets to it.”” Mama pounds o the door, screams, and
pounds again, She stops, hears nothing. and pleads with Jessie. Then “we hear the
shot and it sounds hike an answer.” Seconds elapse between Jessie’s locking the
door and pulling the tngger. The audience knows that behind Jjessie’s closed door,
she has everything ready to take her life without hesitation. Why, then, is there so
much time devoted to Mama’s heipless screams? The key to this scene is not what
15 visible to the audience, rather what goes on behind the locked deor of Jessie's
bedroom. The time lapse is necessary 1o establish that Jessie does not want to die,
but she knows ne other way to lead the life of simplicity and meaning that she longs
for.

The audience 1s made aware that Norman shares its confusion in the final
stage directions of the play. Untl then, the directions are mere statements of action

to be addressed by the director. At the end, the directions become first person plural
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as Norman includes herself among the members of the confused audience,
announcing that “we hear the door lock,” and “we hear the shot.” Even the
playwright 1s unable to control or alter the final result. Ail she can do is become a
witness, as the audience members are. 1o the inevitable, a victim of her own
aloneness. Norman seems to concede that although she is willing to address the
issue, she, too, 15 searching for some kind of answer. Marsha Nomman has
succeeded in writing the first suicide note to capture the meaning of

mearinglessness. She has written a cry for help that is both uttered and heard by all

humankind.
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Take me out of the ball game

{ planted my feet firmly on the ground. ] raised my arms, weapon in hand. ]
bent my knees and peered out from under my disgwise. | had to get him before he
got me....

It was just so hot, standing there in the countrv sun. [ felt exposed to the
world, that space of earth known as Independence, Kennucky. one of those small
towns where evervbody knows evervbody, and everyone is content 1o live that way.
And I had accepted it until that summer dav, the day [ was attacked 1n front of the
entire town and no one came to my rescuc. Perhaps n wasn't their fault. They didn’t
mean to leave me there to suffer. They didn’t even realize my life was in danger. |
guess I can’t hold them responsible. [ can’t blame them for laughing; they simply
didn’t understand. That’s the way life was m Independence -- simple.

So, there they were in their usual meeting spot. Moms and dads, friends and
neighbors, all crowded on and around the bleachers awaiting the first pitch. The
Sanrday moming Little League season would be over tn just a couple of hours, and

it was time for the Independence Braves to win first place. Sure, the team had a few
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players that weren't cut out to play ball, but not to worry, Coach would just put
them in for an ning or two and then leave them on the bench so the baseball stars
could win the game.

I was certain the first inning would be the last I'd ever have to play. Bui o
my great astonishment, Coach left me on the bench umtil the very last inming. The
spectators were furious, How could he save a plaver who struck out every time at
bat for the most crucial inning of the scason? My cheeks were burning. My
shoulders ached.

It was no great secret to my parents that baseball terrified me. They continued
to encourage my athletic efforts, knowing that I felt under attack every time that
stitched, white bail flew towards me One more inning and it would all be over,
They promised they’d never make me play again, although it would be devastating
to the family’s Saturday social schedule.

I stepped up 1o the plate, hiding under my helmet, still having to squint as [
looked toward the pitcher. Just as he had all season, Coach velled at me to relax and
concentrate. And as before, it did absolutely no good. T gripped the bat tighter than
anything [ had ever held. I bit down hard on mv tongue. 1 just stood to one side of
the plate with legs slightly bent. [ raised the bat to the skv, prepared for one, final,

humniliating battle.
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As alwavs, my eves closed as the ball came speeding in my direction. My
arms swung the bat without my mind’'s awareness. [ was graced by the familiar
brecze ot bat and ball cutting through the air

Twice m 2 row ] heard the sound of the litle white demon as it safelv landed
in the carcher’s mutt.

“Strike two!™

It was almost over. Onc more pitch and ['d never again stand as a target for
that ball. [ would no longer be the subject of disappointment for hopeful parents and
sports fans. { was prepared to strike out one last time.

[ knew 1t would be a strugele to walk away from baseball with my chin up
and my jaw firm, 1 never anticipated that at a Little League baseball game, in the
cves of all those in my five-vear-old world. even my pride would be taken from me.

Why was Coach calhng a time out” Couldn’t we just get this over with® The
pressure of bemg a child athlete was more than [ could bear, and I just wanted it to
be over. Let’s just end this as quickly and painlessly as possible.

Coach carried the devil with lum as he walked toward me 1o give me his last
words of advice. He looked to the wormied parents who began to smile as they

reahzed what he was about to do.
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Coach knelt in front of the plate. He lifted his right hand, balancing his
elbow on his knee, offering the sacrifice. His oniv words of encouragement sounded
more like a plea. He said, “Please be sure 1o hit the ball and not my hand ”

I squinted to avoid being blinded by simlight. As my arms began to move, my
sight blurred completelv,

I felt the impact.

[ had struck the little demon

[ began to run, and with each step the floods came.
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Is Billy Joel A Hemingway Fan ?

Billy Joel once spoke of a remarkable woman, 2 woman who “takes care of
herself...she never gives out, she never gves in. she just changes her mind.”

Perhaps, he read Ernest Hemingway”'s novel The Sun Also Rises and was inspired

1o write a song about Brett Ashley. Regardless of his motivation, Joe! sings “She’s
Always A Woman™ as though he could be singing about no other. The verses
describe Brett's relationship to the men in her life, including what she expects from
them, as well as what she takes from them. The song even depicts her fnability to

give something back to them.

She can kill with a smile
She can wound with her eves
She can ruin vour faith with her casual lies

She only reveals what she wants vou to see

- She hides Lke a child, but she’s always a woman to me
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In this first verse, Joe! sings about Bren's relatonship to Mike. Hurt by
having to witness her lustful behavior toward Pedro Romero, Mike vells obscene
remarks about Brett’s desires. Brett, untouched by words, ignores Mike and
continues to stare at Romero, Upon asking about “the drunken one’s™ occupation,
Romero 1s told that Mike hasn’t got one. He just drinks away his ime as he waits to
marry his lady. Because Hemingway chooses 1o leave the emotions of his characters
up to the reader, it 1s fair to assume that Mike realizes Just how helpless he is. Brett
has killed what love he may have once had for her, and he uses alcohol to care for
the wound of her indifference. Mike stays with Brett despite his pain, because he
has lost all faith in the beauty of love. The childiike hiding Joel refers to is apparent
in Brett’s behavior as she makes only a shght effort to conceal her extra-maritai
activities. Children tease people with their secrets, even dare people to discover

them; thus. Brett torments Mike.

She can lead vou to love

She can take you or leave vou

She can ask for the truth, but she’li never believe ¥ou
She’ll 1ake what you give her as long as it’s free

She steals like a thief, but she’s always a woman to me
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Joel certainly didn’t overlook Brett's relationship with Robert Cohn. Upon
Cohn’s first meeting Brett, he is immediatelv taken in by her beauty. She takes
advantage of his infatuation, leading him to an affair that has no potential for
romarnce. She is acceptng of is attertion but gives none in return, for her sights are
sct on other men. With the affair behind them. Brett goes out of her wav to indicate
to Cohn that he 15 not wanted. She asks her companicns, “Was [ rude enough to
km? My God! I'm so sick of him!™ (181} Clearly, Brett disregards his love and

steals his digmity.

She’li promise vou more than the Garden of Eden
She’ll carelessly cut you and laugh while you’re bleeding
She’ll bring out the best and the worst vou can be

Blame 1t all on vourself “cause she’s always a woman to me

Jake Barmes is the love of Brett’s life, the object of her cruelty, the self-
sacrificing man who sings the song in her defense. He suffers more than anv of
Brett’s men because she tells him she loves him, takes him right up to the edge of a
hife together, and then breaks his heart. There seems to be no question that Prett’s

love for Jake 15 sincere, although none of the other characters seems able to see this.
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The problem 1s that Brett appears unable to express love in any way that might
contntbute 1o a lastng relationship. She s too fickle to settle down, especially with
the man she truly loves, for fear it might ruin the fairy tale that she might one day
love and be loved. Al the while he accepts this, even loves her for it all the more,
Chapter XIV best describes Joel's sentiments when Jake says,

Women made such swell friends. Awfully swell. In the first place,

you had to be mn love with a woman to have a basis for friendship.

[ had been having Brett for a friend. . had been getnng something

for nothung.. I thought I had paid for everything. Not like a woman

pavs and pavs. (148)
Although he is not a weak man like the rest_ Jake is st willing to accept the biame
for the couple’s inability to come together. Like Billy Joel, Jake demands that even
the cruelest of women can be lovable because she carmies with her a sense of
adventure, a willingness to conquer the world, a passion 1o live to the fisllest. Tt is
this attitude, not any streak of evil, that causes her to “carelessly cut vou.” She is
sioply willing to leave people behind in order to move on to new adventures. She
grows attached only to what is vibrant and alive, and she brings out that desire in
others. Jake is the one man willing 1o accept the lows 1n exchange for the wonderful

highs Brett offers.
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Both Billy Joel and Emest Hemingway have a way of saving, “Here she
15...see her how you wish. ™ Both artists believe that in order for the audience to get
to know a character. they must be free to develop their own epinions. Joel’s Woman
and Hemingway’s Brett are strong women who seem 1o be daringly sexy, loving,
and emotional, and first-class bitches all at the same time. Even Brett herself savs,
“I do feel such a birch™ (184). So, see them how you wish, but they’re always

women o me.
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A DIFFERENT FACE IN THE MIRROR

Cast of Characters

James Spencer: a man 1n his mid 20s.
F‘
Scene
[n the living room of James and Candace’s house in the suburbs.
' JAMES

I (very deliberate speech, slowly pacing around room)

I'need some time to think about what I want The last thing we nced is our parents

trying to solve this for us, We need to work it out on our own. I'm just not prepared

to make a decision right now. Mavbe we should spend some tme apart. 1 still love

N
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you: I just don't want our 25th anmiversary to come along... and look back and
blamne you for all the things I think I missed out on.. all the chances i wonder if |
should’ve taken. I'm tired. [ feel like life’s passing me by and now's my chance to
really live it T never took the time to grow up. The drups and the drinks Just aren't
doing the trick. [ still wake up in the morning and wonder. .

(pause}
Well, 10 be honest, I saw a voung.. beautiful face last night. And don't get me
wrong, this 1s not about another woman, But she is onlv a few vears vounger than
we are and sull so full of life. And I began to see all that's missing from my life. |
can’t keep convincing myself that I'm just burmt out right now and this really i the
best life for me. ['ve gotta do something. You're my best friend. I
know vou'll understand. I won't end my marriage for a pretty face, but when I ook
at my face in the mirror  just don't like the man 1 see.

(In anguish}
Please, say something. Tell me vou understand. Tell me vou hate me -- something.
Don’t just sit there and stare at me like I'm some stranger.
I'Il always feel yuilty for hurting vou. But we can’t live like this. ['m sure 'l
always wonder if I'm making the nght decision. But can you understand that this is

the best way” I need you to say something. We both got lary. We're just not making
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ths marriage work anymore. 1 know T don’t have the answers, but I'll never forgve
myselt if  hold you accountable for my lost goais. 1 thought ! knew what ! wanted. I
keep wying to convince myself there’s hope. And mavbe, there was a time when we
couid ve reached our goals together, but I think we missed our chance.
What happened to us? What do we do now™

(takes a deep breath and vells into the next room)

Candace, can vou come in here for a minute?




*Til Death Do Us Part

Behind closed eves [ replay the image of
two lovers offening promises in exchange for

circular symbols of a golden future.

Passionate eves gaze upon one another in
faithful surrender of soul and body 10

fairy tales of happiness ever afier.

Turned cold long before death are
the roses, rainbows. and sunsets under which

we closed our eves to separate lives.
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After Arthar Miller’s Fall

You loved us all
And gave us willing
to failure

and to death

that you mght live
as WE Fave Vou

and gave each other
with a word,

a tnck,

a truth_

ahe—

and all in love!

[ don’t want what vou've given me.
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Take vour love,

vour wisdom.

Leave me to my people

that they might follow me
when 1 give myseif to death.
Death doesn’t threaten
those who live

n true love.

Your love 15 black

and cold,

mvading

hearts and minds.
conquering

the passionate surrender

of truth

replacing them with empty words.
Tricks and lies --

that 15 vour love.
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I didn’t ask for vou to love me.

It was vou who told me
Bemg loved

“Is hke owing for a gift
You didn’t ask for.”

[ didn’t ask.

[ owe vou nothing.

The gift of betraval

is not one [ wish to return.
How could [ ever repav vou
for placing m myv hand

the weapons

with which a heart

tuns cold?

So, [ too, may be a murderer
of passion

and love.

In return for the life
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vou have offered,

I offer you this —

I dare vou -

Take vour own advice --

“Do the hardest thing of all -

See your own hatred and live"™

adapted from Arthur Miller’s After the Fall
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Is it Worth Dying For ?

They’re making me write this. I told themn it was stupid. I have absolutely
nothing to say to a piece of paper that I ¢an’t just say out loud.

“No, you can’t skip this activity. You’ll appreciate 1t later when you have a
better understanding of vour hife and where it’s going .~

This 15 such b.s. My life is going nowhere and I'm stuck m this hospital hke
some kind of psycho. All I can say 1s, I'm just sorry [ screwed up. If only I'd taken
a few more pills or found some that were a little bit stronger,

They keep telling us to try to answer the questions our families first asked,
“Why would yon want to kill vourseif? You have evervthing, What's so bad that it’s
worth dving for?”

How 1n the hell am I supposed to answer a question like that? All I know is |
want to get out of this damn place. We're supposed to date the pages each time we

write in this stupid book, but why bother? [ don’t plan on writing much anyway,

March 02, 1991

Sure, I'll humor them. Fm sick to death of geting bitched at abour this
damncd journal. This is the worst time of my life. Why the hell would I want to
write 1t down? [ don’t want to read and reread about how I was a total failure. But
unless I'm willing to deal with my problems, they can’t help me soive them. What
bullshit. If I couldn’t help me. what makes them think they can?
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Mav 18, 1991

[ don’t know when I last wrote. [t was some time back in the beginning of
March. I’ve been in this place since the first of January. That’s when it happened.
New Year's Eve. The beginning of a brand new vear. [ just didn’t think I could face
another year of the same hell.

Maybe they're right. Maybe 1 am leamning something about myself. We had
another group session this morning, but this one was different. I really opened up for
the first time. Somehow, just talking about the lonetiness made it burt a little less. 1
know that feeling won’t ever go away, but they sav they can help me find “more

constructive ways to deal with it.”

June 20, 1991

Great news' I'm getting out of here! On July 1st, I get to go home. T think I'm
ready to face the real world again. They really encourage continuing the journal
after we get out of here. They say it’s a good release of emotions and [ hate to admit
that I’m beginning 1o agree. [ don’t irv to take my emotions out on my body hke |
used 1o. And somehow evenvthing is safe when [ write it down. No one has to read
it. so no one will laugh or be worried or anything. My friends are what’s on my
mind most. It’s still hard sometimes to resist the temptation to blame them for my
being here. If only they’d paid a littie more attention to me or scmething. I know
it’s not their fault, but it’s easier to think that way than to analyze my emotions in
search of an answer T can’t find. How can I answer people when they ask “Why7" if

I don’t know mvself?
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Jung 31, 1991

My parents arc sendiag me 1o the country to live with my grandparents for a
- while. They agreed that this is the best thing for me even though the doctor said I'm
ready to go back 10 iving mv life. Of course. nobody asked me how [ feel about it
Sure, I'm scared. I'm not sure | really want to face mv classmates or anvone else.
I'm not positive I'm ready for ali the questions. but I need to go home. Even if
ps¥ychiatric care helped me cope in a lot of ways, it didn’t give me the answers to
the questions or give me any guarantee that life will be easy when | get out. But !
still want to go home.

Al T know is that T will need lots of support and I'm not sure who to expect it

from. I spent six months under constant supervision because I couidn’t handle being
alone, and they send me out to the middle of nowhere. They expect me to spend my
new freedom, my new life. completely cut off from the world I knew, Am I the only
one who realizes the world isn’t going to change? I'm finally ready to live in it the
way it 1s. They’re just not ready to stop protecting me and let me trv again. Don’'t
they understand how lucky I am to get a second chance? If I've leamed anything,
it’s just how precious and short life is. I don’t want to waste anv more time hiding

from it.

July 15, 199]
Wnting is the only way to preserve the progress I made until mom and dad let
me coinc home. My favorite place to write is a small island out m the middle of the

¥  deepest part of the lake. It's about a five-minute walk from my grandparents’ house
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through the woods and out to the old wiatewashed bridge that leads to the island.

My grandparents don’t like me going out there. They think it’s dangerous,
“especially for someone whao doesn’t care if she lives or dies. 1 thought they 1aught
¥ou something at that hospital, and row vou’re just daring that bridge to give
way....” They also complain that the 1sland is too secluded and thev can’t keep an
eve on me from the front porch when 1 wander so far away. “Wouldn't you rather
stay where you're close by, in case vou need anvthing™”

But I come out here anvway because 1've finally found a place that’s special
to me, where no one will bother me. Where people aren’t alwayvs waiting for me to
mess up or watching for signs that indicate I'm falling back into old patterns. How
can I not show signs of loneliness when I'm not allowed to be near anvone but my

grandparents anyway?

July 21, 1991

On days when the sun shines bright, there is one smali spot where it shines
through the wrees and sparkles on the olive-green water. There is one plank on the
bridge that makes a perfect place 1o sit and watch my reflection in the green glow, |
could spend hours just watching the water and imagining what it would be like to
fail in love and go to parties and dances like other teenagers. I never had a problem
attracting guys; it’s keeping them that’s the problem. The slight ripple of the water
reflects things a murror never could. I was unsteady, unsure of what I wanted. But
now, those green eves that blend right nto the water are so much more sure of
themselves. I'm no longer scared to go on. I'm ready to trv again -- to make the best

® of another chance at living.
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Aupust 3, 1991

Yesterdav, while I was sitting on the bridge, a starding noise sounded in the
woods In my fright, T fell into the water but was able to swim a few strokes to the
shore. A strong, gentle hand reached down to pull me ashore. Shivering in the shade
of the trees, I suffered mixed feelings about this strange voung man who had
invaded my island. Bur before I could deal with my irmitateon, [ first had to overcome
the unrelenting cold of the water. It had been so comforting as I watched it from the
bridge, and row it hirned against me.

“I'm sorry. [ didn’t realize there was anvone out here, Not too many people
crazy enough to use this old bndge ™

I quickly accepied his apology and asked what he was doing there. He
offered an explanation about how his parents think 1t’s such a nice vacation for him
to spend some time with his aunt and uncle for a week or two EVEry summer.

“Given a choice, I don’t think this would be my vote for best vacation spot
ever, but I like to blow up my raft and float around out here where it’s so quiet and
peaceful A guy needs some time to be alone and think once in a while ”

I knew eventually I would have to tell him why I was visiting the lake, but )
put off mentioning my emotional problems because [ wasn't quite sure how to work
that into a conversation with a total stran ger.

I soon discovered that we were a lot alike. We both felt so alone and came to
this little island to find the strength to keep going. We talked and talked, and it
wasn’t long before I found mysalf talking freelv about the events that brought me
here. It was so comforting to find someone other than a doctor who scemed truly

49  intercsted in what T had 1o say. In this one stranger, I feel like 1 have found a big
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o part of what was missing just a vear ago when [ was surrounded by people.
When we parted for the dav as the sun began slipmng over the trees, I
felt that life has finally begun again. [ don’t feel so alone anymore.
August 71991
Yesterday was darker than usual, so I started for the island early. I hoped to
have some company before the storm came. I don’t really know what happened. All
I can remember is being out in the boat when it tipped over and my foot got caught
in the rope tied asound it. [ tried to vank my foot free unal | Just didn’t have any
energy left 1o pull. The next thing I remember is waking up with half mv bodv on the
island while my legs dangled in the cold water. I looked up and first saw her
®

notebook on the bridge: then I saw _in the warter. _ T recovered what liftie energy |
could and pulled the bedy onto the island. Then I ran for help.

This rain-drenched notebook is all I have left. I can't thank her for saving my
hife, but 1 hope she found the answer to her question —~ some things are worth dying

for,



EPITAPH

Here lies the body of
Nicole Hodson,
fertilizer of truth:
at times the consistency
no more than mujch,
other umes specially
blended for the ideal effect,
sprinkled in clumps,
evenly spread,
used to sprous beauty,
suffocated in vanity.
Even now,

nourishing the soil,
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pushing up life
to be experienced
by those who reap

that which has grown.

born Julv 19, 1975

...And again every dav since
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BLT HE NEEDS ME
Cast of Characters
& Amanda: a woman in her mid 20s, {iving with her father in a
northem city.
Rvan: a family friend, early 20s, from same CIty
Scene

Amanda’s house. The scene opens with Rvan following a very upset Amanda into

the family room.

AMANDA
(trving to stay calm}

I'meed to be there for im. It only take a few hours to pget there. .
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P
RYAN
{also mymg to stay calm, for Amanda’s sake}
A few hours?! Are you crazy! You know it’s a 12-hour drive. Besides, there’s no
reason for vou to go,
AMANDA
But, he needs me.
RYAN
This 15 exactly why we waited to tell you. [ knew if 1 told vou sooner, vou'd’ve
done something drastic — drink yourself to death or get in vour car and start driving
dm-'m there.
J

AMAKNDA
I think I'm taking this rather calmly, don’t vou?

RYAN
Yes .
AMANDA
(1nterrupung him)
But I stll think 1 should be there.
RYAN

®  Mavbe we should just have a drink. It'll do vou good to relax a litte,
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AMANDA

Good idea. A double shot of vodka. So. how long bave vou known about this?

RYAN
About a week now. 1 tmed to get vour dad to tell vou, but he thought vou’d take it

better coming from me,

AMANDA
Well, 1s he going 1o be okav? [ mean how long will it be before T can go visit” Or at

least call”?

RYAN
The doctors don’t know vet. It was such a freak accident that no one really knows
what 10 expect.
{proceeds with apprehension)

But, I'll call every day and let vou know how he is Il cail as 5001 as he wakes.

AMANDA

Wait a minute. You mean you're gong down there without me? Like hell! I'm going

with vou.

RYAN
Amanda, there’s no need for vou to o. Besides [ already got my plane ticket. I'm

® leaving tonight. They’ve got an awful lot of morphine in him right now, so he’s not
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fully conscious vet. And they're not letting anybody but his parents in to see hum.

You just don’t need to be there.

AMANDA
(1gnormg him)
I can’t believe you guys weren't going to tell me. How the hell do vou think I feel

being the last one to find out? Are ¥ou sure [ shouldn’t be there? for his family?

RYAN
(hormng from cautious to harsh)

Docs his family even know who vou are” No one knew VOU tWO WETE evern...

AMANDA
(stung by his words, becoming defensive)
Okay. That’s encugh. You're the one who took me down there and introduced me
to thus wonderful friend of vours. You encouraged us. We fell for each other. Can

you blame us for making the most of our time together?

RYAN
Is that what vou call what you two have done? Making the most of your time?
There’s a wenderful little bov in there (he ponts to a room off stage}....I'm sorry [

introduced you to Matt, 1 really am.
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motey and find a house he was golng 1o. .

{trails off ag she begins 1o cry softiv)
He needs me to be there. His parents —

RYAN

to play daddv. Never.

AMANDA
(In a quiet, deep voice)

I need another drink.

RYAN
I'm sorry, Amanda Being a dad just jsn'y for Man.
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RYAN
Y'm not saving 1t’s okay. It's defmitely not okay But he could be dving nght now
and we’ve been friends too long for me not to be there, But he docsn’t need vou. He

wouldn’t want you there.

AMANDA
(reacting bitterly to Ryan’s meanness)
How the bell do vou know? Or is this Just one more thing no ope had the courage to

tell me” Damn it, T think it"s time they know the whole Story.

RYAN
Amanda, now is not the time. His parents are worried enough without you telin g

them about Jordan,

AMANDA
They need to know why he was up here last summer. They need to know he wag
with me, with his newbomn son. [ want Jordan to know who his grandparents are, [
want him to believe his father loves him --And [ need to see Matt.

RYAN
Thats just it. You need to see Marr Matt does not need to sce vou. And his family

definitely doesn’t need to see Jordan.

AMANDA
But what if he doesn't make it? [ don’t want 1o wait “ti! his funerai
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RYAN

Don’t. Just let me go down there.

AMANDA
(trymng 10 move toward the door)

I'm going.

RYAN
{trying to restrain her)

No. vou're not. Don’t be stupid.

AMANDA

Get out of my way.

RYAN

There’s no reason for you to be there..

AMANDA

He needs me.

RYAN
You can’t help him. There’s nothing you can do. ..
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AMANDA

Jordan needs a father.

RYAN
(softly as though talking 1o himself)
Jordan has a father.
AMANDA

(ignoring his comment, getting past him and running out the door)

He needs me. ..

. RYAN
{runmng out the doer behind her)
Amanda, don’t do this,..Amanda. come back. I want to be Jordan's dad. Amanda, [

love you. I love Jordan. Matt’s always been one of my best fniends, but he’s no dad,

AMANDA
(turning back toward him with 1ears in her eves, coming to a
realization)
How could you possibly love me for all the things ['ve done” Matt and [ deserve
each other We’re the same kind of people, vou know We were just playing at
bemg 1n love. But we don’t deserve love. And Jordan..I'm not a parent any more

. than Matt. How will I ever take care of Jordan®”
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RYAN
(goes to her and puts his arms around her)

Jordan 1s not the only one who needs to be taken care of. ['ll take care of both of

vou. Haven't [ always?
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Raindrop
On the window pane
A single drop of silver

Glistens n the gloom
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