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Staff & Contest Winners
Kassandra Christner | Morpheus Staff
Kasandra Christner is a freshman at Heidelberg majoring in English (Writing), from 
Wilmot Ohio. She loves music and she usually enjoys writing essays and any fiction that’s 
not fantasy or scifi.

Carly Evans | Morpheus Staff, 3rd Place Short Story
I am majoring in English with a concentration in writing and minoring in history, and I 
plan to earn my MBA here at Heidelberg University. I am part of the Honors Program, 
Morpheus, and I work with the theatre department’s scene and costume shops. I hope 
one day to expand on my Cain and Alec story to write a full novel about the life of the 
brothers.

Anna Freidin | Morpheus Publicty Chair
In regards to Morpheus I am in charge of the Publicity and Social Media. I am a senior 
English Literature major with a minor in writing. I have studied abroad literature at 
Trinity College Dublin for a full year. I am planning on perusing a publishing postgradu-
ate degree in either Ireland, Scotland, or England this coming fall.

Tanner Gitchef | Morpheus Staff, Contributor
Tanner is a freshman here at Heidelberg this year who loves to read! He’s a rookie when it 
comes to writing though, because despite every narrative essay he’s written, he’s dumped 
about 10 short stories, one of which involved a fanfic about unrequited/forbidden love 
between two male Disney dogs. He has also written (and completed) a few narrative es-
says about emotional times in his life that he thinks has shaped him into the man he is 
today. With these stories and essays, Tanner is a writer who believes that emotion is “the 
key.”

Kelsey Griffin |  Poetry Honorable Mention
I am from Farmington Hills, Michigan, but I have been able to call Ohio, more specif-
ically Heidelberg, my new home since I stepped foot on campus in the fall of 2014. I 
have studied Criminology & Psychology and am proud to be graduating this year! I will 
be continuing my education in our MBA program. My piece reflects on my high school 
graduation as I am heading towards graduation again in May. My mother gave me her 



    Fall 2016         5

class ring to wear when I walked the stage, and it meant so much to me. I treasure the 
things that are passed down to me in my family, but I also treasure that I am the first in 
my immediate family to go to college and graduate. My mom graduated high school and 
started her family 2 years after, and my dad, a few years older than my mom, was estab-
lished as a mechanic after graduating from a trade school. I have so much pride in what 
I have accomplished in my family.

Rachel James | Morpheus Staff, 3rd Place Poetry
I am a junior majoring in Psychology and minoring in Writing. I am very happy to be 
apart of Morpheus that encourages everyone to write and share idea in such a unique 
way.

Chelsea Jones | 2nd Place Short Story
 I am a single mom working on a Bachelor’s Degree in English Writing. My creative piec-
es often have a darker edge and I hope to become a published author one day. The Shad-
ow of a Mistake came from being stressed about not having an idea for a creative piece. 
So I used that stress to create the character Jason and his enemy, his creation.

Ericka Kaimer | Morpheus Cover Designer
I am an English Writing major and have a passion for the arts and drawing especially. 
Currently, I am engulfed in many literature and writing based classes while also main-
taining my classes for the MBA program I plan on completing during my fifth year. Along 
with my artistic visions, I am also an athlete on the Berg’s Track and Field Team. When 
I was asked to design the cover for the Morpheus, I immediately thought of the tree that 
is pictured on the front and knew that watercolors would be the best way to make my 
vision complete. I thoroughly enjoyed creating this Fall 2016 cover, it further developed 
my skills as an artist.

Dr. Kimmel | Morpheus Faculty Advisor 
Dr. David Kimmel is Professor of English and current Chairperson of the English De-
partment. Before signing on with the Morpheus, he worked as Second Assistant Ferret 
Trainer in all of Keanu Reaves’ movies.

Anika Maiberger | 2nd Place Poetry
My name is Anika and I’m a senior English Literature major with a German minor. Like 
most of my writing, lots of my work is influenced by my study abroad experience and 
having been in Europe for almost a year, Absinth came up a lot amongst other American 
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college students-as you could imagine. “Sip at your own Risk” was a love poem I wrote 
for Dr. Reyer’s Creative Writing course and according to him it’s pretty “groovy”. I hope 
you think so too!

Ethan Miller | Morpheus Publicity Chair
I’m a freshman English writing major with a literature and theater minor. As you can 
see, reading and writing are two of my biggest passions. Morpheus allows me to partici-
pate in those hobbies I love. But with Morpheus, reading and writing are more than just 
hobbies. They are the glue that allows us to personally express ourselves to each other 
and be who we are. For that reason, I’m immensely grateful to be a part of this group.

Sarah Miller | 1st Place Poetry, 1st Place Short Story, 1st Place Literary 	
		           Essay, 3rd Place Literary Essay
I am a senior at Heidelberg, double majoring in English writing and environmental sci-
ence. When I graduate, I hope to use my writing major to benefit the environment, such 
as by writing grants. Before graduating, I am staying to complete the MBA program and 
I hope to open a small business. Most of the pieces that I entered into the Morpheus con-
test centered on a theme of nature, as these are the easiest for me to write. My favorite 
piece that I have written is “Every Tree has It’s Enemy, Few have an Advocate”, which is 
an ecocriticism of The Lord of The Rings. Most of my poetry also centers on the natural 
world and its fleeting beauty. I enjoy being able to combine my love for writing with my 
love for the environment, and I hope that someday I will be able to use it to bring about 
some positive change. 

Rachel Peters | Morpheus Layout Director, 2nd Place Essay, Short Story 		
			    Honorable Mention
Rachel Peters is in her third year at Heidelberg, and this is her second year as a Layout 
Director for Morpheus. She is double-majoring in English Writing and AYA Language 
Arts Education and is currently participating in Partners for Academic Coaching for Ex-
cellence (PACE). Most of the time, she prefers to write longer stories, but the stort story 
included in this issue, “The Ascension,” is her favorite of her shorter pieces.

Haley Sterling | Morpheus Staff
I’m Haley Sterling and I’m from Northwood, Ohio. Writing has been my passion for 
many years now, fiction being my go-to genre.
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Letter from the Editor 
Hannah Taulbee

Hello!

To start things off, I would like to extend a large “thank you” on behalf of Mor-
pheus to all those who entered our Fall Writing Contest this year. It takes cour-
age to not only write and complete a piece, but to let others see and critique that 
work. Thank you for trusting us, and please feel free to join us during our weekly 
meetings or other activities.

I have been very involved on campus through my three and half years at Hei-
delberg, but Morpheus is easily the hardest thing to leave behind. When Mor-
pheus once again became a student-run organization separate from the Writing 
Capstone requirements in the Fall of 2014, I’m not sure anyone knew what was 
going to happen. Still, we did our best and I’m so proud of what it has become. 
Being able to work on this magazine and watch it grow from a small group to a 
dynamic mix of majors has been a gift I want to share with everyone, and this 
issue does just that. 

So, please enjoy our second Fall Issue in Morpheus history! And thank you for 
the amazing opportunity to share it with you.

Hannah Taulbee | Morpheus Editor-in-Chief
Hello! I am a senior English writing and Political Science double major, and this is my 
second year as Editor in Chief for the Morpheus.
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got to willfully push yourself toward non-
sense,” McHenry advised writers of any 
level. By pushing yourself toward non-
sense, he explained, you open yourself up 
to connections and move away from the 
ready cliches of the language, which can 
lead to ideas never considered before.
Creative writing, in general, is “all about 
original expression”, finding new ways to 
communicate. As most writers are aware, 
it is important to “show, not tell” and tak-
ing time to practice writing for fun, giving 
yourself a fun or ridiculous prompt, is a 
great way to do that, and keep the non-
sense flowing. Writing can help as a form 
of stress relief, as well as improve read-
ing skills. McHenry remarked that writ-
ing creatively and teaching composition 
“compliment my writing and have made 
me a more discerning reader.”
	 McHenry held an open poetry work-
shop during his visit in which he met with 
a handful of students to work on their 
own pieces and give objective feedback. 
He was also the guest poet during the 
opening Ohio Poetry Day activities, read-
ing from his newest book, Odd Evening, 
and leading an overnight contest to write 
poems with a familial theme for those in 
attendance.
	 There were more activities held 
throughout the following day, includ-
ing a book display and sale, a workshop 
with Heidelberg’s Dr. Bradley featuring 
the workshop winner poems, and a read-

Poetry at the Berg 
Hannah Taulbee

On October 14 and 15, Heidelberg Univer-
sity hosted the 79th annual Ohio Poetry 
Day in Pfleiderer Hall, welcoming Kansas 
poet laureate Eric McHenry, Ohio Poet of 
the Year Maggie Smith, and poets from all 
corners of the state.
	 McHenry, who was named Poet Lau-
reate of Kansas in 2015, visited a handful 
of classes Thursday afternoon and Friday 
morning, where he shared his experiences 
as a published writer and Poet Laureate. 
McHenry’s work has been published in 
Poetry International, Slate, and the Yale 
Review. He currently holds a position as 
Associate Professor of English at Wash-
burn University, teaching and writing po-
etry.
	 During his visits, McHenry offered 
advice for both creative and academ-
ic writing, while still focusing on poetry. 
To battle writer’s block, when possible, 
choose a topic you’re interested in, or 
something that you can get worked up 
about. Remember that the basic formu-
la consists of an opinion and the reasons 
behind it, while also including the oppos-
ing opinion. Lastly, take time away from 
the piece and focus on other things, giv-
ing yourself an opportunity to return to it 
with a different state of mind. 
 On the topic of poetry itself, McHenry 
commented that the goal of poetry, like 
other forms of literature, is to engage the 
reader by creating a relatable emotion or 
experience in an entirely new way. “You’ve 
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ing by the Ohio Poet of the Year, Maggie 
Smith, from her most recent book The 
Well Speaks of Its Own Poison. Smith is 
a Columbus native, who resides in Bex-
ley, Ohio.  She is the author of three chap-
books and the full-length collection Lamp 
of the Body (Red Hen Press). Smith holds 
degrees from Ohio Wesleyan (B.A.) and 
the Ohio State University (M.F.A.) She 
has served as lecturer at Gettysburg Col-
lege and is now a freelance writer.  Smith 
has received awards from The Nation-
al Endowment for the Arts, Sustainable 
Arts, and was recognized with an Ohio 
Arts Council award for individual excel-
lence.
	 After the reading, all winners of 
recent contests, whether state or nation-
al, had a chance to read to the group and 
prizes were awarded for the overnight 
contests.
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Poetry
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Fate of a Flower 
Sarah Miller

“We were driving the river road.”*
Suddenly, a moment froze -
Snapshot of a single frame,
Capturing the sunlight’s reflection.
Dew shimmering on fallen leaves
In morning’s timid light.

My eyes blinked once -
Entrapping the golden image of
A late blooming flower,
Seeded by fate on the roadside -
Pleasuring me with its life
And short-lived vibrancy.

Bright spark in my morning,
An imprinted memory.
Pushing up through fall leaves - 
Entering into chilly fall air, and
Greeting me with the warmth of 
Yellow petals.

*First line from William Stafford’s The Way It Is: 
New and Selected Poems (Graywolf Press, 1998).



12         Morpheus

Sip at Your Own Risk 
Anika Maiberger

Did I drink you in,
Or was it a shot of Absinth?
You haunt me like a sin.
Falling for you was an accident.

Green like your envy
Of imaginary threats.
Always searching for a remedy
To the scalding fire in my chest. 

We could have made it last-
If I believed you had any aspirations.
Stop living your life in the past
Our dreams of forever were hallucinations.

When I start to question if I made a mistake
I remind myself of that crippling hangover.
Thank God I have friends who force me to wake
And encourage me to stay sober.
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The Mirror 
Rachel James

I find myself staring into the mirror, 
And she always stares back at me. 
The woman who lives behind the glass.
We are copies of the other.

She highlights all my faults and flaws,
A perfect picture of imperfection
A dark shadow of my insecurities,
That follows me wherever I go.

She is a tormentor of my mind.
She drags me down into the deep waters,
Just as I am feeling like I can float.
She is always looking back, always watching.

But I do not have to give her power.
She does not have to control me.
She cannot live without me.
I can.

I will look into the her glassy prison,
And have no fear.
I can clear the darkness away,
And let my light shine in.
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Glory of a First Generation 
Kelsey Griffin

When I was a little girl,
my momma told me – 
“Go to school. Get good grades,”
and I did.

I found her class ring
John Glenn, Class of ‘92.
I wore it with pride
as I walked across the stage.

So vintage, my friends said,
but it meant more than that.
At 18, my mom was working – 
18 meant opportunity for me.

New faces, new places.

A walk across the stage,
about 12 years long,
a move of a tassel
from right, to left.

I grabbed my diploma
And the old ring glimmered
I smiled.
Not for the camera

But because the ring from ‘92 meant more to me. 
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What I Wish 
Anonymous

What I wish I could tell my professors is that I hate going to class. I wish I could 	 	
	 love classes but I have reasons why I simply cannot. 

What I wish I could tell my professors is that I love learning. Learning is my abso	 	
	 lute passion. It give me fire to continue to breathe. Learning is my oxygen.

What I wish I could tell my professors is that I have had this love for a long time. 	 	
	 I have always known that I loved to collect information the same way that 	 	
	 students on the playground would love to take a break.

What I wish I could tell my professors is that I was once very open about my 	 	
	 learning. I knew more than anyone in my entire class.

What I wish I could tell my professors is that it wasn’t really a good thing.

What I wish I could tell my professors is that at a young age I was told “slow 	 	
	 down, you’re learning too fast.” But how can I learn too fast when there’s so 	
	 many things that are unknown?

What I wish I could tell my professors is that I went to a harsh school with harsh 	 	
	 teachers that told me that if I spoke too much in class about what I 	 	 	
	 had learned no one would like me.

What I wish I could tell my professors is that no one liked me anyway. 

What I wish I could tell my professors that classrooms are a trigger to my anxiety 		
	 because behind all of my teachers backs I was told I was a loser and I 	 	 	
	 amounted to nothing.

What I wish I could tell my professors that I was told that when I didn’t raise my 	 	
	 hand I was wrong and my thoughts didn’t matter.
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What I wish I could tell my professors that when a student yells out the answer in 	
	 class I sit in the back of the room cringing, trying to hold myself together 	 	
	 because my anxiety tells me that is wrong.

What I wish I could tell my professors is that when no one answers a question in 	 	
	 class the silence stings me because I was told that if no one had anything to 		
	 say that we wouldn’t learn anything more that day.

What I wish I could tell my professors is that while everyone else is sitting in the 	 	
	 classroom bored I am held by a straight-jacket trying to get free.

What I wish I could tell my professors is that I promise I’m doing the material, I 	 	
	 promise I’m learning, but classrooms are not the place for me.

What I wish I could tell my professors is that I appreciate the effort, I appreciate 	 	
	 the emails and the check-ins, I appreciate the notification that someone 	 	
	 cares about me.

What I wish I could tell my professors...no, what I wish I could show my 
	 professors is that I care too.
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Short Stories
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someone isn’t long enough to get to know 
them. Maybe I should have stayed with 
her. Well, it’s too late now. I watched them 
lower her into the ground in Grayview 
Cemetery in a black box. I threw the 
brown clay on top of it, and watched the 
puffs of smoke as it settled. It should have 
been final. That was the end of it, right? I 
told myself it was. That is, until today. 

I’ve never been one for creativity. 
I suck at making up anything, and the 
poetry unit in my English class nearly 
murdered me. Sometimes I feel like 
my lack of creativity is my biggest 
shortcoming. I don’t think of detailed 
plans for my future, or any girly things like 
that. There’s no point in planning out the 
future, when you don’t even know if you’ll 
make it there. Ruby showed me that. It’s 
funny, because she was the one with all 
of the plans. It freaked me out. She knew 
how many kids she wanted (four), that 
she wanted to get married under the same 
tree by Clark Pond that her parents had 
been married under, and that she wanted 
to start her own coffee shop. And maybe 
that’s why I ended things. I said it was 
just the bad timing, and that I was busy 

March 7, 2016

	 Ruby died exactly seven days ago. 
Today, I saw her again.

It was outside of Henslow Hall, my 
English building at school, when I was 
walking back to my dorm. I’m going to 
try to record all of the details, so you will 
understand that I’m telling the truth. So I 
won’t be talked into thinking I imagined 
her. Because I did see her. And more than 
a glimpse, too. I want to be able to tell my 
friends exactly what happened, so they 
will know I’m not crazy. They’ll think I’m 
traumatized, or something ridiculous like 
that, and say it’s because I miss her so 
much and all of that sappy trash, which 
really just means they don’t believe me. 
The truth is, I don’t miss her. And I know 
I should, it’s just that it doesn’t feel real. It 
doesn’t feel like she could really be dead. 
Because if either of us were to give up on 
life, it would have been me before her. 
	 Ruby was always the stronger one, 
she liked to be in control of everything. 
And maybe that’s why the two of us didn’t 
work out. Or maybe two months with 

White Petals 
Sarah Miller
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and when I readjusted it I lost sight of 
Ruby. I spent the next hour looking for 
her around the building, and I even asked 
the desk manager at the library if they had 
seen where she went. They hadn’t. And I 
know that sounds crazy, but it really was 
like she disappeared into thin air. If I had 
imagined her, then why now? Why not 
a week ago, or two weeks ago? Why at 
school, in front of the library? The types of 
books she read were fanfictions not likely 
to be found in a university library, and she 
had only been on campus once, to help me 
move in. 
	 I know I have no proof, but she was 
there. I could feel it, like the feeling in your 
stomach when you drink something that’s 
too hot, and it settles and makes you feel 
all droopy and sloshy. Let me tell you, it 
was not a pleasant feeling. And now when 
I think about that moment, which has 
basically been constantly since 9:00 this 
morning, the feeling comes back. I keep 
expecting to see her when I look out my 
fourth floor window to watch the other 
students on the sidewalk, or when I walk 
to dinner, or over to Wyatt’s room in the 
upperclassman dorm. But I haven’t. I 
guess I shouldn’t be surprised. After all, 
she was really there, so what are the odds 
of me seeing her twice in one day? 

March 8, 2016

with school, and the distance of two hours 
wasn’t working out for me, but it may have 
just been that I didn’t like feeling trapped 
in her goals for the future. A guy needs to 
breathe sometimes. 

Regardless of why I broke up with 
Ruby, the fact still remains that I saw her 
today. She was wearing an orange dress 
shirt, or I guess girls call them blouses, 
and dark blue jeans. Her hair was in a 
long braid down her back, like she usually 
wore it. That alone would have made me 
do a double take. But there was no need. 
She was looking right at me as she walked 
down the steps of the library, carrying like 
ten books. Or maybe it was more like five 
really big books. It was honestly really 
picturesque, with yellow maple leaves all 
over the sidewalks, and the brick of the 
library with her orange blouse. It made 
my heart jump, and my legs stop working 
momentarily.  
	 She turned towards me as I stood like 
a statue in the sidewalk, in everyone’s way, 
looking like an idiot. She was far away, but 
I swear I saw her smirk. I don’t miss that 
smirk. It always meant she was going to do 
something that would embarrass me, or 
at the least make me uncomfortable. Just 
when I felt like I could maybe take a step 
closer, I was plowed into by a tribe of loud, 
obnoxious baseball players on their way 
to lunch. My bookbag fell off my shoulder 
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and one girl even had purple hair. But she 
really seemed to enjoy me being there, 
and a week later we were dating. It was 
all sort of rushed, nothing really romance 
movie worthy. And then I was leaving for 
school, and summer was over. She helped 
me move in, I started classes, we broke 
up, and a week later she was dead. 
	 I had just survived Brit Lit with Dr. 
Stein, which was the longest class in the 
world after being told I should “speak 
to a counselor”, and that he was “really 
worried about me”. Worry doesn’t change 
the fact that I’m being stalked by my 
dead ex-girlfriend. And I know it for sure 
now, because I saw her again after class. 
I wanted to go grab some fast food from 
the Wendy’s drive-thru so I could avoid 
people, and as I was waiting in line to get 
my frosty and fries she walked across the 
parking lot and went inside. The sound of 
my radio and the recorded greeting asking 
me if I wanted to try a new Steakhouse 
Jr. Cheeseburger Deluxe faded out as 
I watched the door close behind her. I 
pulled out of line, ignoring the lady on the 
headset, parked, and went inside. When 
I looked around I saw a toddler throwing 
chicken nuggets at his mom, two older 
men eating hamburgers at a booth in 
the back, a few factory workers on lunch 
break in line, and an employee wiping 
down tables. No Ruby. I ordered my 

	 Wyatt doesn’t believe me. He says 
that when his mom died when he was 
twelve it felt like she was everywhere, and 
watching him. He doesn’t understand. It 
doesn’t feel like that. It’s not some weird 
guardian angel crap, like she’s watching 
over me or any of that bull shit. It’s like 
she’s stalking me. 
	 I keep looking over my shoulder 
everywhere I go, and I think Dr. Stein is 
starting to notice that something’s up. 
Twice today I didn’t realize he had called 
my name, and Vera, who sits next to me, 
decided that meant she had the right to 
use her pink pen as a cattle prod in my 
side. Let me tell you, the sound that came 
out of my mouth is not one I will live down 
anytime soon. I have a meeting with Dr. 
Stein tomorrow before British Literature. 
He knows about Ruby dying, because he 
waived my assignments for the week I was 
at home. Now, he probably thinks I’m just 
falling into depression or something. I’ll 
have to set him straight tomorrow. 

March 9, 2016
	 Ruby had (has?) a type A personality, 
and she was the one who initiated our 
relationship. She asked me to a Fourth 
of July party over the summer, which 
surprised me because I had never really 
noticed her before. I wasn’t really a fan of 
her friends, they all wore too much black, 
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stop myself from scanning the whole area 
looking for a glimpse of her. So I’m staying 
in my room today instead. 
	 It’s the perfect setup to avoid other 
humans, and I can watch YouTube videos 
in bed within reach of my minifridge. I’m 
contemplating cleaning, but with a room 
in a guy’s dorm that already has a moldy 
ceiling tile, cracks in the floor, and graffiti 
on the desk, what’s really the point? 
	 From my bed I can see out my fourth 
floor window. As the sun started setting 
the glare on my laptop screen became 
horrendous, so I went to close the blinds. 
And there she was. Four stories below 
me, wearing a floral dress and sticking 
out like a sore thumb surrounded by the 
college students in their school day outfits 
of jeans and hoodies. And she looked up. 
Right at me. And I swear she smiled. 
	 So now I’m sitting on my bed 
with the curtains closed, and trying to 
remember exactly what I saw. She was 
there. Again. How was that possible? 
How did she always know where I was? 
It doesn’t really make sense. I’m going to 
try to sleep now. Not sure how well that’s 
going to go. 
***
	 It’s not going well. I had a nightmare 
of her. I was walking past the apartments 
next to campus, and she was hanging 
out of one of the windows, waving at 

frosty and fries, and waited. I sat at the 
table nearest the door and the hallway to 
the restrooms for an hour after my frosty 
had melted and my fries were disgustingly 
cold. I finally gave up and threw them out. 
The employee who had been wiping the 
tables watched me leave, with an obvious 
judgmental look on his face. 
	 I had to sit in my car for another 
ten minutes, to calm my nerves enough to 
drive back to school. My hands had been 
sweaty, and I don’t remember most of 
the ten minute drive. There was no way 
that she had left that restaurant without 
me seeing her. I watched the doors like a 
hawk, and payed attention to every vehicle 
that had gone through the parking lot. But 
she had somehow slipped past me. It was 
infuriating. I needed to talk to her, to ask 
why she was doing this to me. Until then, 
I had no way of knowing if Wyatt wasn’t 
actually right about her not really being 
there. 

March 10, 2016
	 Wyatt didn’t invite me to the party 
at the Soccer House last night. It probably 
has something to do with me not texting 
him back and not showing up for meals. I 
don’t want to tell him about seeing Ruby 
again, because I know I’ll just get another 
lecture. I skipped Dr. Stein’s class too. 
Every time I look at the library I have to 
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out to Wyatt she was gone. The dread set 
in. 
	 I still feel it now. The pit in my 
stomach is making it hard to focus on 
anything else. Wyatt couldn’t see her. 
Then that means…..maybe only I can see 
her. And if I’m the only one who can see 
her…..
	 But that’s not possible. I don’t believe 
in ghosts and supernatural crap. Those are 
scary stories for boy scouts and TV shows 
for teen girls; not a reality. There’s no way 
I was imagining her, because despite what 
Wyatt and Dr. Stein say, I’m not caught 
up over her “death”, and I am certainly 
not guilt ridden for breaking up with her. 
I didn’t kill Ruby. She killed herself. It had 
nothing to do with me, so I wish she would 
leave me alone. 
***	
	 I can’t even focus on my video 
games. It’s like she’s stuck in my head, 
but the Ruby I see keeps switching from 
the one in the hallway, to the one in my 
nightmare, to the one on the bulletin 
from the funeral home service. Again and 
again and again. The pile of dirty laundry 
on my bed looks like her. And the coat 
on the back of my door. And my cheap 
curtains. Why do they have to be red? It 
made the evening sunlight turn the whole 
room a terrible shade of blood. Like in the 
nightmare. 

me.   I smiled at her, because she looked 
beautiful. And I mean stunning. Her hair 
looked like she was ready for prom, and 
she had on a low cut red shirt and silver 
dangly earrings. When I was right below 
her I could almost reach her hands that 
were stretching out towards me. Then 
she jumped. And I lunged back as her 
body flew at me, only it wasn’t her. It was 
her corpse. The hair became stringy and 
damp, and the skin was a shriveled sickly 
white color.   And there was no shirt. It 
was ruby blood dripped over her torso, 
because that was all there was to her. The 
bottom half was gone. I’m probably not 
going back to sleep tonight. 

March 11, 2016
	 After two hours of sleep and five 
hours of YouTube, Economics with Wyatt 
was murder. We didn’t talk much, because 
I think he’s still a little scared about how 
I’ve been acting. And I’m not sure that 
we’ll ever talk much again. She was there 
today, while we were in class. She stood 
right outside the door. And I couldn’t 
believe it. When I elbowed Wyatt he looked 
at me annoyed, then looked out the door 
where I was pointing. And looked back 
at me. And frowned. And when I looked 
back, she was gone. I watched the door for 
the rest of class, and I saw her walk by two 
more times, but every time I pointed her 
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was.
	 She was standing a few yards away 
on the opposite side of the headstone from 
me, and had a hesitant smile on her face. 
I will never forget that smile. It terrified 
me. She was mostly put together, but there 
was something in the way her hair was 
parted crooked, and her stance, and the 
look in her eyes that made her seem not 
quite real. Like it was only someone that 
looked a lot like Ruby standing there, but 
it couldn’t be the same girl I remembered. 
	 She spoke to me. She said “Hello 
Eric”. It was creepy. And I started to leave, 
but when I stepped back she stepped 
forward, so I stopped. Part of me wanted 
to turn and run. And the other part of 
me stood and pretended to be brave, and 
asked “Why are you following me?” 
	 I remember how she tilted her head 
to the side after that, unnaturally far to 
the side, and asked, “Why did you break 
up with me, Eric?”
	 I told her to stop, and to leave me 
alone. I told her she wasn’t real. But she 
just kept half smiling at me, and took a few 
more steps forward. I told her not to come 
any closer. She kept coming. I remember 
screaming. My throat still hurts from it. 
I remember lunging for the flower pots. 
I remember grabbing one and throwing 
it at her. I expected it to go through her. 
For it to dissipate her spirit so she would 

***
It’s too much. The spinning around in my 
head – Ruby – the curtains – the dirty 
laundry – the black casket – the crowded 
party. I feel like I’m going to be sick. She’s 
dead. She’s dead.
She’s Dead.
So I need to go see that for myself. Then 
my head will go back to normal instead of 
spinning. 
***
	 I went to the cemetery. I kneeled in 
the sparse new green grass in front of her 
granite headstone, surrounded by pots of 
flowers and wreaths, and read the words. 
Ruby Cross. I remembered when they 
told me she was dead. My mom showed 
up on campus and at first I was annoyed, 
because it was only my second week 
of school, and she was already having 
separation anxiety. Then she broke the 
news, and she cried and hugged me. I 
didn’t understand why she was crying, she 
never like Ruby. Women make no sense. I 
didn’t cry for her then. Or at the funeral. 
But kneeling in front of her grave it felt 
like it was actually the end. I cried one 
tear as I told her goodbye. The anguish of 
the past week rolled off of me, and my fear 
and frustration all accumulated into one 
droplet that fell off my nose and landed in 
the fresh grass. I wiped my face and stood 
up, brushing off the dirt. And there she 
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the Wendy’s security footage definitely 
helped. Who hides in a bathroom for two 
hours? Someone disturbed. My breaking 
up with her was the last nail in her coffin. 
Literally? Her father left when she was 
thirteen, and her mom’s boyfriend had 
beat her. I’m not sure why all of her crazy 
directed itself towards me, but I do feel 
sorry for her. I might recover. Someday. 
But there was no fixing Ruby. So when 
they told me I could go out of the house, 
I put back on the gray suit and black tie I 
had worn last time. 
	 I’ve been to her funeral twice now. 
And I lied earlier, when I said I didn’t 
miss her. The truth is, now I don’t think 
I’ll ever get over Ruby Cross.  

stop tormenting me. Instead I heard the 
crunch. 
	 The flowers were geraniums. White 
geraniums. I know because they were the 
ones my mom had bought. She said they 
lasted longer in the hot August sun here. 
And they looked sort of pretty with the 
red speckles on them. But the speckles 
became rivers, and the flowers stopped 
being white altogether. And I remember 
the whistle. No wait that was the yell of the 
lady with the fluffy dog. It hurt my ears. 
And the men who put me in the car let my 
mom bring me things like my notebook. I 
think that was a few hours ago, but they 
told me today is the 13th, but that can’t be 
right. It was only a few hours. I answered 
all of their questions, so I’m not sure why 
my mom hasn’t come to pick me up yet.

March 15, 2016
	 It’s been a few days since it 
happened. And they let me out, but I have 
to come in once a week for “evaluation”. 
And my mom won’t let me go back to 
school. I’m not sure I would be able to 
focus on classes anyways. I keep thinking 
of the faces of the police at the sight of the 
geraniums. But I got off easy. Self-defense 
and whatnot. I guess it’s pretty hard to kill 
someone who is already dead. The hardest 
part was getting them to understand that 
I hadn’t gone completely looney. But 
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	 You’re nearly finished and since 
you’re awake why not come over here?
	 I want to say no. I want to sleep. 
Staying under the sheet doesn’t keep the 
voice away, doesn’t muffle it. It will just 
keep going on and on until I finally lis-
ten to it. I’m so tired but the painting is 
nearly finished. When it’s finished it can 
be sold and then I won’t be able to hear it 
anymore. But what if someone notices the 
mistake? It’s only a small mistake. I doubt 
anyone will see it. Maybe.
	 The night before, I had a dream and 
tried to paint what I remembered. I stood 
on the porch of Gammy’s house and a sin-
gle wolf passed by making its way through 
the trees. Worrying that the beast want-
ed our chickens I grabbed a nearby stick 
and meant to scare the thing away. Then 
I noticed the apple in its mouth. The ap-
ple shone with picture perfect glossiness 
without a mark from the wolf’s teeth. At 
first I didn’t question the oddity because 
of dream logic. Only on waking did the 
apple seem unnatural. I pondered the 
meaning of it. Surely it meant something. 
The image wouldn’t leave me so I figured 
if I painted it then I would understand.

	 The sheets are scratchy. The over-
head fan swooshes repetitiously. Sounds 
from nocturnal city life drift through the 
window. I shift. I can’t sleep so I scrunch 
up the pillow and try to relax. One hand 
rolls the end of the sheet between my fin-
gers. The texture is rough and unyielding 
but the motion is soothing.
	 Even though the lights are out, I can 
still see into the other room. It’s an open 
space with a barely used kitchen on one 
side and the other side is my living room/
studio. I know I can’t see it from the bed 
and though that should be a relief it’s 
not. I can’t bear to look at it. Every time 
I’m near it all I can do is see it. It’s such a 
small thing. Barely noticeable yet glaring. 
A mistake. Only a small one though. Just 
one small mistake.
	 Then why do you keep thinking 
about it?
	 I squeeze my eyes shut and bring 
the sheet over my head. “Shut up.” I whis-
per.
	 Are you sure no one will notice?
	 “Yes. I’m sure. Stop talking about 
it.” I know there’s no one talking but I 
can’t help but hear it.

The Shadow of a Mistake 
Chelsea Jones
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need to create withered in the wake of a 
leaf angled in a way that marred the im-
age.
	 No. Did I say that aloud?
	 “Sorry for bothering you,” Maggie 
said as she set her bag and coat aside. “But 
I figured we could go out to dinner. I was 
thinking some place nice. You?” Silence. 
“Jason?”
	 I heard nothing but I saw every-
thing. Everything being that single leaf 
tilted down a few too many centimeters. 
Unfixable. Once sound caught up to me I 
turned and noticed Maggie standing be-
side me. Did she see it?
	 She made a hmm sound. “What’s 
this?”
	 I couldn’t breathe. She’d seen it. The 
painting I ruined. No I did. I should’ve 
been able to manage a distraction. Slowly 
I managed to get air into my lungs. Turn-
ing back to the painting I tried to explain.
	 “I…” How should I explain it? What 
would she think?
	 “I like it,” Maggie said. “Though it’s 
a bit darker than your usual, isn’t it.”
	 “It’s from a dream,” I replied. Did 
she not see it?
	 “Looks almost done. I know you 
don’t like walking away from work, but 
sometimes you forget to take a break. 
How about it?” She turned that hopeful 
look my way.

	 In the morning I started to sketch 
the image. Everything went fine with the 
sketch and the forest. The wolf held a 
menacing but curious glint in his eye. The 
apple glowed with an obscene luster. I felt 
the meaning coming as the image took 
shape. Just a bit more and then I would 
understand what I’d seen. I started to 
paint the image. The burst of understand-
ing and joy started to take hold of me. The 
need to see my dream rewarded me. It 
told me how to make the lines, which col-
ors to mix, the right way to make the light 
fall through the leaves. The image cap-
tured me and I felt that creativity burning 
within. I ceased to exist in that moment. 
Only my hands and the canvas lived. All 
I did was sit back and watch. I knew pure 
happiness.
	 The morning and noon passed over 
and eventually ticked towards dinner 
time. Time meant little to me at the mo-
ment so I didn’t notice. I don’t even know 
if I felt hungry. I was so close to finishing 
the image.
	 Then it happened, as I started shap-
ing the apple’s single leaf my girlfriend 
Maggie barged through the door of my 
apartment and the jarring sound caused 
my hand to flinch. I jerked the paint brush 
back and stumbled away from the paint-
ing. My jaw dropped and eyes widened. 
The brush fell carelessly. The feverish 
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about the same height and usually dressed 
in the same earthy colors. Her hazel eyes 
held so much love and compassion that I 
envied her. I envied her ability to love and 
I felt lucky to have it. 

After cleaning the paint off, I leaned 
forward and kissed the tip of her nose. 
She giggled and all the fear I felt over the 
painting faded.
	 “I’ll get my coat,” I went to the clos-
et and she followed. As we walked to the 
door I turned back to the painting. 

Are you really just going to walk 
away? I paused. Maggie already held the 
door open, did she not hear that? No, she 
didn’t. Frowning, I walked away and fol-
lowed her out the door.

I liked the new Italian restaurant. 
Maggie and I talked about the dream and 
we pondered the meaning. During the 
conversation I didn’t tell her about the 
voice or the leaf. I just wanted to forget. 
Besides once the painting sold I wouldn’t 
have to look at it again. Likely the buyer 
would have no idea that the leaf should’ve 
been higher up. They paid an exorbitant 
amount for my work and I, more than hap-
py about it, let them. As soon as I finished 
the work, I never needed to think about it 
again. I noticed my hand shook with the 
thought of returning to it but I brushed 
away the concern. Maggie told me about 
her latest composition. She really did play 

	 I turned back to the painting. If 
she could not see the wrongly placed leaf 
maybe no one else would notice? Maggie 
was an artist like me. She had talent with 
drawing, but her passion would always be 
music. So I knew that if she didn’t detect 
the flaw then probably no one else would. 
I felt like I could finally breathe. She did 
not see it. So then the flaw didn’t matter. 
	 “Dinner you said?” I asked retriev-
ing the fallen paint brush.
	 “Uh huh,” she said. “There’s this 
lovely place on St. James’s I want to try. 
It’s your favorite, Italian,” she said in a 
teasing voice that made me smile. Maggie 
always had good ideas. I set the brush on 
the easel. 

For a moment I reached to pull 
Maggie close but when she squeaked and 
backed away I realized my hands were 
splashed with paint. I smiled an apology 
and walked over to the kitchen area. Spe-
cial soap cleaned away the paint. As the 
colors ran down the steel basin, I thought 
back to the exaltation I felt earlier. I near-
ly understood the meaning of the wolf and 
his apple. Now it seemed I would never 
understand my dream.

Maggie stood beside me and helped 
me wipe off a bit of red from my jaw. She 
was so beautiful. Her dark brown hair 
curled around her shoulders messily and 
contrasted with her fair skin. We were 
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	 They’ll take one look and then they’ll 
know. You know this don’t you?
	 “Stop it,” I choked out. It chuckled. 
	 People will take one look at it and 
then walk away. Your buyers, your fans, 
maybe even Maggie.
	 Rage. “Shut it! You’re just a stupid 
painting and that’s just a stupid leaf!” A 
coffee mug smashed against the far wall.
	 Such a temper. Have you gotten 
mad at Maggie like that before?

I couldn’t. I walked away from that 
needling voice. How do you run from a 
bodiless voice though? Well I tried to. I 
distracted myself with getting ready for 
bed. Whether the voice said everything 
it wanted or was waiting for round two I 
don’t know, but I didn’t hear it for a while.
	 Later that night, I lay in bed worry-
ing the scratchy sheets and trying to sleep. 
I wanted to forget the damn thing. At the 
same time I also tried to figure out what to 
do. Either the painting went to someone 
else or I’d burn it. I hated the damn thing. 
Something had to be done. I shifted. The 
voice returned and didn’t let up its mock-
ing tone. I tried to block it out but the ir-
ritating sheets and insistent voice ruined 
my efforts.
	 Why do you keep thinking about it? 
You’re nearly finished and since you’re 
awake why not come over here?
	 It called me to finish the painting. 

the cello well.
	 Once home I kissed Maggie good 
night. She took a cab home and I watched 
her go. Pretty soon we would need to step 
it up and try to live together. The thought 
occupied me on my way up the elevator. 
The elevator creaked on its way up. Each 
time I rode it I felt like it might be my last 
time. Such morbid thoughts but it always 
amused me.
	 I unlocked my apartment and there 
inside, in the middle of the room, I saw 
the damn painting. I resented the thing 
now. Nevermind, I’ll finish it tomorrow.
	 Tomorrow is much too long.
	 I stopped. I heard it again. No, im-
possible. Besides I didn’t physically hear 
a voice. More like a thought? I shook my 
head. I must be going crazy. I thought I 
heard a voice when we went to dinner but 
I knew that was too weird. No way did I 
hear the painting talk. Maybe the voice 
came from my own thoughts. That seemed 
more rational than a talking painting.
	 I know you can hear me. I’m sur-
prised you walked away. You know you 
messed up the leaf right?

Gritting my teeth I turned to the 
painting. “I know.” Replying to a thought 
never sounded like a good idea. But it was 
right. I messed up.
	 No one will buy it now.

I shook my head and kept walking. 
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down from my eyes because the leaf still 
tilted down too much. The painting was 
perfectly wrong and I wanted to cry. I set 
aside the palette and turned away. I didn’t 
see any meaning to my dream. My flawed 
image and the voice laughed at me.
	 I moved to the couch and sat down 
curling up inside and out. My arms 
wrapped around me and I tried to hold 
myself together. Sobs came out. I hated it. 
I hated it. I eyed my carving knife. Wheth-
er I would use it to destroy the painting or 
myself I didn’t know. 
	 That’s an interesting thought.

I stood up and went to grab the knife. 
The phone rang. I startled and snapped 
towards the sound. My hand twitched. 
The phone rang again. I swallowed and 
went to pick it up. Maggie. With a deep 
breath I pressed the little green button 
and brought it to my ear.
	 “Jason! I have great news! I told a 
friend of mine about the wolf and she told 
her friend who’s an art collector. Get this, 
he collects fairy tale paintings. Isn’t that 
odd? And he wants to see yours! Is it fin-
ished?”
	 I nodded then realized she couldn’t 
see it. “Yea.” I eyeballed the painting and 
took a shuddering breath. “Tell him he 
can have it for fifty dollars.”
	 “Fifty dollars? That’s barely enough 
to cover your cost.”

The more it called the more my resistance 
weakened. With a massive growl I flung 
back the covers and strode over to the 
painting. I turned on a light and got to-
gether my tools. I poured the paint on my 
palette and mixed the colors exactly.
	 You used too much white. The color 
is off.

I growled and continued. The voice 
continued every second I stood there. The 
more time passed the more I felt a sharp 
sting in my eyes. I was angry but I also 
despaired. The burst of creativity lay va-
cant and I felt hollow. I couldn’t tell if my 
hand shook or held steady. I didn’t care. 
I couldn’t stop, the painting wouldn’t let 
me. Every time I slowed down or nearly 
stopped it would start berating me again. 
I felt trapped.
	 The night stretched on and I con-
tinued. The white canvas filled with col-
or. If my greens were darker than usual I 
didn’t notice. If the blue light that filtered 
through the trees became blacker I didn’t 
notice. What was once a wolf with an ap-
ple prowling through midday became a 
beast carrying an apple through the dark-
ness.
	 That’s more like it. I think a bit 
more red there and you’re done.

The sun started to peak through the 
shutters. I stepped back from my work. 
My hand ached with fatigue. A tear fell 
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and we smiled and laughed. I didn’t tell 
her about the voice or the mistake but I 
told her how important she was. By the 
end of the conversation I invited her to 
move in. Her smiling response chased 
away the rest of my darkness.
	
	

	

	 “Tell him to take it before I burn it,” 
I gripped the phone hard.
	 You’re such a cheap date, Jason.

I closed my eyes against the voice.
	 “Sure, I’ll tell him. We should cele-
brate. Should I come over?”
	 “No!” I hastily replied. I tried to 
calm down. “I’ll meet you outside. We’ll 
go to your favorite place in the park.”
	 “Oh! Are you sure?”
	 “Yea, maybe see about getting rid of 
this painting too.”
	 “If you’re sure. I’ll send him a mes-
sage. Shouldn’t take long,” Maggie’s 
cheerful voice always chased away the 
darkness. I think she knew how important 
she was to me. If not I would make sure 
she knew tonight. I smiled down at the 
phone as we hung up.
	 A few hours later the door sounded. 
The buyer. I could still hear the painting 
but the hope of a sell drowned it out a bit. 
The buyer seemed nice. I didn’t really no-
tice all that much. I didn’t care. He asked 
about my inspiration and I told him about 
the dream. I’m not sure if he saw the badly 
shaped leaf but once I named the price we 
made the exchange. He carried the paint-
ing out the door. The voice went with it.
	 After the buyer drove away I felt the 
air clear. The sun seemed brighter and the 
lethargy of the past few days came over 
me. I still went to the park with Maggie 
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powder on his cheeks before a perfor-
mance, Cain had assumed his usual posi-
tion of safety and comfort – essential in 
the dressing room Alec detested. 

The room was run down like rest of 
the club and was definitely not the place 
for a child to be playing and sleeping in 
for hours at a time. The mirror was foggy 
with grime and speckled with black cracks 
and chips. The vanity was splintering and 
stained and didn’t match the rest of the 
furniture. Alec tried his best to make it 
look as welcoming as possible, but there 
was only so much that could be done. It 
was doomed to be dark and damp and 
dirty until the whole building was one 
day demolished. And, Alec constantly 
thought, the building deserved nothing 
less than demolition. He couldn’t stand 
the place. 

“Want some?” Alec asked, swiping 
Cain’s button nose with the powder brush.

Cain squirmed away, wrinkling his 
nose and wiping off the makeup.

“When you grow up and perform on 
stage like me, you’ll have to wear make-
up,” Alec said, setting the brush aside on 
the vanity.

Cain and Alec 
Carly Evans

New York City. 1930.
	 Alec was a singer for an audience 
that didn’t quite appreciate him. The 
crowd was only interested in the cheap 
drinks and measly suppers at the club. 
They were unaware of the time Alec put 
into his work and the sacrifices he took for 
his second full-time job -- raising his four-
year-old brother, Cain. Alec had a feeling 
that the audience still wouldn’t care if 
they had known that at only 19-years-old, 
Alec was basically a single parent and still 
managed to practice his music for hours. 
Alec didn’t let it bother him, though. His 
plan was to only work there until a bet-
ter deal came along. He was happy to do 
anything to support his brother, but there 
was always a taste of bitterness when he 
saw the glamorous performers in other 
clubs. For Cain’s sake, he just couldn’t af-
ford to be picky about a paying job. 

Cain was the most precious boy in 
the world, and Alec couldn’t imagine lov-
ing anyone else more. His dark curls and 
large hazel eyes made him the cutest child 
in the world. He was always nestled in 
Alec’s lap with his trusty stuffed elephant 
nearby. Even when Alec was brushing 
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and squeaky floorboards or was the con-
stant subject of prayers so it wouldn’t col-
lapse under anyone. He wanted to look 
flashy and drink champagne at the parties 
in Upper Manhattan. He wanted to per-
form for celebrities and get his name in 
real newspapers.

Some nights, when Cain was asleep 
next to him in their shared bed at home, 
Alec could replay the same fantasy in his 
head over and over. Moonlight and street-
lights would stream across the room from 
the window. Commotion from outside 
would cut through the walls, but none 
of it ever disturbed Cain’s sleeping or 
Alec’s imagination. Someday, someone 
in the audience would be waiting to of-
fer him a contract. He would get a man-
ager and nice clothes to perform in. After 
he paid bills and bought groceries, there 
would still be plenty of money left over. 
Cain would have a babysitter or maybe 
even a nanny. Alec wouldn’t have to act 
in loco parentis all the time anymore. He 
would have a big house and go to parties 
where blonde women adorned with gold 
and silver would hang on his arms.  In his 
dreams on those nights, he would be a big 
name among New York’s elite. Just like 
his mother said he would be. 

In the morning, he would wake up 
to cold, nauseating reality where his pay 
was nothing more than a handful of dol-

“No!” Cain said.
“‘No’, you don’t want to perform? Or 
‘no’, you don’t want to wear make-
up?”
“Only girls wear makeup.” 
“Are you calling me a girl then?”
A knock at the door didn’t allow 

Cain to answer (although, Alec supposed 
he never would have).

“Come in,” Alec called.
A funny looking crew member 

popped his head in, big ears and buck 
teeth included. He was just as young as 
Alec and still suffered from the awkward 
final stages of puberty.

“20 minutes until curtain,” he said.
“Thank you,” Alec said, smiling po-

litely.  
When the crew member left, Alec 

felt compelled to look at himself in the 
mirror. He examined his own unfortunate 
features of youth; his bare chin, big eyes, 
the occasional blemish covered under 
powders and paints. At the safe distance 
between the stage and the audience, he 
looked young and handsome (according 
to the bartenders and the few critics who 
struggled in their careers as much as Alec 
and could only write about the headliner 
at a lowly club). Which, he supposed was 
fine. It was fine for a kid. But Alec wanted 
to look like he belonged on a bigger stage 
– one that wasn’t home to cockroaches 
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chilly room.
        	 “Goodnight, Kitten,” he whispered.
        	 “G’night, Alec.”
        	 Alec always wished someone had 
taught him how to put a child to bed – 
even if their version of bed didn’t even de-
serve to be called such. Cain would start 
on the beaten down settee backstage, and 
then Alec would carry him home once the 
club closed. He was just the right size to 
be carried across town at two in the morn-
ing. He wasn’t too heavy, and he fit snug 
in Alec’s arms (whatever the average size 
of a 4-year-old was -- Cain surely wasn’t 
it).
        	 Alec returned to the vanity, check-
ing his dented and dull pocket watch. It 
would only be a matter of seconds before 
a crew member would be back to tell him 
there was only 10 minutes until curtain. 
Alec didn’t want to risk Cain being woken 
from his dozing. So, like every other night, 
he slipped out the door, nearly bumping 
into the same buck-toothed boy as before. 
He pressed his fingers to his lips.
        	 “Your brother sleeping?” There was 
thinly-masked annoyance in the ques-
tion (common in the tone of everyone 
who thought bringing a 4-year-old to ev-
ery performance was unprofessional and 
feared the possibility of being forced to 
babysit).

Alec nodded and walked past, bare-

lars at the end of grueling hours. It all 
disappeared too soon. The money that 
wasn’t spent on necessities was set aside 
for a new apartment. Alec was close to 
having enough for the down payment. It 
would be cramped, but big, fancy houses 
were reserved for the millionaires of the 
city that were untouched by what made 
hundreds of people homeless and starv-
ing. Alec could settle for something small 
in a nicer neighborhood. At least for the 
time being. Just until he moved up in the 
entertainment world.

Cain slumped into Alec’s chest, 
bringing his attention back to his first pri-
ority.

“Bedtime, kitten,” he announced.
Cain didn’t put up much of a fight. 

His half-hearted plea to stay up was quick-
ly denied and was never followed up with 
further begging. He succumbed to being 
carried to the settee and tucked in on the 
gray cushions that showed years of use; 
sagging with splotches of discoloration.

“Comfortable?” Alec asked.
        	 He grabbed the stuffed elephant 
from the vanity and handed it to Cain.
        	 “Yes,” Cain said, clutching it close to 
his chest.
        	 In a mockery of a bedtime routine, 
Alec pulled a throw blanket over Cain. He 
kissed his brother on the nose, and made 
sure no chubby limb was exposed to the 
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Alec missed the days in his old 
home, but he had to make do in the apart-
ment. It was all he could afford since their 
family’s money was lost with the rest of 
the country’s only months before they lost 
their last parent. 

Alec tried not to think about it too 
much. Most days, he just thought about 
what he was lucky to have. Which was 
Cain. But Cain was enough for him. Cain 
smiled when things were bad, and Alec 
wanted to keep that smile on his face.  

Alec watched him play with a toy 
train in front of the fireplace with his ele-
phant in the role of the conductor. He was 
oblivious to everything. Sure, he knew 
that his parents were dead, and that oc-
casionally caused crying fits when he was 
reminded that he would never get to know 
them as all the other kids his age did. But 
for the most part, he had nothing to com-
pare their current situation with. He had 
no memories of their mother’s smile or 
their father’s laughter. Alec envied him. 
He could go through life, not knowing 
a life that was so much better had been 
painfully ripped away. 

The phone ringing pulled Alec out 
of his reverie. He kept an eye on Cain as 
he picked it up.

“Hello?”
“Hello, is this Alec Bennet?” a thick 

New York accent asked.

ly missing an eye-roll and scowl. He did 
what he always did and ignored it.

Such was life.

 
The single bedroom apartment had 

been home to the two boys for less than 
a year. Alec despised the whole building, 
as he did with most things in his life. It 
was filthy and loud and full of shady char-
acters. He didn’t feel right raising Cain 
there. But Cain, as far as Alec was aware, 
didn’t seem to care. Their old house was 
always warm and clean, full of friends 
and family – and later sold by the same 
friends who were trying to scrape together 
as much money as they could for the boys 
while avoiding taking them in. All that 
was left was Cain’s toys, their candlestick 
telephone, a few pieces of their mother’s 
jewelry, and pictures. Everything else was 
long gone to pawnbrokers. Cain was too 
young to clearly remember any of that.

He, of course, had no sentiment to-
wards that house. He never knew their 
mother (who died as soon as he was born 
like it was some sort of sick trade). He 
probably barely remembered their fa-
ther who drank himself to death three 
and a half years later; too overwhelmed 
by the loss of his wife and unable to see 
his youngest child as nothing more than a 
painful reminder.
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may keep you after the season. I guess a 
better term would be ‘potentially tempo-
rary’. I’ll mull that over. Anyways, they 
usually keep three people out of their an-
nual ten from what I’ve seen. Between you 
and me, though, it’s always a rough fight 
between you ten. Don’t make friends with 
anyone that comes in with you. It ain’t 
worth the hurt feelings.”

Alec beamed. He remembered walk-
ing into McKinley’s for the first time for 
an audition when his father died. There 
was a breath-taking, crystal chandelier 
in the lobby hanging from a high ceiling 
and nice red carpets on the floors. There 
weren’t too many people but enough to 
cause a low roar. The dining room was 
covered in white and gold, filled with spar-
kling dresses and well-tailored suits. The 
managers cancelled all auditions half-way 
through the day when they found all the 
people they wanted. Alec never saw any-
one that day, but apparently they kept 
him in mind.

“They said your singing is like a cra-
dle song,” Harlow said. “Folks like that 
stuff this time of year since Christmas 
will be right around the corner. It sets the 
mood and all that jazz. If you come in this 
week, I can give you a schedule and mu-
sic.”

“They already have music for me?”
“It’s not anything special, kid. Just 

“Yes. May I ask who’s calling?”
“My name is Franklin Harlow. 

I’m calling on behalf of the managers of 
McKinley’s Club. They saw you had in-
quired about a position here some time 
ago. They sent out a scout to watch you 
the other week, and they really liked what 
they heard about you.” 

Alec’s heart thumped in his chest 
and leapt up into his throat. His head 
spun, and his stomach churned. He sat on 
the floor, pulling the phone with him. He 
said a little prayer for the conversation to 
end the way he hoped. 

“They’ve looked at dozens of other 
people this past month,” Harlow contin-
ued. “They’ve narrowed it down to ten to 
come in during the winter season when 
we get busy. If you’re still interested, they 
can offer you a position here.”

“Yes! I’m still interested!” Alec said. 
His hands shook, and he leaned his head 
against the wall.

“Great! Just to make it clear, the po-
sition is only temporarily temporary.”

Alec ran a hand through his hair. 
“What does ‘temporarily temporary’ 
mean?” 

“It’s a little term I’ve made up,” Har-
low said, getting a little giddy. “It means 
that it’s temporary, but it may not stay 
temporary. You know what I mean? They 
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Alec left the phone lying on the floor 
and ran to Cain. He scooped him up 
and spun him

around.
“I got the job, kitten! I actually got a 

job at a nice club, can you believe it?”
Cain looked alarmed until the spin-

ning stopped. Alec knew that he wouldn’t 
fully understand what he was talking 
about, but he rambled anyways. 

“I’m going to be a real singer, and 
we’re going to have money. Imagine if 
this is permanent, Cain. You won’t have 
to go to work with me every night. You 
can sleep in a bed instead of at a club. We 
won’t have to live here anymore.”

He was determined to be one of 
the three people. He would practice day 
and night. He would be with Harlow ev-
ery chance he got, even if the man talked 
his ear off. He would do anything it took. 
Even if he didn’t get to stay at the club, 
he would still be getting enough money to 
put towards that new apartment – a place 
he could proudly call home. Doors would 
open to other elite clubs with his new ex-
perience, and he could find connections to 
all sorts of people. Alec’s head spun with 
all possibilities. 

“Can we get a dog now?” Cain asked, 
face lighting up. “You said we could get a 
dog if we had money.”

a few sheets they give most newbies. It’s 
been altered for you, though. They gave 
me your range, so I upped it an octave.”

“Oh… are you the composer, Mr. 
Harlow?”

“I wish. Sadly, I’m just the compos-
er’s monkey. I run errands and take care 
of newbies such as yourself. I get to fix up 
scores occasionally. But, I can run through 
the music with you if you’d like. It’ll help 
you prepare for your first rehearsal, so I 
suggest you take me up on this offer. You 
wouldn’t imagine the amount of people 
who think they’re too good to do a per-
sonal rehearsal with the composer’s ap-
prentice. Those twits don’t stay here long. 
They really blow their chances with their 
egos and their noses up in the air. So, take 
any opportunity you can to have one-on-
one work with anyone here. Besides, it’s 
my job to help you kids out. If you don’t 
come to me, I’ll be bored outta my skull.”

Alec wondered if Harlow was always 
so talkative. He didn’t mind too much. 
Harlow sounded friendly and helpful. It 
was better than the impersonal staff he 
was used to.

“Yes,” Alec said. “That all sounds 
wonderful. I can be there first thing to-
morrow afternoon.”

“Great! I’ll see you then, Mr. Ben-
net.”

“Thank you so much!”
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Alec laughed. He vaguely remem-
bered that conversation and the empty 
promise. He found Cain’s priorities to be 
amusing. 

“We’ll talk about it,” he said.
Cain cheered. Alec set him down so 

he could jump and down in celebration. 
Maybe they weren’t on the way to fulfilling 
Alec’s biggest dreams. Maybe he wasn’t 
going to be famous or rich from a gig at 
McKinley’s. It didn’t matter. Nothing was 
perfect, but everything seemed like it was 
going to be alright. 
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sions. God sent them. So when she heard 
the footsteps breaking twigs coming clos-
er and closer to her, she assumed that 
someone had a question to ask her.
	 “What does God say today?”

Annabella dropped her gaze from 
the Moon to the person before her. It was 
Vera, a girl Annabella’s age – about thir-
teen years old – with a sour face and or-
angey hair pulled back in a restrictive po-
nytail.
	 “I have had no visions today,” An-
nabella said softly. All the muscles in 
her nuisance of a body should have been 
tense, but her essence could not properly 
tell the body that she was uncomfortable. 
She was calm.
	 “Surprise, surprise,” Vera mocked. 
Her voice sounded nasally. 
	 “Vera? What are you doing?” a voice 
called from outside the woods. Annabella 
could see Baron coming closer from her 
position on the enormous rock. She began 
to relax a little. Baron was not so disagree-
able. 
	 “I’m just seeing what our Holy 
Prophetess is doing,” Vera sneered with 
thick sarcasm as Baron approached her 

	 The Moon was full and bright. It al-
ways was on the Dark Side of Earth.
	 Annabella gazed at it from the large 
rock she sat atop in the woods, and the 
light it reflected illuminated her blond 
hair and pale skin, making her easy to spot 
alongside her black cat and snowy owl. 
She frequently sat there with these friends 
to get away from humanity’s oddities and 
concentrate on the Creator (who she sus-
pected was predominately male and con-
sequently referred to Him as God), and 
the Moon that the Creator provided her 
Side with. Annabella had never known a 
world of light – Earth stopped spinning a 
couple generations ago, and she had nev-
er visited the other Side. Even the Moon 
froze in its place right above their heads.
	 For the most part, Annabella was 
free from human distraction when she 
went to the woods, but she did not sit too 
deep within the trees. She always stayed 
relatively close to the edge closest to the 
town. Once in a great while a passerby on 
the outskirts would notice her and say hel-
lo or ask for some sort of advice. Annabel-
la was frequently asked for advice; many 
on the Night Side knew she received vi-
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	 “God knows. That is enough.”
	 He shifted his weight awkwardly, 
and Annabella could tell that he didn’t 
know what to say to her. She could tell he 
wanted to leave. After all, he hadn’t actu-
ally come to visit her; he just wanted to 
see what Vera was up to. He probably had 
things to do. While Baron meant well, he 
didn’t understand her. Most people their 
age didn’t. The only reason the older ones 
were better with her was that they had the 
most knowledge of the older religions. 
Annabella’s generation had only lived in 
a world of science despite it being a time 
where science was constantly defied and 
made less and less sense.
	 “Go on home so I can concentrate,” 
she encouraged, keeping her voice high 
and light so he knew that she understood 
his discomfort and was not offended. Re-
gardless, his face reddened, but he obeyed 
nervously. So transparent, she thought. 
	 She wasn’t just putting up a façade 
of comfort and acceptance for him – not 
entirely. It was true that she was not of-
fended, but she wasn’t necessarily content 
with the way things were with her peers 
either. She saw the way other groups of 
people her age could connect and enjoy 
each other’s company, and sometimes she 
yearned for such approval. However, her 
peers were concerned with frivolous mat-
ters: Gossip, appearances, and increas-

left side. They looked nothing alike – while 
Vera’s thin face was defined by a pointy 
nose and a pointy chin to match, Baron’s 
was round – but they were cousins, and 
almost the same height.
	 “Just go home, Vera,” he said.
	 She raised an eyebrow and looked 
back and forth from Baron to Annabel-
la curiously as though trying to under-
stand this alliance and whether or not it 
was even real, but his expression was ear-
nest. “I don’t know why you bother,” she 
muttered to Baron before turning on her 
heel and exiting the forest. Her ponytail 
swayed from side to side as she walked.
	 “Sorry,” Baron told Annabella. She 
couldn’t help but be surprised by how 
much his voice kept changing; he nearly 
sounded full-grown now. “She’s not very 
good at disagreeing with someone with-
out being rude. I hope she doesn’t bother 
you too much.”
	 “Her aura makes me uncomfort-
able. Very abrasive, like a porcupine. I feel 
it if she gets too close.”
	 Baron scrunched his eyebrows and 
nodded slowly as though he was trying to 
process gibberish. He usually did as much 
when she spoke to him; she could tell he 
didn’t like metaphors. “Mmhm…Well, 
just let someone know if she does or says 
anything that bothers or distracts you, 
okay?”
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onto, a belief that they weren’t neglected 
on the Side that was consistently dark and 
cold. 
	 Her snowy owl flew from tree branch 
to tree branch as she and the cat made 
their way out of the forest. She wrapped 
her grey jacket around her tighter because 
she knew she should be cold even though 
she couldn’t quite feel it anymore. Deep 
inside, her soul seemed to recoil from the 
inner flesh, so she still had an ability to 
control her movements but felt numb to 
what the body felt, like it served as a bar-
rier between her and the world around 
her. She wanted to get out, but she didn’t 
know how, and even though she had come 
to resent her restrictive body she knew 
she must take care of it.
	 The clumps of trees became thinner 
and thinner as she worked her way out of 
the woods. “Go on ahead, Custos,” she told 
the owl once they left the trees and walked 
the stretch of grass behind the buildings 
of the town, and he flew off knowing that 
she meant for him to find a building to sit 
on to watch her when she addressed the 
people. “I’ll hold you, Comes,” she told 
the cat and picked her up. She licked An-
nabella’s face.
	 Tall electric lanterns illuminated 
the town and cast shadows across brick 
houses, apartments, and shops that men 
built long before Earth stopped turning. 

ingly, the uncertain future of the planet. 
Annabella never had such concerns. She 
surpassed them when she was seven, 
when she first began receiving visions 
from the Creator in dreams. It wasn’t an 
experience most could relate to.
	 The black cat, Comes, nudged its 
face between the inside of Annabella’s 
arm and side, and she scratched its soft 
head.
	 “You understand though, don’t 
you?”
	 The cat just kept purring like it 
didn’t matter and her owl flew to a tree 
branch that was closer to her. Annabella 
smiled at it.
	 “I wonder if being able to fly would 
make me feel freer,” she mused. “I’ve 
come to hate this body. It feels more and 
more like a cage…It makes me sad that 
some people keep their owls in cages. You 
wouldn’t like that, would you?”
	 She held out her arm and the owl 
flew to it. Once he gripped the sleeve of 
her coat, she rose. “It’s time to go.”
	 Once every couple of weeks, An-
nabella would speak to the people of her 
town. She would tell them of her recent 
visions and realizations about the Creator 
and their place in a divided world, and 
they were fascinated. But curiosity was 
only a minor motivation to listen to her: 
She provided them with an idea to hold 
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full.”
	 Roscoe was handsome; Annabella 
knew that. His pale skin contrasted with 
his black hair the same way the Moon and 
stars contrasted the darkness of space 
around them. He stood eight inches taller 
than her, and he was two years her senior 
even though he looked – and sounded – 
older than that.
	 “What can I do to help?” he asked.
	 She shrugged. “Get me out of this 
body.”
	 He chuckled and squeezed her arm. 
Annabella felt sorry that she could barely 
feel the warm gesture.
	 “I don’t know how to do that,” he 
said. “It’s a shame you don’t feel connect-
ed to the one you were given. It’s beauti-
ful.”
	 Now would be an appropriate time 
to blush, she thought. But she couldn’t.
	 “Hey,” he said, stopping and mo-
tioning so she’d pause and face him. She 
put Comes down on the ground next to 
her, letting him know she wouldn’t be 
distracted. She felt the air between them 
change, as though each particle sensed 
the moment’s tension. He hesitated for a 
moment before he spoke. “Does it bother 
you when I say things like that?”
	 “No, of course not.”
	 He thought for a moment and fidget-
ed, but Annabella broke his silence. “Did I 

Annabella’s dainty figure cast an addi-
tional thin shadow in front of her as she 
skirted down the sidewalk with her cat, 
whose eyes reflected the light and glowed 
a bright, wild shade of green. A few pe-
destrians smiled and dipped their heads 
in respect as they passed Annabella, and 
she faintly smiled back. Even though she 
struggled to feel the sensations of her 
body, her spirit could feel the warmth her 
people emanated. She could feel their in-
visible auras. They comforted her.
	 “Annabella! Up here!”
	 She stopped in her tracks and 
looked up. Roscoe’s head peeped out of a 
restaurant’s third story window, grinning 
as though seeing her was the best part of 
his day. “I’m coming down. I’ll walk with 
you.”
	 Even though she felt she shouldn’t, 
Annabella couldn’t help but smile and 
wait. She enjoyed Roscoe’s company more 
than that of most humans, and this was so 
primarily because he seemed to take her 
seriously. He respected her, and whenev-
er he didn’t understand her, he tried.
	 Within a handful of seconds, he 
came out from the restaurant and greet-
ed her and her cat on the sidewalk. They 
immediately began to walk together. Less 
than half a foot of air was between them. 
“How are you today?” he asked.
	 Annabella shrugged. “Empty. But 
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stars.
	 “You weren’t made for this world,” 
he said softly and sadly. He lowered his 
gaze to her and gently touched her cheek. 
“That’s what it is. You weren’t made to 
connect with people – you were made to 
connect with God.”
	 He looked like he wanted to kiss 
her, but Comes rubbed against Roscoe’s 
leg and he took her in his arms instead. 
“I’ll hold on to Comes while you speak.”
	 She told him that was fine and they 
continued their walk in silence, but Anna-
bella was anything but quiet inside. She 
didn’t know if she should be disappointed 
in Roscoe, herself, or the God who brand-
ed her as something slightly inhuman. 

More and more people surrounded 
her and Roscoe as they creeped closer to 
the center of town, and by the time they 
reached their destination the crowd was 
so thick that they wouldn’t have been able 
to get through if Annabella hadn’t been 
so famous. People parted to form a path 
for her so she could get to the large con-
crete water fountain at the center of the 
open space, a roundabout. No water had 
poured from the fountain since before 
Earth stopped spinning. Now, it was often 
too cold to bother with it, reducing it to 
a mere relic of the past. Annabella stood 
atop its ledge to address the people so they 
could see her better, for she only stood at 

do something to upset you?”
	 “No, you’re perfect. It’s just…You 
might not be unhappy when I talk about 
you like that, but you don’t ever seem 
happy either. Not like other girls would 
be. But I know you’re not like other girls.”
	 Annabella sighed. She knew this 
conversation would have to happen soon, 
and she dreaded it because she knew it 
would disappoint him. He was right – she 
wasn’t like other girls. And that affected 
everything.
	 “Roscoe, I believe you are a very 
genuine human being,” she told him care-
fully. “I see the look in your eyes when you 
speak with me, when you see my spirit. I 
also see the look in your eyes when you 
see my hair in the breeze, my body when I 
walk across the street. You care for me in 
a spiritual, unspoken way, but also in the 
animalistic human way. You feel desire; I 
can’t. Aesthetic means something to you, 
but it doesn’t for me.”
	 He articulated for a moment, and 
Annabella was right, he looked disap-
pointed – but not altogether surprised. 
“Can’t or won’t?”
	 “I can’t, Roscoe. My body fails me 
more and more every day.”
	 A few bats flew overhead and the 
two looked up. When Annabella looked 
back to Roscoe, he was still looking up-
ward, but not at the bats. He looked at the 
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ents, and Annabella wished he could act 
as their protector from such people.

“I will tell you of my most recent vi-
sions,” she told the crowd.

“Were you able to see the Creator 
this time?” an eager woman asked.
	 “No. Unfortunately, I still do not 
know what He looks like, but I am still 
confident that the Creator emanates a 
masculine energy.”
	 “We believe you,” a few murmured 
to show their support.

“And I always believe you,” she re-
plied. “Two nights ago I received a vision 
about the future of the Dark Side of Earth.” 

Everyone’s eyes widened in both 
fear and excitement. “Has she seen our 
end?” a few whispered. 

“How far into the future did this vi-
sion take place?” one person asked.

“Not far. I don’t think this vision 
signified the end of anything, but perhaps 
a beginning. The coming generations will 
evolve, you see. We will figure out how to 
survive this world. Night vision will be 
even better than it is now. Everyone’s eyes 
will reflect light, like the raccoons and 
cats, but natural selection will eliminate 
some -”

A flicker of light from above stole 
her attention. Annabella stopped speak-
ing for a moment to glance skyward and 
scan the starry dome above them, but all 

about five feet tall. 
Roscoe came to a halt at the front 

of the crowd as Annabella climbed up 
the side of the fountain and walked to 
the middle part of the ledge. The crowd, 
which was so chatty when Annabella first 
arrived, dared not say a word now – not 
out of fear, but out of reverence.

“Hello,” Annabella greeted them.
“Hello, Annabella,” they all said, but 

not in unison. Every age group was rep-
resented in the voluntary congregation 
even though it tended to be dominated by 
adults and the elderly. Annabella’s par-
ents, a modest couple, hung in the back 
to watch the prophetess daughter they’d 
been so blessed with. Annabella inherited 
her mother’s face and her high cheekbones 
that made her look powerful despite a tiny 
frame, but she had her father’s blond hair 
and blue eyes. Roscoe wasn’t just blinded 
with infatuation – Annabella was in fact 
very pretty. Her body was born from an 
aesthetically pleasing gene pool. 

Annabella noticed that Vera’s par-
ents stood at the opposite side of the crowd, 
and she could tell they were searching for 
her parents, probably to scold them for 
not taking care that their daughter would 
not become an infamous phony – they’d 
done so before. Annabella’s spirit sank a 
little. Her snowy owl, Custos, sat at the 
ledge of a building directly above her par-
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	 Annabella jerked her head down-
ward in fury to look at her. Vera stood in 
the front right next to Roscoe, and when 
Annabella made eye contact with her, 
Vera flinched and began to back away in 
horror. Annabella’s eyes were ablaze in 
icy blue light, a fierce and powerful sight, 
but Roscoe only smiled.

Annabella quickly looked back to 
the sky, as though her eyes and the Moon 
were opposing magnets. Every bat and 
owl flew about in a frenzy but none en-
tered the Moon’s blue spotlight, which felt 
like a tether connecting Annabella’s being 
to the blackness of space above.

She felt the weight of her body all 
around her, as though it was about to col-
lapse in on her. 
	 Take me away from here, she 
thought. Get me out of this body.
	 She tried to make a motion of des-
peration to get the Creator’s attention, but 
her arms would not cooperate. They were 
so heavy. She’d lost control.
	 I don’t belong here. I want to come 
home.

Her soul abruptly darted upwards 
through her eyes. Her cage, the body, col-
lapsed and dissipated below her as she 
flew. It was almost like she was pulled 
out, but the process was not harsh. She 
felt more like she was floating or flying, 
as if Earth’s gravity no longer had any in-

was as it should be. All the light that she 
could see was the Moon and the vast sea 
of stars.
	 “I’m sorry,” she said to the crowd, 
shaking her head almost in ridicule of 
herself. “I got distracted. I might have just 
seen a shooting star, but I caught it too 
late.”
	 “Is it a message from the Creator, 
Annabella?” a man in the middle of the 
crowd asked.
	 Before she could answer, she saw 
the flicker again, and when she looked 
up, she gasped: The Moon, which she had 
loved so dearly and memorized every de-
tail of, had changed. The blessed satellite 
was no longer ivory with grey craters; it 
was light blue with darker craters, and its 
light shone down like a spotlight. Anna-
bella was at the center.
	 Those in the crowd chattered in 
speculation. She was aware that their vo-
cal chords were vibrating, but she did not 
know what they were saying. Her ears 
rang and her eyes could not pull away. 
Time seemed to slow as she stared at the 
Moon and reached an intense calm, an in-
tense level of concentration she had never 
reached before. She almost forgot where 
she was and why she was there until one 
voice sliced through the moment. Vera.
	 “I can’t believe you people buy into 
this show.”
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flexible than the heavy, rigid body she had 
been confined to for so long. She could fit 
into the blue-lit tunnel comfortably.
	 Soon, she flew out of the other side of 
the tunnel and her spirit was still stretched 
thin, like a string. The world around her 
consisted of a colorful, glowing fabric. 
There was no ground, no dome-like atmo-
sphere above. Her strand of energy joined 
the other strands in the cloth, who gladly 
made room for her. They would never run 
out of room. The space they could take up 
was infinite, more could always be made 
when needed.
	 When she leaned back into the other 
strands of souls she looked up and gasped 
in awe.
	 She saw Him.
	 Him? Her? It? 

The Largest Orb. The Original Mem-
brane.
	 He looked very familiar. 
	 “Hello, Annabella.” The warm voice 
slid into her being like they shared a mind, 
like they were internally connected, or at 
least wired to understand the frequencies.
	 “Thank you for bringing me here,” 
she said. The string of her soul trembled 
when she communicated, like vocal folds 
when singing.
	 “It seems a human body was not the 
best fit for you after all. Even that level of 
consciousness wasn’t quite enough.”

fluence over her and her spirit answered 
to something else, something light-years 
away.
	 She ascended past the rooftops 
and through the nearly invisible puffs of 
clouds. The farther away she moved from 
the ground, the lighter she felt. She moved 
through the atmosphere within seconds 
and soared over the Moon, and alas, she 
knew no more of Earth. There was no time 
to look back.

The blackness of space was tinged 
with the same shade of pale blue she’d 
seen when first summoned, as if God laid 
out a path especially for her. Stars looked 
like white lines streaming along her pe-
ripheral vision as she passed them, and 
their lights grew brighter and brighter as 
she passed more clumps and moved deep-
er into the galaxy. The closer she got to 
the center, the brighter the space around 
her became. 
	 Minutes passed as she flew. At last 
she saw a break in the stars and nebulae 
that appeared to be emptiness but her 
orb-like figure kept zooming toward it. 
The singularity she would have to pass 
through at its center was miniscule; it took 
several seconds before she even noticed it. 
It looked like a tiny tunnel. She stretched 
herself as thinly as she possibly could in 
order to pass through it, but the process 
was not painful. Her essence was far more 
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	 “I am sorry if I disappointed You.”
	 “No. You did very well with the sit-
uation you were placed in. You exceeded 
expectations. And I can assure you that 
you will see the other spirits you cher-
ished on Earth in time, but they still have 
some development to undergo before they 
can join us here. Witnessing your Ascen-
sion will help them progress – in fact, it’s 
already helping them.”
	 “More believe in You?”

“Yes, and also in you. It has become 
quite clear that you do not belong with my 
dear animals. You belong in this realm, 
and I know you will be very happy here.”
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wanted to call you because I wanted to get 
something off my chest. Look, I just want-
ed to say that before I met you and Gabby 
in choristers and before I started hanging 
out with you guys at lunch, I was actually 
really lonely and depressed. I don’t think 
I’ve had such understanding, and caring 
friends before you guys, and you’re also 
two of the few people who think I’m ac-
tually funny; ha ha.” The voice that I had 
when speaking this message was some-
thing that I could only describe as mon-
tone yet powerful, and by the time I was 
wrapping it up, I had a lump in my throat, 
ready to cry. “Look, the point I’m trying 
to make here is that you and Gabby have 
made a huge impact on me in the couple 
of months that we have known each oth-
er, and I just wanted to say that I love you 
guys, and you really make me happy,” and 
with the last bit of strength that I had to 
hold in my happy tears, I said “Call me 
back when you get this, if you want.”

I hung up the phone, and quiet-
ly shed a few of my happy tears before I 
made my next call. A call sent to, in both 
Parker and I’s opinion, the most beautiful 
girl on the planet; and while I mean to say 

Friends: Life’s Most Precious Gifts 
Tanner Gitcheff

	 I dialed his number, which he had 
written down for me, where I had pinned 
it on the kitchen board. I felt as though I 
should just say it to him, both of them, to-
night just so I could get it off my chest. I 
had wanted to say this sooner, but I de-
cided to wait a week after the Choir Hol-
iday Concert to tell them. I had met both 
of them in Show Choir, but I didn’t start 
to actually get to know these two beautiful 
people until I starting sitting with them at 
lunch, ever since then, they’ve been like 
my best friends and I loved them, and to-
night, I was going to let my platonic feel-
ings for them be known. 

My thumb left the dials on the 
phone after I pressed the dial labeled 
“Call” and then I pressed the phone to my 
ear, hearing nothing but several rows of 
the low monotone chirping coming from 
the other end, until I finally heard a voice, 
his voice. “Hey, um, not here right now. 
But please leave me a message, and I’ll get 
back to you, because I’m sure your call was 
very important,” my goodness, he was too 
nice! After hearing the high pitched beep-
ing noise, I went off on my non-script-
ed monologue. “Hey, Parker, um, I just 
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shame. When I saw that Parker was the 
one who was calling, I became emotional, 
but I picked up the phone anyway. 

“Hello, this is Parker,” I exhaled be-
fore replying with “hey, man.” “Hey Tan-
ner, I heard what you said on the mes-
sage, and I just wanted to say-” He was 
somewhat cut off by my sudden, quiet 
sob, before continuing. “You’ve made a 
difference in both of our lives, too, you 
make both me and Gabby real happy, I 
honestly should be the one thanking you. 
I love you, Tanner,” my sweet, male friend 
said. I immediately I felt like I was about 
to start sobbing uncontrollably, but not 
out of sadness or loneliness, as I had be-
fore I met them, but out of pure joy. “Oh, 
my God, dude, I’m sorry but I feel like I’m 
gonna cry,” “No, man, it’s okay, I think I 
am too,” Parker replied, in a comforting 
yet bittersweet voice. “I am actually really 
happy right now, you have no idea,” I ad-
mitted, and I was “I know, me too,” Park-
er said with a smile in his voice. “I wanted 
to tell you after the Holiday Concert, but 
I didn’t get the chance, I’m sorry.” Park-
er chuckled a little before replying “That’s 
okay, buddy, your message totally made 
my day.” We talked a little while longer 
before deciding to hang up with a “see ya” 
and an “I love you man.” 

Now, on to the other friend who I 
had confessed my platonic love for, I still 

that platonically, Parker always means to 
say it in a powerful way, a romantic way. 
They had been dating for at least a year 
when I made this call. After calming down 
from my tears, I dialed the beautiful girl’s 
number. This time, however, I did not 
hear the low monotone chirping when I 
put the phone to my ear. In fact, the line 
went straight to voicemail, and I heard her 
voice on the other line immediately. “Hi, 
you’ve reached Gabby, sorry I can’t come 
to the phone right now; but if you leave a 
message, I’ll be sure to get back with you 
as soon as I can. Thank you!” Man, Parker 
can pick ‘em, I’m jealous even to this day. 
After hearing the high pitched beep again, 
I went on the same monologue as I did be-
fore, with a few small changes, but they 
both ended the same way “call me back 
when you get this. See ya.” 

Then, I waited, and I waited a while. 
During that time, I had thought about what 
I had confessed to my new, dear friends; 
would they find my platonic affection sus-
piciously creepy? Would they never talk 
to me again? Would they hate me? I real-
ize now that all I was doing in those sev-
eral minutes was what most teenagers do, 
over-think. I will admit, however, that I 
was excited when I heard the home phone 
finally ring after about 30-45 minutes. I 
ran as fast as I could to grab the phone 
with speed that would put Usain Bolt to 



    Fall 2016         49

viduals named Parker and Gabby came 
into my life and, if I was any less stronger, 
saved it. I responded to what Gabby had 
said with “I know, I feel blessed, too” and 
I wasn’t lying. It was at this time that I re-
alized that I’d had a lump in throat since 
the beginning of the call. We talked more 
for a little bit before ending the same way 
that I had with Parker with a “see ya” and 
an “I love you,” and hanging up. 

After quite possibly the most emo-
tional 2 hours of my life, I finally decided 
to lay down, and think about  both of my 
dear friends. It was true, I loved them, I 
was grateful to them for being my friends; 
but was my feelings toward them stron-
ger than what I thought they were; did I 
love both of them in a way that a friend 
shouldn’t? These were the questions that 
kept lingering in my mind after I talked to 
both of them. Well, those questions were 
for another time. That night, all I was 
thinking about was how much I had been 
blessed with two great people that I had 
met 2 months before this event; I loved 
them like a brother and a sister, and that 
was all that mattered at the moment.

had to wait for Gabby to call me back. 
After waiting for a little while longer, I 
decided to call Gabby again, and I was 
shocked when she picked up after the 
second or third ring. “Hello,”    answered 
the sweet voice I had called three or four 
times to hear. “Hi, Gabs,” I replied with a 
nervous voice that I knew was going to be-
come more emotional in a couple of min-
utes. “What’s up, Tanner?” She inquired, 
curious as to why I sounded somber. “Did 
you the message that l left you,” “No, my 
phone died and I just got it charged; what’s 
going on?” I sighed, slightly agitated that I 
would have to repeat my monologue that I 
had left on her phone, that had remained 
unheard, nonetheless, I repeated it. Gab-
by’s reaction was similar to Parker’s, “Aw, 
I love you too, and I feel so blessed to be 
your friend!” There were a few words in 
that statement that I will remember for-
ever ‘I feel so blessed to be your friend.’ 

Before the two angels named Park-
er and Gabby came into my life, I con-
sidered myself to be a very lonely indi-
vidual, the only people I talked to being 
hoodrats (people that I did not, do not, 
nor will I ever, identify with) and a few 
teachers. Besides those people, I had no 
one who would actually talk to me, relate 
to me, and consider me their best friend 
to my face, and mean it. I was also very 
depressed, but these two beautiful indi-
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of that abiding place are all there…so 
naturally it feels familiar even if a little 
glorified by the enchantment of distance 
in time” (Saguaro). Tolkien’s work is 
very descriptive on topics relating to the 
natural world such as plants, wildlife, and 
scenery. Nils Ivar Agoy claims that, “The 
Lord of the Rings contains some of the 
most lush and vivid examples of nature 
writing of any twentieth-century work; 
who cannot imagine the stunning beauty 
of the golden- leaved Mallorns in the 
forest of Lothlórien or the towering giants 
of Fangorn?” (Agoy). The focus on nature 
was a deliberate action made by Tolkien to 
immerse the readers into a natural world 
that deserved protection and cultivation, 
and he can be seen as an advocate for the 
environment. 
	 Environmental concerns are more 
easily understood when framed with 
good storytelling, when the mind of the 
reader is already open to hearing new 
ideas. As stated by Chris Brawley in his 

 	 J. R. R. Tolkien is credited as the 
father of fantasy due to his creation of 
an entirely new world, Middle Earth, 
complete with detailed races, complex 
characters, and multiple languages. His 
world exists in his famous works The 
Hobbit and The Lord of the Rings, as well 
as in collections of shorter stories. Within 
his famous trilogy, The Lord of the Rings, 
Tolkien impressed upon his readers the 
importance of the natural world. His 
use of writing as a canvas for his beliefs 
was an effective method of expression. 
Tolkien writes in a manner that leaves 
readers wondering if they read the most 
detailed or most vague descriptions in 
all of literature, due to his tendency to 
give adjectives that have many meanings 
or applications. The lack of solid facts 
as descriptors intentionally places the 
reader into the story. Tolkien states, “the 
theatre of my tale is this earth, the one 
in which we now live, but the historical 
period is imaginary. The essentials 

 “Every Tree has It ’s Enemy, Few Have an Ad-
vocate”: Respect for Nature as a Divider between 

Good and Evil in The Lord of the Rings
Sarah Miller
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which are not available in mimetic works” 
(Brawley). The usual constructs of the real 
world have no place in fantasy literature, 
and so the possibilities for solutions are 
endless. Deforestation on earth is due to 
the logging industry and rapidly growing 
urbanization. Deforestation in Middle 
Earth is due to one of the races using 
the wood for fires to forge weapons. 
The first of these problems must be 
combated through the processes of law 
but the second, being in another universe 
altogether, can be combated through war. 
The solutions to problems in Middle Earth 
that correspond to those on earth can vary 
greatly due to the freedom afforded by the 
fantasy genre. Part of this freedom is used 
in the addition of many fictional races that 
make up the diverse cultures in Tolkien’s 
works. 
	 J. R. R. Tolkien created a unique 
world that combined otherworldly races, 
some of his own invention, into a cohesive 
whole, complete with detailed cultures 
and languages. Races such as elves and 
dwarves had existed prior to his works, 
but he expanded upon their mythology 
and formed his own versions, so detailed 
that they leave the reader believing that 
those races could not exist in any other 
form. Races such as Hobbits and Orcs 
were Tolkien’s own creations, based on 
the needs of the story line, Hobbits being 

interpretation of ecology in Middle Earth, 
“literature is a means to a paradigm shift, a 
learning of a new language which places the 
non-human in a central position as part of 
the whole; […replacing] anthropocentric 
worldviews with ecocentric worldviews, 
where the environment is viewed with 
respect” (Brawley). When the reader has 
an open mind, their imagination allows 
them to visualize and understand things 
that do not exist that way in the real 
world, especially in regards to issues of 
environmental concerns. 

Humanity has difficulty 
acknowledging problems that occur 
right under their noses. However, there 
is a solution that allows for a transition 
between complex ideas and literature. 
This solution calls for “a new language, 
one which engages the non-human, 
and mythopoeic fantasy, [and] through 
its subversiveness, offers a plausible 
alternative” (Brawley). Fantasy literature 
offers many opportunities to explore 
environmental concepts that are not 
provided by traditional literature. The 
scope is not hindered by the limits of 
what exists in reality, but by what exists in 
imagination. By using its unique dynamics, 
“fantasy has the unique ability to subvert 
normal categories of thought, such as 
those between human and non-human, 
in order for a fusion of new possibilities 
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embodiment of nature, Tolkien also needed 
to align some of his characters with the 
trees and others against, which created a 
division between the protagonists and the 
antagonists. To Tolkien, a person or being 
with a pure heart would always be one 
who sided with the trees, and he used this 
belief frequently in his symbolism of good 
and evil. In Tolkien’s work, The Lord of 
the Rings, each race can be characterized 
as good, evil, or neutral based on how they 
align themselves with nature and the role 
that they play in the war for Middle Earth.  
	 There are many races that align on 
the side of nature, either fully or partially. 
However, there are also races that have 
little to no respect for nature, and the two 
sides clash in one of the most epic battles 
in all of literature. In Middle Earth, the evil 
Lord Sauron enlists the race of Orcs and 
their larger and more intelligent relatives, 
the Uruk-hai. They fight as minions, doing 
his bidding and being slaughtered by the 
thousands. It is wondered if the Uruks 
were a result of breeding men and Orcs 
to make a new stronger race. Orcs are a 
war loving race who are bred to fight, 
and revel so much in fighting that they 
even quarrel amongst their many clans. 
It is the Orcs who cut down the forests at 
Isengard and destroyed much of Fangorn 
Forest for their all-devouring industry. 
Orcs are described as dark and dirty 

the innocent race needing protection, and 
Orcs being the mindless soldiers of the 
enemy. Other races include Wizards, Ents, 
and men. All of the races are comprised of 
differing cultures based on the region they 
inhabit, and display unique behaviors, 
customs, and language abilities. Each race 
fills a particular niche in Tolkien’s Middle 
Earth that revolves around varying levels 
of respect for nature. Tolkien was attuned 
to nature and environmental concerns 
because of the experiences he went 
through before becoming an author. 
	 The strong presence of 
environmentalism in Tolkien’s works 
was greatly influenced by his upbringing 
and major events in his life. He grew up 
in England in the Worcester countryside, 
and was deeply impacted by a move to 
an industrialized area. Tolkien felt a 
connection especially with trees: mainly 
older trees such as oak, elm, willow, and 
his favorite, the black pine. He viewed 
them as a pure form of nature that did 
not deserve the destruction that mankind 
wrought upon it, and stated in one of his 
letters, “In all my works I take the part of 
trees as against all their enemies” (Letters 
#339). He was a strong advocate for these 
defenseless lifeforms, and took advantage 
of the fantasy genre to give power to them, 
so that they could defend themselves. 
By creating characters that were the 
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the Orcs had destroyed the forest, the 
Huorns used their ability to move to kill 
the Orcs, travelling leagues from Fangorn 
Forest to Helm’s Deep in order to do so. 
Although they are frightening due to their 
power and lack of personifiable traits, the 
Huorns are still inherently good. Their 
only aim is to stop the destruction that 
the Orcs are causing, and this rage does 
not boil over into any other areas of the 
war. After cleaning up the remaining 
Orcs when the battle is over, the Huorns 
retreat back to where they originated and 
become still once more. Their role in the 
story is to present the anger that nature 
holds for those who desecrate it, as well 
as the power it possesses, but they are not 
the only race to fill this role.  
	 As stated by Ina Habermann 
regarding the thematic importance of 
trees, “there is an emphasis on land 
degeneration, a ‘missing forest problem’ 
which prompts a closer look at the role 
of woods and trees in Tolkiens work. It 
emerges that the preservation of trees 
is at the centre of Tolkien’s sustainable 
fictions” (Habermann). Tolkien had a 
love for nature and trees that was so 
strong that he gave trees their own voice. 
He personified trees in the form of not 
only the Huorns, but also the Ents, who 
were more aware than the Huorns. The 
most important Ent is named Treebeard. 

creatures, larger than men, with cruel 
faces and harsh voices. Tolkien describes 
the creation of Orcs, saying that they, “by 
slow arts were corrupted and enslaved; 
and thus did Melkor breed the race of the 
Orcs, in envy and mockery of the Elves, of 
whom they were afterwards the bitterest 
foes” (Tolkien Appendix B). They are 
very brutish creatures with no respect for 
nature. They are the most evil of the races 
because they fully aligned themselves 
against the trees, and for full scale war 
and the destruction it brings. When they 
destroyed the forests, Orcs not only killed 
the trees, they destroyed living, breathing, 
and even thinking beings which could 
exact their own revenge. 
	 After the battle of Helm’s Deep in 
the second book, an army of retreating 
Orcs encounters the Huorns, trees that 
belonged to the forest they had been 
cutting down. They were trapped between 
the army of men and an equally vicious 
army of trees. Tolkien describes; “the land 
had changed. Where before the green dale 
had lain, its grassy slopes lapping the ever-
mounting hills, there now a forest loomed. 
Great trees, bare and silent, stood, rank 
on rank, with tangled bough and hoary 
head” (Tolkien 529). The Huorns were 
more mobile than regular trees, yet were 
still considered sleepy, or less aware than 
other races of Middle Earth. Because 
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not stop the destruction of large portions 
of their forests, the Ents would not stand 
back and allow nature to be corrupted 
and destroyed by evil. Tolkien personified 
nature in a race that is physically more 
powerful than the races of evil. The Ents 
marched to war singing,  
We go, we go, we go to war, to hew the 
stone and break the door;
For bole and bough are burning now, the 
furnace roars – we go to war!
To Isengard with doom we come! (Tolkien 
474) 

Although the goal in this scene was for 
revenge, the Ents as a race would go on to 
help the forest recover. Indeed, “recovery 
(which includes return and renewal of 
health) is a regaining - regaining a clear 
view” (Brawley). After the evil is gone 
from Middle Earth, the Ents are able to 
go about restoring health to nature and 
the other races. Ents, like Treebeard, are 
a race unique to Middle Earth, and pull 
much of their substance from Tolkien’s 
own experiences. 
	 Each Ent is a particular kind of 
tree, all of which are indigenous to 
England. Some of his favorites included 
Willows, Elms, Birch, and Pines. Despite 
Middle Earth being separate from the 
actual earth, the nature there is still the 
same, including the trees. This allowed 

Tolkien says, “Treebeard is Fangorn, the 
guardian of the forest; he is the oldest of 
the Ents, the oldest living thing that still 
walks beneath the Sun upon this Middle-
earth” (Tolkien 488). He is a tall tree-
like creature with limbs and a face, who 
is mobile and thus has the power to fight 
back against those who would destroy 
the forests. Treebeard is a tree herder in 
Fangorn forest, which was once known 
as Greenwood due to its lush greenery 
and pleasant atmosphere. When corrupt 
magic from the evil Lord Sauron invaded 
the woods, it became overrun with foul 
creatures and the trees slowly became 
dark and menacing. One character 
warns of the forest’s disposition, saying, 
“Fangorn […] is perilous too; yet he is wise 
and kindly nonetheless. But now his long 
slow wrath is brimming over, and all the 
forest is filled with it. A thing is about to 
happen that has not happened since the 
Elder Days: the Ents are going to wake 
up and find that they are strong” (Tolkien 
488). The Ents are roused to march into 
war against the armies of Isengard.
	 After seeing the destruction that 
has been wreaked upon their forest by the 
orcs, Treebeard says, “Orcs came with axes 
and cut down my trees. I came and called 
them by their long names, but they did not 
quiver, they did not hear or answer: they 
lay dead” (Tolkien 472). Although they did 
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to the ninth degree, if you encourage 
them with undue patience” (Tolkien 522). 
The Hobbits that are included in the 
Fellowship, the group of main characters 
who embark on the quest, mostly fit this 
profile. 

Frodo, Sam, Merry, and Pippin are 
all Hobbits from the Shire, a peaceful 
village that has never been involved in a 
major war. Ina Habermann, in her work 
on the sustainable nature of The Lord 
of the Rings says that, “Tolkien creates 
an intricate symbolic topography, which 
manages to retain the complexity of our 
world while at the same time advocating a 
careful stewardship of the environment” 
(Habermann). The race of Hobbits is 
made entirely of theses stewards, or 
caretakers of the land, whose livelihood 
comes from agriculture and gardening 
in the Shire. The focus on gardening as a 
pure form of expression, especially noted 
by the Hobbit Samwise Gamgee, Sam, is 
fitting as a tribute to nature. Riona Kelly 
discusses, “the concept of the garden as a 
site of interaction for nature and culture”, 
which is what the utopian society of the 
Shire can be described as (Kelly 2). When 
a garden is viewed as an Edenic place of 
purity, the destruction of such a place 
is then equal to sin. By cultivating this 
purity, the Hobbits as a race are therefore 
equated with goodness and innocence, or 

Tolkien to convey his views on nature 
to the readers more easily. In one of his 
letters, He stated, “The ennoblement of 
the ignoble I find specially moving. I am 
(obviously) much in love with plants and 
above all trees, and always have been; 
and I find human maltreatment of them 
as hard to bear as some find ill-treatment 
of animals” (Brawley). The Ents were the 
personified versions of Tolkien’s real life 
friends and companions, the trees. Being 
such, they have pure hearts and noble 
causes, and fight only to protect their 
own, the trees of the forests of Middle 
Earth. Ents and Huorns are races of good 
because they fight for a just cause, which 
is the preservation of nature. 

Many of the races aligned themselves 
for nature, and one such race that Tolkien 
is solely responsible for creating is the 
Hobbits. They are a peaceful race that 
live in homes built into the ground, and 
whose main activities include farming, 
eating, and having festivals. Because of 
their isolated location from the rest of the 
races, Hobbits are proud of being well-to-
do, and having a great capacity to avoid all 
conflict or anything out of the ordinary. In 
one instance it is warned that, “Hobbits 
will sit on the edge of ruin and discuss 
the pleasures of the table, or the small 
doings of their fathers, grandfathers, and 
great-grandfathers, and remoter cousins 
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kingdom of Gondor, Theoden, the king of 
Rohan dismisses the Hobbit Merry from 
his service as he is too small to go into 
battle. Merry begs, “As all my friends have 
gone to the battle, I should be ashamed 
to stay behind” (Tolkien 784). Tolkien 
reverts this misconception by making the 
Hobbits irreplaceable heroes in his epic. 
Pippin saves the steward’s son Faramir, 
Merry saves the handmaiden of Rohan, 
Eowyn, and Frodo and Sam ultimately 
destroy the One Ring. All four Hobbits 
have major roles in the battles that occur 
during the war for Middle Earth. In fact, 
it was Merry and Pippin who convinced 
the Ents to go to war against the forces of 
evil. The Hobbits put aside their peaceful 
dispositions in favor of a quest to preserve 
their home, the Shire. The triumph of 
good over evil, with respect for nature as a 
symbol of all things good, is most notable 
in the peaceful race of Hobbits. 
	 The Hobbits meet a very powerful 
character on their journey to Rivendell, 
the home of the Elves. His name is Tom 
Bombadil, and he is excluded from the 
movie trilogy because he does not play an 
actual role in the quest to destroy the ring, 
and many critics question why Tolkien 
even wrote him into the story. He lives in 
the woods near the Shire with his beautiful 
wife Goldberry, and is described as a jolly, 
short man. He says of himself, “Eldest, 

a lack of sin.
	 The Hobbits remained untainted by 
the destruction of nature until they become 
caught up in the struggle for Middle Earth 
due to possession of the Ring of Power. 
Frodo, the main character, and Sam, his 
helper, are the ones to ultimately destroy 
the ring. Sam is a gardener, and arguably 
the moral center for the novel. When the 
ring is destroyed by the two Hobbits it is 
the ultimate triumph of the goodness of 
the natural world over the corrupt nature 
of war and industrialization. Besides 
fulfilling the goal of the quest, Sam also 
restores the nature of the Shire that has 
been destroyed in their absence. Tolkien 
says, “The trees were the worst loss and 
damage, […] they had been cut down 
recklessly far and wide over the Shire; and 
Sam grieved over this more than anything 
else. […] This hurt would take long to 
heal” (Tolkien 999). Sam not only grieved 
for the loss of the trees; he acted, and 
planted seeds from the Elven kingdom 
of Rivendell to replace those that had 
been lost, and in this final act balance 
was restored between the races and the 
natural world. 
	 Despite being the heroes of the epic, 
other races view Hobbits as childlike, as 
shown in the numerous instances when 
they are ostracized. When the army of 
Rohan is being summoned to aid the 
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Hobbits from his snares. It took singing 
and lots of persuasion to convince the tree 
that neither he nor the Hobbits were there 
to harm him, and only then were they 
released (Tolkien 197-198). 
	 Despite not having a role in the 
overall quest to destroy the ring, Tom 
Bombadil is a necessary character in the 
grand scheme of Tolkien’s ecocentric 
fantasy novel, if only to emphasize the 
spirit of untainted nature. It is insinuated 
that Tom is the only character not drawn to 
the One Ring, which is a great temptation 
of power to every other character in the 
story. Tom does not partake in the war 
for Middle Earth, and instead remains in 
his home to protect the lands around him. 
He is a notably pure character because 
he realizes that the ring can only cause 
evil and corruption and instead helps 
the Hobbits on their journey to destroy 
it. When the Hobbits arrive at their 
destination, Rivendell, the Fellowship 
of the Ring is formed and tasked with 
destroying the ring. 
	 Out of all the Fellowship members, 
the most in tune with nature is the Elf 
Legolas of the Woodland Realm, also 
known as Legolas Greenleaf. If the 
name does not make it evident, the 
lifestyle of Elves removes any remaining 
confusion. When the Hobbits enter the 
Elven kingdom of Rivendell, home of 

that’s what I am... Tom remembers the 
first raindrop and the first acorn... He 
knew the dark under the stars when it 
was fearless - before the Dark Lord came 
from Outside” (Tolkien 72). Tom is an 
ancient power that predates the reign of 
the evil Lord Sauron and the creation of 
the ring. He is the most knowledgeable 
being in Middle Earth on the topics of 
nature, as he has power over all of it. 
His wife Goldberry was a personification 
of the four seasons, the two combined 
being equivalent to what Mother Nature 
represents to many people. According to 
Tolkien, he included Tom as a character 
to make a statement on the disappearance 
of nature, and its decline in power. He 
says, Tom represented “the spirit of 
the (vanishing) Oxford and Berkshire 
countryside” (Brawley). Even with his 
dominion shrinking, Tom Bombadil still 
has a way with nature, which is shown 
by his rescuing of the Hobbits from Old 
Man Willow, a tree with a bad temper and 
strong limbs. The tree has witnessed the 
destruction of his kin by Men and Orcs 
who burned and chopped down the other 
trees. He is slow to forget and even slower 
to forgive. For this reason he captures 
weary travelers when they rest against his 
trunk, and engulfs them. Tom Bombadil 
had experiences with Old Man Willow 
in the past, and knew how to rescue the 
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The starlight on the Western 
Seas” (Tolkien 1005)

This fixation on the natural world stems 
from their extreme dedication that 
manifests itself in a distaste for war and 
desire to preserve nature. With their 
extended lifespan, Elves have a better 
realization and comprehension of the 
importance of preserving the world for 
generations to come. 
	 The Elves have multiple civilizations, 
Rivendell ruled by Elrond, and another 
which is ruled by the powerful queen 
Galadriel. When the Fellowship passed 
through her realm, Lothlórien, she aided 
them and gave gifts to each member based 
on what they needed or asked for. To Sam, 
the Hobbit gardener, she gave the seeds 
with which he restarted the gardens of 
the Shire. The lands of the Elves are also 
where Sam first saw the flower elanor, 
which Galadriel wore a crown of. It was 
so beautiful and inspiring to him that 
after the war he named his first daughter 
Elanor (Tolkien 219). The Fellowship is 
also given the gift of Elven cloaks with 
leaf shaped broaches. These leaves were 
called the leaves of Lorien, and played a 
role in characters being able to track each 
other down once they were separated. 
Nature was a powerful symbol for the 
Elves, and they revered and honored it by 

the Elf lord Elrond, it is described as 
pure serenity. Tolkien says, “The air was 
warm. The sound of running and falling 
water was loud, and the evening was filled 
with a faint scent of trees and flowers, 
as if summer still lingered in Elrond’s 
gardens” (Tolkien 127). Rivendell, the 
civilization most integrated with nature 
in all of Middle Earth, is also described as 
being a solitude of peace, a fortress where 
the weary traveler was welcome to rest. 
Tolkien created the nickname the “Fair 
Folk” to describe the beauty and grace of 
the Elves, to whom he also gave the most 
detailed language and lore. As the favored 
civilization of the author, it is no surprise 
that the Elves are also the most connected 
to nature. Elves can live to be thousands 
of years old because they do not age and 
only die in battle. In a civilization where 
life is so treasured, they do not throw it 
away lightly by going to war. When the 
war for Middle Earth reaches a peak, 
any Elf not fighting leaves on ships to the 
Undying Lands, the Gray Havens that lie 
across the ocean. Many times throughout 
the epic the Elves sing about their beloved 
ocean. One such instance is when the last 
ship carrying the most important Elves is 
about to set sail and make the journey. An 
Elf sings, 
“We still remember, we who dwell
In this land far beneath the trees
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What brought they from the foundered 
land
Over the flowing sea?
Seven stars and seven stones
And one white tree.” (Tolkien 583)

Nature has a strong influence in much of 
the lore of the race of men, the above six 
lines mentioning four different aspects 
of nature alone. Despite not being gentle 
gardeners and farmers like the Hobbits, 
the destiny of the race of men is still 
entwined with the well-being of nature. 
This tree is described by Tolkien at Gondor; 
“drooping over the pool, stood a dead 
tree, and the falling drops dripped sadly 
from its barren and broken branches back 
into the clear water” (Tolkien 736). The 
white tree is dead, and is used as a symbol 
to represent the corrupt and dark nature 
of the times. Housed within the center 
walls of the capital Minas Tirith, the tree 
is the heart of the city, much as nature is 
the heart of the world. When the heart 
is corrupted, the whole fortress can fall. 
While the race of men has great potential 
to restore the natural world, they also 
have pride and a tendency to fight which 
leads them to destroy the world they rely 
so heavily on. 
	 While both men in the Fellowship 
are ultimately good, it is Boromir who 
is tempted by the power of the one 

living immersed in it. Although some of 
the Elves fight in the war, they say it is not 
their war, and their time on Middle Earth 
is ending. As nature diminishes, so do 
they. The race of Elves is tightly entwined 
with the natural world in the epic. 
	 Although they are less attuned 
to nature, the most prevalent race 
throughout Tolkien’s trilogy is the race 
of men, which has multiple civilizations 
throughout Middle Earth. Two members 
of the Fellowship are men. They are 
Aragorn, a ranger from the line of the 
Gondor kings, and Boromir, from the line 
of the stewards to the king. The race of men 
is not decidedly good or evil. Individuals 
like Aragorn and Boromir, as well as 
their nations, choose to fight against the 
enemy, but there is still corruption within 
this system. Not everyone fights to end the 
fighting, and there is much unnecessary 
destruction caused by needless warring. 
Both of the men in the Fellowship hail 
from the kingdom of Gondor, at least in 
ancestry, which is the largest civilization 
of men in Middle Earth. Their banner 
depicts the symbol of a white tree, often 
referred to as the White Tree of Gondor. 
The entrance to Gondor is prefaced by a 
rhyme muttered by the wizard Gandalf, 
saying, 
“Tall ships and tall kings
Three times three, 
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Aragorn, a man who fights in war only to 
end the war. Aragorn is a ranger and the 
traditional hero of the epic because he is 
the greatest warrior and leader, who does 
not seek to rule. One of his most underrated 
traits is his understanding and respect for 
nature which stems from his upbringing 
and choice of lifestyle. Aragorn was raised 
by the Elves of Rivendell before leaving 
to become a ranger, someone who lives 
a solitary life off of the land. When he 
meets the Hobbits in the beginning of the 
epic there is an incident in which Frodo is 
stabbed with a cursed blade and in need 
of immediate medical attention. Because 
of his knowledge of nature and plants, 
Aragorn knows that the plant Athelas is 
needed to help Frodo before he can be 
taken to the Elves for professional healing. 
To all races besides the Rangers and the 
Elves, the healing properties of the plant 
are unknown, and it is considered a weed. 
For Aragorn, a Ranger raised by the Elves, 
use of this technique comes naturally and 
he utilizes it in multiple instances. After the 
battle of Pelenor Fields he uses Athelas to 
heal the sick in the houses of healing; “Men 
came and prayed that he would heal their 
kinsmen or their friends whose lives were 
in peril through hurt or wound, or who lay 
under the Black Shadow” (853). Because 
of Aragorn’s dedication to heling the 
wounded, the entire kingdom recognized 

ring, the symbol of evil throughout the 
trilogy, and Aragorn who remains loyal 
to the cause throughout the story. One 
line of distinction between the two can 
be made by analyzing how in tune each 
man was with nature. Boromir is part 
of the quest because his father sent him 
and he is seeking glory and his father’s 
approval. There is nothing ultimately evil 
in this, but his goals are set to be achieved 
through glory in war, something that J. R. 
R. Tolkien ultimately grew to disapprove 
of. Tolkien fought for the British army 
in the First World War, but only did so 
because it was required of him, and he 
hated being parted from his wife, and 
especially hated the destruction that he 
was a part of. Boromir seeks glory in war, 
but shows character development when 
he dies protecting two of the Hobbits from 
Orcs. Some of his last words are, “I tried 
to take the ring from Frodo. I am sorry. I 
have paid” (Tolkien 404). Despite having 
been weak and seeking power, Boromir 
overcomes this weakness and fights to 
his last breath to save the Hobbits, and 
thus achieves redemption. He is the least 
attuned to nature of the members of the 
Fellowship, and is also one of the first to 
die.  

Throughout The Lord of the Rings, 
Tolkien expresses his distaste for war, 
and this is also shown in his promoting of 
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of the natural world, it ended with drastic 
consequences. In the Hobbit prequel this 
consequence was a dragon, and in the 
trilogy this consequence was a Balrog. 
Balrogs can be equated to a demon or 
evil fire spirit, and when the greed of the 
dwarves caused them to dig too deep they 
disturbed one. The lesson that Tolkien 
gives not only entails the punishments 
for greed, but also for overexploitation of 
natural resources. Dwarves are a race that 
is inherently good, but can become bad 
when their desires and greed lead them 
to do things against the best interest of 
nature. This greed also leads them into 
wars that cause the destruction of nature. 
	 Another race of Middle Earth that 
is susceptible to greed is the ancient race 
of Maiar, also known as wizards. They 
are supposedly the angels of the land, 
charged with restoring harmony. The 
architect of the quest to destroy the ring 
was the wizard Gandalf, who was also 
the leader of the Fellowship. He was the 
rank of a gray wizard, under the charge 
of Saruman the white wizard. Gandalf is 
considered the most wise of the Maiar, 
and has a friendship with all of the before 
mentioned races, as well as the Eagles. 
He uses his wisdom to orchestrate key 
players in a battle against the enemy, all 
the while hiding behind the guise of an 
old man. Tolkien says of him, “He wore 

him as the rightful king. The knowledge 
of nature on these occasions is associated 
with healing and kindness, which is what 
nature represented to Tolkien. Aragorn’s 
distaste for war paired with his respect for 
nature and the preservation of life led to 
him becoming the king over men. 
	 Tolkien was sure to include as many 
races as possible into his epic, ensuring 
that there would be many equally worthy 
heroes. One such hero is Gimli, a dwarf. 
Dwarves in most fantasy literature are 
portrayed as surly, bearded, stout men, 
and Tolkien’s work is no exception.  Gimli, 
a member of the fellowship, is a sour-
dispositioned, yet fiercely protective, 
axe-bearing fighter. Dwarves are well 
known for their love of gold and all things 
subsurface, where they build not only 
their mines but also their homes. While 
this connection is different than that of 
the gardening Hobbits, a love of the earth 
is still a love for nature. The dwarves long 
for the earthy tunnels and the minerals and 
precious metals and gems that they mine. 
Entire great civilizations such as Moria 
and Erebor existed entirely below ground, 
and were ruled by great kings. Dwarves 
were normally considered a good race, 
fighting for noble causes, but they had the 
weakness of being too greedy. When they 
lost their connection with what was truly 
important in life, such as the preservation 
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Middle Earth, showing his strong ties to 
the natural world. 
	 As Saruman’s replacement, Gandalf 
possessed the power to combat his 
destructive plans. When questioned on 
this change, Gandalf replies, “Indeed I am 
Saruman, one might almost say, Saruman 
as he should have been” (Tolkien 484). 
Gandalf knows that power and strength 
should be used to help the minorities 
and weaker races, and to preserve the 
natural world. By clearing the mistakes 
of his predecessor, Gandalf restored 
balance to nature. When Gandalf died he 
was sent back, but when Saruman died 
he was not. The “universe” of Middle 
Earth still had need of Gandalf, but had 
no need for a wizard who would use his 
power to destroy. This decision by the 
author emphasized his views on those 
who deserve life and those who do not. In 
the world that Tolkien created, those who 
respected nature and did not seek power 
and glory through war were elevated 
above all others, and rewarded with 
second chances at life, strong friendships, 
and even positions of power. Those 
who sought power, and in their pursuit 
destroyed nature, were ultimately sent 
to their demise. Tolkien’s epic centers 
around nature, or ecocentrism. 
	 The importance of ecocentric 
writing in fantasy was stressed by Eleanor 

a tall pointed grey hat, a long grey cloak, 
and a silver scarf. He had a long white 
beard and bushy eyebrows that stuck out 
beyond the brim of his hat” (Tolkien 35). 
Possessing even more years and wisdom 
than the Elves, Gandalf is an advocate 
for the minorities in Middle Earth, such 
as the peaceful Hobbits. Although the 
wizards should all have this respect for 
nature, they are still prone to corruption. 
	 The White Wizard Saruman, leader 
of the Maiar at the time, was jealous of 
Gandalf and joined the forces of the evil 
Lord Sauron to gain more power. Prior 
to this, Saruman lived in Isengard, a 
lush forested area with gardens. Once 
he took the side of corruption and greed, 
Saruman allowed orcs to cut down the 
trees around Isengard. They also built 
blacksmithing areas to make weapons for 
war, which required trees to fuel the fires 
of the forges. When Sauruman captured 
Gandalf, he tried to persuade him to join 
his cause, but Gandalf saw his evil nature, 
refused, and was then imprisoned. It was 
with the help of the Eagles that he escaped 
after passing out from his injuries and 
exhaustion. He awoke and was sent back 
to the world of the living as the new White 
Wizard. Gandalf appeared to members of 
the Fellowhip in Fangorn forest, the home 
of the Ents. The place of his rebirth was 
in one of the most natural places in all of 
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align with. Finally, Orcs, working for the 
evil Lord Sauron are the epitome of evil 
throughout the trilogy, because of their 
unrestrained destruction of nature and a 
general disregard for life. The dichotomy 
of good and evil in The Lord of the Rings 
is very much the same as the division 
between races that respect nature and 
have a distaste for war, and those that do 
not. 
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structure was harmful to both African 
Americans and the state land itself. In an 
examination of Phoenix Jackson, Timo-
thy K. Nixon of George Washington Uni-
versity refers to Mississippi as “the figu-
rative capital of American racism” even 
when considering the state’s condition af-
ter slaves were freed (954). But Mae Mill-
er Claxton, an English professor at West-
ern Carolina University, also emphasizes 
that having a well-tread path in the forest 
shows how humans have impacted na-
ture: The path Phoenix travels “is not wil-
derness but space impacted by humans” 
(76). The path is not wholly natural. Clax-
ton explains

The timber industry did not 
turn its eye to Mississippi un-
til after railroads opened up 
much of the state after the 
Civil War and new technology 
permitted money to be made 
in transporting logs to nation-
al markets. Welty knew about 
the devastation of Mississip-
pi’s forests during this period. 
(77)

Historical Implications of Race, Endurance, and 
Empowerment in Eudora Welty’s “A Worn Path”

Rachel Peters
	 The 1930s marks a time of racial 
segregation in America. While the African 
American population was no longer en-
slaved, it certainly did not enjoy freedom 
from fear of a racist society. As Wendy 
Atkins-Sayre of the University of South-
ern Mississippi notes, “to be Black in the 
American South during the Jim Crow era 
was terrifying, but Mississippi was even 
more segregated and violent” (81-82). 
Published in 1941, Eudora Welty’s short 
story “A Worn Path” exposes these ra-
cial tensions and provides a glimpse into 
what life was like for African Americans 
in segregation-era Mississippi. As an el-
derly former slave named Phoenix trav-
els through a forest and into Natchez to 
fetch medicine for her grandson, both her 
natural and societal surroundings display 
some of the threats and disrespect African 
Americans received at that time, but Wel-
ty crafted Phoenix as a symbol of strength 
as she endures these hardships.
	 Mississippi was no stranger to rac-
ism in the 1930s, and Welty’s text insin-
uates that the white-dominated social 
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ty of years to familiarize herself with the 
natural world around her. The fact that 
she can handle a forest setting shows that 
Phoenix truly is knowledgeable, strong, 
and skillful.

Welty also uses bird imagery to 
characterize Phoenix more directly. When 
Phoenix taps her cane, Welty describes the 
sound as “meditative like the chirping of a 
solitary little bird” (233). This phrase has 
a positive connotation behind it: Birds are 
generally seen as agreeable and the sound 
of “chirping” is often considered relaxing. 
Birds may even be viewed as innocent, 
and seeing a bird alone may make it seem 
even smaller and more fragile compared 
to the world around it. However, since a 
phoenix is a bird that rises from its ashes 
time and time again, the character Phoe-
nix may be compared to a bird to embody 
strength. After all, she does make the same 
trip over and over again to get medicine: 
She rises from her ashes and begins again, 
and since she is so elderly, one can only 
guess how many times this has occurred. 
Phoenix also describes her grandson as 
birdlike: “He wear a little patch quilt and 
peep out holding his mouth open like a 
little bird” (Welty 240). Ever since her 
grandson swallowed lye, he occasionally 
is unable to swallow without medicine, 
so this comparison may also represent 
strength since he must also rise from his 

Hence, forests were destroyed. This cor-
relates to the social climate in Mississip-
pi: “Like the forests, Native Americans 
and African Americans were viewed as 
resources to be used up and then discard-
ed” (Claxton 83). Through this lens, the 
worn path is symbolic of being altered by 
unwanted visitors for personal gain. Like 
the country’s minorities, nature suffered, 
and since Welty was aware of the chang-
ing condition of the forests she may have 
made this correlation intentionally.

But even without direct human in-
tervention, the forest holds many obsta-
cles for Phoenix to cross. She reflects on 
past encounters on the path, specifically 
a dangerous one involving a snake: “Glad 
this not the season for bulls…and the 
good Lord made his snakes to curl up and 
sleep in the winter. A pleasure I don’t see 
no two-headed snake coming around that 
tree, where it come once” (Welty 235). 
Phoenix is so used to dealing with such 
obstacles that she warns away any animals 
and insects before she begins her journey 
at the beginning of the story (Welty 233). 
After all, Phoenix is very elderly and prob-
ably not the strongest physically: “I nev-
er did go to school, I was too old at the 
Surrender” (Welty 239). If she was too 
old to go to school after the Civil War, this 
puts her at a remarkable age at the time 
of this story. This has also given her plen-
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hanged men in the trees, Phoenix is ac-
knowledging that racially-targeted deaths 
occur in the world around her. Further-
more, buzzards eat the dead, and noting 
their presence so near the comparison of 
dead men who were hanged to dead trees 
creates a disturbing image. This contrasts 
Welty’s prior use of bird imagery as it de-
scribes Phoenix. While some birds appear 
benevolent and strong, buzzards have an 
opposing connotation. Not all birds are 
the same, just as not all humans are the 
same: People like Phoenix go to town to 
retrieve medicine for their grandchildren, 
but others go to town to find a minority 
to hang. Not everyone she will encounter 
on her journey will have the same good 
intentions as her because the world she 
lives in is characterized by discrimination 
and violence. 

This becomes apparent when she 
meets a hunter and his dog in the forest, 
but she faces this encounter bravely. At 
first, it seems as though the dog poses a 
threat to Phoenix instead of the hunter: 
“A black dog with a lolling tongue came 
up out of the weeds by the ditch…when he 
came at her she only hit him a little with 
her cane. Over she went in the ditch, like 
a little puff of milkweed” (Welty 236). The 
language forms a contrast between the 
dog and Phoenix: While the dog is black 
and solid, Phoenix is essentially called 

ashes as he goes through a cycle of med-
icine repeatedly. Hence, the bird imagery 
suggests that Phoenix herself is powerful 
(and thus able to survive a racist society) 
and generally has good intentions. She 
and her grandson suffer multiple times 
for some reason or another and have to 
pull through, and the same can be said of 
most African Americans in a segregated 
time.

However, not all species of birds 
have such a positive connotation attached 
to it. The most grotesque description of 
the landscape is of the trees and a buz-
zard: “Big dead trees, like black men with 
one arm, were standing in the purple 
stalks of the withered cotton field. There 
sat a buzzard” (Welty 235). Of course, 
in times of segregation, “lynchings were 
widespread,” and connecting the dead 
trees to hanged men are a reminder of 
this cruel and prominent point in histo-
ry (Atkins-Sayre 82). In fact, most of the 
lynchings that occurred in United States 
were in Mississippi, and “the 1930s saw 
a brief spike in state lynchings” (At-
kins-Sayre 82). Claxton also points out 
that “the mention of ‘one arm’ in Welty’s 
story also possibly hints at the horrible 
custom of cutting off body parts as sou-
venirs. Phoenix would have lived in an 
environment of fear” (79). By seeing fig-
urative dead (and possibly dismembered) 
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icans were regarded more like dogs than 
human beings as they were prone to be-
ing controlled and threatened. However, 
Phoenix does not cower in fear. In fact, 
she does not even tell the hunter her age 
when he asks, thus committing “a con-
scious act of civil disobedience” (Moberly 
123). Not only does she refuse to be afraid 
of the white hunter, but she refuses to give 
him what he wants and steals money from 
him. This rebellion against an oppressive 
force can easily be seen as empowering.

Going to Natchez specifically adds 
layers of empowerment to Phoenix’s jour-
ney when considering its historical signif-
icance. When walking uphill in the forest, 
she says “seem like there is chains around 
my feet, time I get this far” (Welty 234). 
Since she is walking uphill, it may initially 
seem as though the incline is what pulls 
her back. However, the destination of her 
journey must be considered: the Natchez 
Trace “serves as a link for African Amer-
icans who traveled it as slaves to reach 
new lands for growing cotton along with 
the Trail of Tears for Native Americans” 
(Claxton 83). The feeling of “chains” on 
her feet may be symbolic of returning to a 
place that is closely connected to her time 
as a slave. Once she arrives in Natchez, she 
asks a white woman to tie her shoe. Even 
though she is returning to a place symbol-
ic of her former oppression as a slave, she 

white and dainty. The dog seems physi-
cally much stronger than Phoenix. In fact, 
Phoenix probably could have been injured 
when the dog ran into her, and that would 
have caused an even greater delay than 
the encounter already did. However, Kev-
in Moberly of Saint Cloud State Universi-
ty suggests that Phoenix and the black dog 
contrast the whiteness of the hunter and 
are mistreated by him, giving them a ma-
jor commonality (118). The man encour-
ages the dogs to fight, and Phoenix “heard 
the man running and throwing sticks” 
and shooting his gun as this occurs (Wel-
ty 237). Phoenix praises the dog because 
she believes he is fearless, and the hunt-
er makes the same remark about Phoenix 
later in the scene (Welty 237). The hunt-
er shoots his gun when the dogs fight and 
he eventually points it at Phoenix as well. 
Phoenix probably did not take the threat 
lightly since “in Mississippi during this 
time, black people were still killed with 
few repercussions if their murderers were 
white,” but she “stood straight and faced 
him” anyway, an act of bravery (Claxton 
81; Welty 237). 

Considering how he treats Phoenix 
and his dog similarly and even points a 
gun at her, the hunter seems to represent 
the power white people still had over Afri-
can Americans in Mississippi at this time. 
This scene insinuates that African Amer-
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the attendant makes this remark, Phoenix 
is unresponsive. Since Phoenix is indeed 
elderly, it may seem as though her mem-
ory failed her, but Nixon argues that her 
silence is purposeful:

In 1940s Mississippi, Phoenix 
could not realistically have 
come back with an appro-
priately stinging retort; she, 
therefore, uses the one re-
sponse that both assuages her 
anger at the attendant’s rude-
ness and communicates her 
disdain: silence. (949-950) 

Rather than having a moment of forget-
fulness as Phoenix herself tells the nurse, 
she may have been using silence to ex-
press her anger and annoy the attendant 
and nurse. She “only speaks when she is 
ready” and “knows just how far she can 
push the issue” because she understands 
societal expectations (Nixon 949-951). 
She cannot afford to make the women too 
angry at risk of not getting the medicine 
her grandson needs to help his throat, for 
he swallowed lye. If she were to be turned 
away, all she endured would be for noth-
ing. She cannot react in a more upfront 
way that she might find more desirable and 
instead must conform to social standards: 
“In admitting her ignorance, her age, and 
the failure of her memory, she gives the 
nurse and the attendant the answers they 

is able to manipulate the situation so that 
a white person feels obligated to do some-
thing kind for her rather than being cruel. 
Not all white people would be willing to 
do her a favor, but as Nixon notes, “Phoe-
nix has not survived 100 years in the vir-
ulently racist society of Mississippi with-
out learning how to read white people” so 
she must choose “the most likely (white) 
citizen of Natchez who would be willing 
to tie her shoes for her”  (952-953). Fur-
thermore, since the woman would have to 
bend down and “put her packages down 
on the sidewalk beside her” to tie Phoe-
nix’s shoe, she is essentially bowing to 
Phoenix (Welty 238). This signifies that 
Phoenix has more power now than she 
has had before. While she was a slave, no 
white person would bow to her even inad-
vertently. Now that she is able to manipu-
late and ask favors from white people, she 
is able to find moments of empowerment 
in a town that symbolizes the past inhu-
mane practice of slavery.
	 Phoenix is brave enough that she 
goes as far as rebelling against the pres-
ent segregated setting when she goes to 
the doctor’s office to retrieve medicine for 
her grandson, and ultimately, she endures 
society’s cruelties for his sake. The atten-
dant at the doctor’s office refers to Phoe-
nix as “a charity case” (Welty 238). Nixon 
suggests that this offends her (949). After 
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ple in the photographs seem to express 
a range of emotions, and Atkins-Sayres 
concludes that

Welty’s insightful and poi-
gnant photographs serve, in 
many ways, as a celebration 
of the strength and courage of 
the Black women who are por-
trayed in those frames. The 
images of pride, hope, and 
joy send a message that hu-
mans can endure great pain 
and injustice and still survive 
or even prosper in their own 
ways. (91)

Welty seems to be sending the same mes-
sage to readers about Phoenix. She does 
have pride and she is able to find mo-
ments of empowerment in a racist soci-
ety. In fact, she is strong enough to handle 
very different types of situations: “Even 
with the challenges she faces as an elderly 
African American woman, Phoenix suc-
cessfully achieves her goal in the story, 
negotiating both nonhuman and human 
communities” (Claxton 74-75). Like her 
fictional namesake, Phoenix rises from 
her ashes and continues on in the face of 
oppression. 
Thus, “A Worn Path” is quite connected 
to the struggles African Americans faced 
in segregation-era Mississippi. Evidence 
of and allusions to racial oppression exist 

want. In doing so, however, Phoenix is 
only playing a role” (Moberly 123). In oth-
er words, Phoenix may know how to act 
submissive in front of white people, but 
that does not necessarily mean that she 
is submissive. Not only is her grandson’s 
well-being at stake, but Moberly suggests 
that swallowing lye “would also make it 
difficult for him to speak,” and “in this 
sense, the grandson’s injury is represen-
tative of the African American condition” 
(111). Much like Phoenix at the doctor’s 
office, African Americans did not have the 
same freedom as white people to speak 
their minds. They did not have the same 
freedom as white people at all. So in this 
sense, Phoenix is enduring hardships in 
hopes that things will be different for fu-
ture generations. 

This textual evidence and research 
all suggest that Welty is trying to depict 
Phoenix as a strong woman doing the best 
she can to live in a segregated Mississippi. 
Research by Suzanne Marrs of Millsaps 
College also shows that Welty had “a con-
cern for human rights,” which “she voiced 
in letters to friends” (10). Welty addition-
ally demonstrated this concern through 
her photography. Atkins-Sayre notes that 
Welty’s photographs were taken in what 
seem to be a “natural setting,” depicting 
both African Americans and whites as 
they were in Mississippi (83). The peo-
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both inside Natchez and in the forest, as 
both settings have been touched by those 
of ill-intent. However, Phoenix faces both 
natural and societal obstacles bravely, 
even going as far as rebelling against the 
wishes of white people, for she knows well 
what she can and cannot get away with 
in society. The only time she backs down 
near the end of the story is for the sake of 
her grandson so that she can tend to his 
immediate needs. In her analysis of Wel-
ty’s photography, Atkins-Sayre remarked 
that Welty’s “photographed women rep-
resent many individuals in some ways” 
(88). That same universality can be ap-
plied to Phoenix: Strong women in segre-
gated Mississippi had to choose their bat-
tles, and Phoenix serves as an emblem of 
their strength and patience.
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goes, he is a well-to-do respectable citizen. 
However, as the Wright’s neighbor, Mrs. 
Hale has more insight to add. The town 
may have seen him as “Mr. Right”, but 
in the eyes of the women, he was not a 
good husband for Minnie. “I wonder how 
it would seem never to have any children 
around,” said Mrs. Hale, “No, Mr. Wright 
wouldn’t like the bird - a thing that sang. 
She used to sing. He killed that, too.” (751). 
The discussion of Mr. Wright not being 
a good husband is essential to the story 
because it is the true underlying motive 
for the murder. The men, however, do not 
understand the way the women do that 
the “respectable” man was not perfect. To 
them, as long as a man provides and has 
all his affairs in order then he is practically 
above reproach. The women are more 
astute to Minnie’s feelings and needs as a 
female, and realize how unhappy she was 
in her marriage. The men, for all of their 
high speaking and professional methods, 
overlook the “trifle” of an unhappy wife. 
	 Another instance in which the men 
fail to notice the significance of trifles is in 
the condition of the house. The attorney 
comments, “Dirty towels! Not much of 

In the story Trifles by Susan 
Glaspell, there are five characters 
physically present, in addition to Mr. and 
Mrs. Wright. The story revolves around 
the mystery of the death of Mr. Wright, 
who was found by Mr. Hale, a neighboring 
farmer, hung in the upstairs of the house. 
As the search for evidence progresses, the 
two women, Mrs. Hale and Mrs. Peters, 
often find themselves separate from the 
men. They should not be a direct part of the 
“nasty business” of looking for evidence of 
murder. A reoccurring theme throughout 
the search is that the women dote on 
things of little to no significance while 
the men have more important matters 
than quilting and canning to look into. 
The story Trifles is aptly named because 
it highlights the ironic truths between the 
views of the women and men of the story, 
in light of the situation. 
	 As a general consensus, no one in 
the town can think of any reason someone 
would commit such a treacherous act 
against such a man as Mr. Wright. As Mrs. 
Hale says, “He didn’t drink, and he kept his 
word as well as most, I guess, and paid his 
debts.” (750). As far as small town outlook 

The Trifling of Women
Sarah Miller
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the motive to commit such a treacherous 
murder, and they disregard the cold and 
dirty house as simply a trifle, or hindrance 
to their search. 

As the two women are searching 
for clothes to take to Mrs. Wright, they 
discover an empty birdcage. Mrs. Peters 
says, “Seems funny to think of a bird 
here. But she must have had one, or why 
would she have a cage? I wonder what 
happened to it.” (749). They realize that 
she must have had a bird and assume that 
it had been set free or died. It comes as 
quite a shock to both of them when they 
find it in her sewing supplies wrapped 
in silk. The little yellow canary itself is 
quite symbolic, and represents happiness 
and freedom with its cheerful singing. 
The women agree that Minnie Foster, 
the present Mrs. Wright, had been much 
like a bird herself in her prime. Now the 
bird is dead. The most disturbing part 
of the discovery was that its neck had 
been broken, or wrung. Mrs. Peters had 
previously noted that, “what was needed 
for the case was a motive; something to 
show anger, or - sudden feeling.” (748). 
Because the women feel sorry for Mrs. 
Wright having to live in such a cold house, 
they take pity on her and decide to hide 
the existence of the bird from the men. 
Mrs. Hale says, “If there’d been years and 
years of nothing, then a bird to sing to 

a housekeeper, would you say, ladies?” 
(746). The men view the shortcomings 
of the woman as a flaw in her character, 
rather than a clue as to what her life was 
like living with Mr. Wright. The women 
feel insulted by the slight to their gender, 
and Mrs. Hale, sympathetically says, “I’d 
hate to have men coming into my kitchen, 
snooping around and criticizing.” (746). 
The dust and disorder show neglect and 
it is a cold house, as Mrs. Hale puts it, 
in which all happiness is gone, snuffed 
out like a candle. Minnie, held in jail for 
murder, had requested that they look 
at her canned goods to see if any have 
survived the fire going out and freezing 
them. When the men see the broken 
jars they see a mess and a woman who is 
worrying over such small trifles compared 
to the fact that she is held for murder. 
The women, on the other hand, manage 
to salvage one jar that did not break and 
decide to not mention the others. They 
feel sorry for Minnie and realize that it is 
unlikely she will ever come back home to 
find the broken jars anyways. The broken 
jars represent Minnie, just as the bird did. 
She used to be pristine and beautiful like 
the canned goods she worked so hard on, 
but just like them, when left alone in the 
cold house she shattered. The men in their 
investigation fail to see what is staring 
back at them, which is someone having 
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one again covering up evidence against 
the guilty Mrs. Wright. The last lines of 
the story have very deep implications, 
because by that time the women have 
found enough evidence to pin the murder 
on Mrs. Wright, while the men have found 
none and been told nothing. In frustration 
they decide to leave and the attorney says, 
“Well, Henry, at least we found out that 
she was not going to quilt it. She was going 
to – what is it you call it, ladies?” and Mrs. 
Hale replies, “We call it – knot it, Mr. 
Henderson.” (752). Minnie did indeed 
knot it, for she is the one who tied the 
knot for the rope and hung her husband, 
and the men believe that the women have 
only been fretting over quilting.  
	 Throughout the story, the men 
prove themselves to be too focused on 
their professional investigation to see 
what the women can see. Hale says, “Well, 
women are used to worrying over trifles.” 
(746). This is exactly right, and if they had 
realized the importance of this worrying, 
they would have found the evidence 
proving Mrs. Wright guilty of murder. The 
author of Trifles, Susan Glaspell, probably 
wrote the story in order to highlight the 
differences between men and women. By 
nature, women are more doting than men, 
and worry far more. They are also more 
sensitive to the plights of others. Mrs. 
Hale and Mrs. Peters display all of these 

you, it would be awful - still, after the bird 
was still.” (751). The men had seen the 
birdcage and thought nothing of the way 
the door was broken as if forced. They had 
not looked through Mrs. Wright’s things 
to see if there was anything out of the 
ordinary. All three men, the sheriff, the 
attorney, and the neighbor thought only 
about the big picture, and the women had 
no inclination to enlighten them. 
	 Finally, further evidence that that 
the men overlook but the women are 
perceptive enough to see is that Minnie 
Wright had been working on a quilt. This 
in itself is no evidence, but that last few 
pieces had been stitched very poorly, 
as if she had been anxious. The women 
wonder to themselves if Minnie was going 
to quilt it or just knot it, and the men 
overhear and laugh at how petty they are. 
Mrs. Hale, stung, remarks to Mrs. Peters, 
“I don’t know as there’s anything so 
strange, our takin’ up our time with little 
things while we’re waiting for them to get 
the evidence. I don’t see as it’s anything 
to laugh about.” (748). It is when they 
look closer at the quilt that they realize 
how poorly stitched the last square is 
compared to the rest. They wonder what 
she had been so nervous about. In their 
minds though, they must have realized 
why Minnie had been nervous, and that is 
why Mrs. Hale pulls out the bad stitches, 
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attributes throughout the story when they 
look into the small things that Minnie had 
been doing such as quilting and canning. 
They also break the law by withholding 
the evidence that they find, the dead bird, 
and tampering with evidence, the poorly 
sewn quilt. Throughout the search of the 
Wright house the women are superior 
in finding the evidence that the men are 
there to search for. They continually see 
what needs to be seen in the trifles that the 
men so easily discard and are therefore 
successful not only in solving the case, 
but in protecting their fellow woman with 
whose plight they are sympathetic. The 
play is aptly named because it highlights 
the differences between the nature of men 
and women through the presence of the 
trifles in the investigation. 
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