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ABSTRACT  

 

 This creative nonfiction follows the connections of three women: the nar-

rator, her mother, and Silvana — a victim of a violent crime — for whom the 

mother serves as an advocate. From marriages to family holidays, and births to 

murders we follow their realities of what it takes to “get through it.” Each will 

find moments where they get through it together and moments that they work it 

out alone. Through an experimental blend of personal essay, faux-theatre scenes, 

and true crime writing, the reader will traverse narratives of family, trauma, and 

survival.  
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INTRODUCTION 

 

 Satin is one of the most delicate and romantic fabrics. My mother’s wed-

ding dress is satin and lace with short puffed sleeves and beads. The train is long 

and still perfectly clean. Clothes are meant to get dirty. Lives have dirt and stains. 

Blood is one of the hardest stains to remove from fabric. It is also one of the hard-

est stains to remove from life. Blood seeps into the cracks and nestles within the 

pores. Blood stains can be found years after they’ve been cleaned away and it is 

traced through families. No matter how hard you scrub or how cleanly the scars 

heal the stain is there, on your life.   

 This narrative started out as a way to tell a love story that had been tainted 

by a horrific loss. To tell the whole story and not just the “True Crime” part. The 

idea of showing that there was more than just the immediate action of loss, but the 

aftermath and the before, why the loss mattered. It changed when Silvana started 

talking about her life with Michael. How she struggled to talk about anything ex-

cept the night of his murder.  

 It wasn’t the retelling of his murder that was hard for her, it was the re-

membering and exposing of every other part of their life together, the parts of 

their life that made them a “normal” and loving couple. That’s the hard part for 

everyone, the retelling of the everyday. Silvana remembers her life with and with-

out Michael in such romantic ways. Every instance filled with love and happiness. 
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After he is gone the love is still there and she spoke with a constant reverence to-

wards him. Towards each action that was done with him on her mind. She wanted 

to talk about him, even if she didn’t know it. 

 When the whole of this project was realized and it was admitted that our 

families lives would have to intertwine with Silvana and Michael’s on a more the-

matic level, my mom was more than happy to dish out all of the information she 

could provide. In fact she had so much to give that I, more than once, had to ask 

her to write it down and save for later. The only thing she wasn’t forthcoming 

about was the reason her biological father didn’t attend her wedding. 

 “He had something better to do,” she’d said.   

 “What did he have to do?” 

 “Something better. Who knows. It’s not important, he wasn’t ever there, 

but it was a small wedding anyway and that was fine. I didn’t care,” she said. She 

just wanted to marry my Dad, she told me. Then she started to tell me about a 

case she worked years ago, that had nothing to with weddings or our family. I 

don’t remember what case, but she was back on a roll and would tell me my 

heart’s desires, as long as it was what she wanted to talk about.  

  Dad remembers nothing.  

 “Dad what was this like?” Then he’d sit and stare up for a minute, as 

though recalling.  

 “Hmm. I don’t really remember,” was the reply and Mom chimed in from 

somewhere “Yes you do,” she’d call with some sort of start off to the story. “Oh 

right,” followed by a short explanation. Unless I wanted to talk about his college 
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experience or the Air Force, he wants to talk about that, but subjects about death 

and the inner workings of life are harder with Dad. 

 I was an excavator when I talked with my dad. I happily tried, dove deep 

in the quick sand and came up choking, so during a trip to Charleston I asked my 

Aunt Kitty instead. If she talks about it, then it’s ok for Dad to remember too.  

 “We’re not gonna have any of us that remember these stories if we don’t 

tell them to you,” she said and smiled and placed her hands around her mug of 

tea, whiskey, and honey. I made the mixture for all of us. “Call me anytime you 

want to hear stories. I’ll tell them to you.” 
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In The Beginning  

 

 Mom got her job as a Victims Advocate on December 21, 2001, I was 

eleven. Just having switched from a private to a public middle school I was glad 

mom was back at work. She had “forced” her previous employer to fire her. Mom 

was working for a privatized sector of The Department of Children and Families. 

While she was making the best money she’d ever made, her depression was 

through the roof. Locked in her bedroom on the weekends, sulking by the fire-

place Monday through Friday, was a normal scene in our home. She did manage 

to pull herself out of her states long enough to take me to ride my pony Beau. 

We’d go after school some days, but without fail every Saturday morning. She 

jokes she has a permanent line from the fence in her butt. I think she loved being 

out there. She had a stronger connection with Beau than I did.  

 Mom wanted to leave the company. She didn’t approve of their operating 

procedures involving the children. There was little concern for the actual mental 

well being of children. The placements in foster homes were sometimes worse 

than the situations they had originally been removed from. Throughout her years 

as a social worker my mom had seen a lot of horrible things, but had not been 

called in quickly enough to save them all. She was sure that children were best 

with family, if rehabilitation was an option. This company was only concerned 

with the bottom line of government grants coming in thanks to foster homes on 

their roster. Of course, she wanted to be sure that she didn’t flat-out quit. The job 

market in her field, with that kind of pay was slim and she had decided that it may 
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be time for a new direction, plus there was the ability to collect unemployment, 

she said, if you were fired. 

 A short six months past and Mom was interviewing for a new job at the 

sheriffs office for Hernando county. She got it. My mom has a habit of getting 

what she wants and has managed, three times now, to obtain jobs that she techni-

cally does not have the college requirements for. Her on the job experiences and 

personality seem to be enough to always get her in where she wants. My first rid-

ing teacher, Ms. Dorothy, once said Mom could have tea with the queen of Eng-

land or a beer with the bluest-collar man. It does seem a compliment and Mom is 

proud of it.  

 The taking of this new job meant that she had to keep a lot of information 

secret from me and Dad because she worked on open cases. The chances that ei-

ther of us would know anyone involved in these cases was usually slim, but there 

was always that unexpected encounter that involved the day-to-day of someone 

from my school, on my swim team or in The Future Farmers of America. They 

were not often. Still, the fact that Dad or I could say something to the wrong per-

son left a lot of burdens for Mom to hold on her own.  

 

  For years she did a great job of holding it together. She even seemed to be 

enjoying always being on call. Being on call, all of the time, on top of working 

the 8a.m.-5p.m., give or take, hours that were already expected on weekdays will 

wear on even the strongest of minds. She did seem happy for the first few years. 

She stopped crying. She cried all the time at her previous job. Depression never 
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really goes away, you just find ways to suppress it, forget about it for a little 

while, by changing routine. I don’t remember ever seeing my mom drink while 

growing up. Seriously, I try now to look back and assume she must’ve had a beer 

every now and then when we went for Friday night dinners at the Country Club, 

but that is overshadowed by the alcohol that was always in my dad’s hand. 

 The first big case Mom dealt with was handed to her barely two weeks af-

ter officially taking over the full job requirements of the Victims Advocate. Sil-

vana Altieri was the victim of being a survivor. She had survived her husband Mi-

chael being murdered in front of her eyes and bared the scar across her soft face to 

prove that the assault had not just been on him. Her two girls had survived too. 

One had survived by not fighting and that one saved her sister by hiding her in a 

closet. My mom would spend the next few months talking to Silvana everyday. 

They were all survivors, Mom too, of different things.  
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Shalimar Avenue 

 

 The first deputy arrived at the yellow house facing west on the single lane 

street. The outside white trim flashed with multi colored lights twinkling in a syn-

chronized pattern. It was, at around 2 o’clock in the morning, seven hours into his 

twelve hour shift which had been uneventful until this disturbance call. There 

were two vehicles parked under a carport. He parked his car in the front of the 

driveway. 

  Getting out of the car the deputy looked towards the small front porch of 

the house and saw a shadowed woman standing with towels overflowing her 

arms. He wondered if she was the one who called in the report or the one commit-

ting the disturbance. There was nothing to suggest he should be cautious in his ap-

proach towards her and yet he was weary of the stillness at the scene in front of 

him. The petite woman saw him and she dropped the remaining towels to begin 

moving to him. The blood on her was clearly visible and fresh, leaking from a 

gash across her lower jaw and clotting in her short cropped tawny hair.   

 “Help him.  He’s been stabbed,” she said and rounded her path heading 

back towards the house. She was quick and they were on the brick porch steps in 

seconds. The blood on the front door frame hit from the shoulder down. A man’s 

limp frame laid in a pool of red and his greying hair was tinged rhubarb. The 

flashing lights of emergency vehicles and response teams moved in touching all 

dark corners of the neighborhood now changing the shape of the small nested 

woods.  
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 “Help me turn him over,” she screamed as she reached down for Mi-

chael’s shoulder, her black leggings and oversized shirt disguising the amount of 

blood she had lost herself.  

 “Help me!” The deputy feared that she shouldn’t be touching him any-

more. Her fingers were getting caught in the puncture wounds up and down Mi-

chael’s side. There was more blood spilling onto the red paved space with every 

effort she gave to roll him over. She grabbed his head and tilted it hearing a gur-

gling and thinking that he was choking. She knew she was choking and Michael 

had more blood coming from him than she did. She began trying to apply pressure 

to the wounds with the sopping towels on the porch floor.  

 “Ma’am is there anyone else in the house?” He tried to keep his voice 

even as she continued to scream at him, demanding his assistance in flipping Mi-

chael over.  

 “What’s your name?” The deputy asked reaching for her. 

 “Silvana. Now help me!” The more she screamed the more blood came 

spewing from the gash across her cheek. Approaching the body he noticed a lacer-

ation on the right forearm. The towels she had thrown down had not even begun 

to lessen the amount of blood on the porch leading from the body into the yellow 

house.  

 “He stabbed him. He stabbed Michael right here.” She was motioning 

frantically towards her left side under her armpit. There is an artery there and the 

amount of blood on the porch was showing the story well enough. There came an 

even smaller frame in the doorway. Rebecca had come from her hiding spot in the 
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closet out onto the porch now. There was another deputy walking up to the porch 

now and their radios were beeping back and forth as they began to asses the situa-

tion together.  The second deputy called over the radio, “Do you need a first aid 

kit at the residence?” 

 “10-4”  

 Deputy Nugent quickly grabbed the first aid kit from his unit’s trunk and 

continued towards the yellow house and breeched the steps, first aid kit in hand. 

The deputies gazed at each other and knew one needed to get the woman inside. If 

she remained on the porch, with the young girl standing there watching, they 

would have a hard time doing their jobs. The newly arrived deputy gripped Sil-

vana by the arms and hoisted her from Michael’s side, her screaming.  

 “We need to go inside the house,” he said kindly. He turned her towards 

the door and nodded at his fellow deputy who watched as her small frame went 

inside the house, proceeded by her daughter, and followed by the slim figure of 

the deputy. He approached Michael’s body with more urgency once Silvana’s 

back was turned and searched for any signs of chest movement. There was no 

breath. Pulling a glove from his pocket he quickly donned it and searched the 

bared neck for a pulse, there was none.  

 Silvana came back onto the porch with towels overflowing her arms. She 

began shoving them against the left side of Michael’s body, willing the colored 

cotton to work as a bandage to stop the bleeding. Her hysteria flooding out in sen-

tences about the attacker, descriptions of his tan shorts and sandy yellow shirt and 

how he left towards the woods with her oldest daughter in tow. Daniel had taken 
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their twelve year old middle schooler into the woods. He was running because he 

stabbed Michael and had a hostage. Daniel had stabbed Michael and run down the 

street in his tan shorts and yellow shirt, covered in Michael’s blood and dragging 

Josephine.  

 “Wake up Michael!” Silvana’s screaming had turned from hysterics to a 

strong plea, her yellow hair in clumped strands falling into her face. 

 “Wake up Michael. Wake up Michael. Wake up Michael. Wake up Mi-

chael.” She pushed towels beside his body, their colors all turning dark, repeating 

the sentence after each.  

 Blue towel. “Wake up Michael.” Blue towel. “Wake up Michael.” White-

Towel. “Wake up Michael.”  

 White. “Michael wake up!” Blue. “Wake up!” White. “Michael wake up!”  
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Bleeding 

 

 There was no way Silvana was going to allow this to occur on the day of 

her wedding. Red and white were not good colors together if not on a candy cane. 

Certainly not when the red was going to dry in a brown fashion upon her silk and 

lace gown.  

 “Mom!” Silvana’s scream came pained from the bathroom of her child-

hood home.  The house she still resided in and shared with her parents.  

 “We need to call the doctor.” 

 “Why? What’s wrong?” There was panic clear in Maria’s, voice as she 

opened the bathroom door and reached for her daughter. Silvana breathed deeply 

as she tried to form the words spinning in her head.  

 “I started my period. I can’t be on my period during my honeymoon! How 

can we fix this?” Silvana cried and gestured to the lower region of her body. Her 

small frame covered in a fluffy pink bath robe with her slender legs peeking from 

beneath.  

 “Call your doctor.” Maria spun from the door and headed away from her 

daughter. Silvana quickly realized no one was going to help her because they 

didn’t want to be near her.. Not because of lack of love, but because it wasn’t as 

big of a deal to anyone else. A period on your wedding day doesn’t seem to re-

quire such concern to some, but to Silvana it was a big enough deal that she re-

members the trauma associated with it today. It mattered to her and you are, hope-

fully, only a bride once.   
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 Silvana walked to living room and took hold of the phone in her clammy 

palm. It was a Saturday and the doctors office would surely be closed, but there 

had to be a message service or at least an emergency line. It just keeps ringing, the 

tension catching in her throat and then a voice.  

 “You have reached the office outside of normal business hours if this is an 

emergency please hang up and call 911. If you need to connect to the on call doc-

tor please call 617-344-3993 and you will be assisted as soon as possible.” 

 “Ugh!” Silvana put the phone down and dialed the number again to write 

down the emergency number. She dialed and waited for the answer.  

 “Hello how can I help you?” The woman on the other side of the phone 

sounded calm and placid. Silvana thought she clearly had no idea that she was the 

answering service and that she should be much less passive in her welcome.  

 “I need you to contact the doctor now!”  

 “Miss, is this an emergency? If so you should hang up and contact 911.” 

She was still calm and rational in her questioning.   

 “I started my period and I’m bleeding! Silvana’s voice raised, growing 

more frantic with each sentence. “It’s my wedding day and I leave for my honey-

moon in the morning. I need the Doctor to fix this!” There was a pause and then a 

snicker as the answering operator began to grasp the ever growing exasperated 

Silvana’s situation.  

 “I can have the doctor call in a prescription for a higher grade of birth con-

trol if you’d like?” 
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 “Yes! Yes, please!” That was all Silvana had wanted, a solution to the 

problem and here it was, now, if she could figure out a way to make the curtains 

of flood rains stop and it to be forty degrees warmer. She could’ve gotten married 

in a different season. April showers was not a nursery rhyme that had meant much 

to her until now.  

 “I will contact the Doctor and put a rush on the prescription for you. It 

should be ready very soon. Congratulations,” the operator came through in the 

same placid tone.  

 “Oh,” the statement caught Silvana. “Thank you,” she responded and hung 

up the phone before she could hear the service woman’s response.  

 

 Her circumstance could only get worse if she reached for this door and it 

didn’t open. The door gave as she tugged it toward her and ripped it open the re-

mainder of the way. Silvana was plainly aware she looked like a loon to everyone 

at the drug store. It was also apparent she didn’t care as she began tearing through 

the store turning down aisles frantically as she searching for salvation. The curlers 

in her head half falling out and her housecoat soaked through.  

 Someone had it worse somewhere, but right now Silvana was sure even 

they would’ve sympathized with her situation. Except for whomever was working 

in the drug store today; they had no souls. Surely the clerks were just terrified of 

the petite woman running, half crazed, throughout the store screaming about 

needing her prescription so that she could stop bleeding. The confusion must have 
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been evident on their screwed faces as there was no evidence, they could see, of 

blood. 

 Silvana made her way to the pharmacist counter.“Listen,” she said water 

dripping from the lose waves framing her face. The perfectly placed curlers had 

fallen on her run from the car and now dark umber loops hung around her neck 

and face as hot rollers unwound from her head.  

 “My doctor called in a prescription for Silvana Campaniolo. It is my wed-

ding day and I am gonna need that script now. I’m leaving with my soon to be 

husband for Barbados tonight. I will not be on my period during my honeymoon.” 

 The crazy look in her eye remained as the pharmacist took a half step back 

blindly grabbing for his plastic basket of prescription fills. “Let me see,” the phar-

macist said rummaging around in the white plastic baskets. “Here it is! Ms. Cam-

paniolo.” 

 “Thank you!” Silvana stood there allowing the relief of the moment to run 

through her as the pills were rung up. Now, she thought, just need to brave the 

rain and cold and fix this hair to get to the church on time.  
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Hearts 

 

 There’s always someone who has it worse, that’s what my mother always 

told me. I wonder if she would say that now, lying in her hospital bed after the in-

cident that she refuses to call a heart attack. That’s what the doctors, the nurses, 

and our family members are calling it, but her stubbornness has allowed her to be-

lieve that is just a serious case of indigestion. That the two stents in her heart were 

not put there by surgeons to save her life and that the multiple beeping and bloop-

ing machines are simply a way for the hospital staff to punish her for wanting to 

go to the bathroom. She has convinced herself, and nearly convinced my father 

and I, that she doesn’t want anyone here with her. She wants to be alone she tells 

me. She didn’t even want me to come, but here I am, with my computer in my 

lap, in the uncomfortably cold Intensive Care Unit room 209.  

 My mother is not happy with me for disobeying her request not to come. I 

had to remind her that I am her daughter and can be just as, if not more, stubborn 

and mean. She’s more concerned with my schooling and me making my deadline 

for my monthly grad school submission than she is about anything else in my life 

or hers. I should be at home, in my condo that Dad and her gave me the down 

payment for in lieu of the big wedding I would’ve never had anyway, instead of 

here in her hospital room, the day after her heart attack, folded into a plastic chair 

at the end of her bed.   

 “I’m cold,” she winces. Dad quickly rises from his chair to grab the near-

est blanket. He’s tired and hasn’t slept or eaten in fourteen hours. I have tried to 
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tell him he needs to eat, but he just nods and continues to sit staring at the ground 

and occasionally typing an email on his phone.  

  “Just put it on me,” she says watching my dad unfold the blanket. He starts 

to lower it onto her. “Not like that. It’s too heavy that way.” He continues to fin-

ish unfolding the blanket and then lays it across her gingerly. When he sits down I 

can see he’s pained. He still loves her, after almost 26 years of marriage, as much 

as he did when they started dating. The courtship was not a long one, my Dad be-

ing thirty-seven and my Mom his junior by thirteen years. He had waited a long 

time to marry, knowing he just hadn’t found the right woman yet. I’m certain he 

never planned on meeting her at an after dinner supper club, which is a really nice 

way of saying a bar.  

 Mom had left work later than usual that day and knew that trying to get 

through St. Petersburg traffic from her downtown Department of Children and 

Families office would take some time. Sitting in traffic is not something anyone 

ever looks forward to. She called a friend who also worked nearby and asked 

what plans he had. His response was eager because my Mom, who is still lovely 

in her early fifties, was a stunner in her mid twenties. Her shoulder length blonde 

hair was full of curls and volume and her blue eyes mirror my own with a green 

and yellow center encased in a navy rim. It was more her fit figure that had the 

men tied though. In her twenties she could’ve body doubled the Charlie’s Angels 

Farrah Fawcett. He was meeting a friend at Pinrod’s Palace. She figured it was a 

better alternative to an extra hour of traffic.  
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 She’s finally sleeping now so I have decided to skip asking her what her 

friends name was and call him Tom. Tom greeted her with a “Hi Tammy,” as she 

claimed her seat and ordered a beer before jetting off to the restroom. It was my 

Dad who showed up next. My father, in his early sixties now, is a well aged man 

with greying brown hair and kind hazel eyes. I know from pictures that those ha-

zel eyes used to be far brighter and that his smile could kill. He was fit being not 

long out of the Air Force. Tom Cruise was fitting the form cast by men like my 

Dad.  

 I can see her gazing at me over the chair.  

 “Do you want some potato soup?” I know she’s only looking at me be-

cause I’m making noise. I’ve asked her twice and my Dad has asked three times if 

she wants any soup or anything at all and the response is always the same; an em-

phatic no, followed by a moan or two.  

 I am doing a fabulous job of making my mother into a self serving villain 

at this point and that is simply not reality. She’s in a lot of pain and is very scared 

herself. Mom does just about everything for Dad and me. She manages the house-

hold, bills, repairs, cleaning, and such. She works full-time, always has, in what 

have been some very thankless and emotionally draining jobs. She’s been a social 

worker, a Victims Advocate for the local Sheriff’s office, and is now working for 

the school district as Behavior Specialist and advisor to the teachers, which of 

course leads her to talking with students. My Mom is gifted with a sensitivity that 

brings out the truth in any situation. She is bright and has an energy that is conta-

gious even to the most closed off person. It used to drive me insane that I felt she 
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was constantly analyzing my life, it still does. It is only now that I can remind my-

self she does it to help. Her strength in this life has been given to helping others. 

That strength and vibrance is what caught my dad’s attention that night and has 

held it all these years. Dad had walked into Pinrod’s and spotted Tom across the 

way sitting at the bar. He reached his friend and grabbed the chair next to him to 

take a seat.  

 “No, wait Pete. You can sit there,” Tom said waving a hand over the seat.  

 “Oh no? Why not,” Pete chuckled and continued to hold the back of the 

chair thinking Tom was making a joke. Tom pulled out the seat on the opposite 

side of him and gestured.  

 “Wait until you see what’s sitting there.” 

 My cup of soup was empty and the salt had left me thirsty. Luckily there 

was a multitude of drinks sitting not more than two strides from my chair. I 

shifted my weight and the squeaking began. Every sound amplified by the still-

ness of the room and the steady breathing. 

 Mom had snored twice now and that was as good a sign as any that sleep 

was coming to her. Never, did I think I would be happy to hear my Mom snore. 

Even heavy breathing bothers me. In this moment every awful loud and raking 

breath only helps to steady my thoughts. Crap, I have to pee.  

 My parents were engaged six weeks later. My Dad’s age and experience 

told him he knew what he wanted and that there was no reason to wait. The first 

talk about marriage was while doing laundry and the wedding was not far behind 

even though Mom hadn’t met all of Dad’s family yet. They were married in a 
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hunting lodge in South Carolina on December 25. They honeymooned in Charles-

ton at The Charleston Place hotel. It would be less than a year before Mom would 

forget her diaphragm one night and change both of their paths.  

 My dad had still not returned from his trip to the cafeteria so I assumed he 

had chosen to take some time away and eat in a less stressful setting or he didn’t 

want me to argue with him about not eating enough. I noticed my Aunt Cindy, 

Mom’s little sister, in her sleek black knee length dress and cropped jacket stand-

ing just outside the closed glass door. Her petite figure looking slim and steady 

under the pile of blonde hair on her head. I rose quietly from my chair and tip toed 

out to see her. The door slid shut behind me as she wrapped me in a hug.  

 “Hi. How is she,” she whispered.  

 “She’s trying to sleep, finally.” My throat felt tight when I answered re-

membering I never got up to drink or pee.  

 “Oh, that’s good. She needs to sleep. Has the doctor come by yet?” Her 

heels clicked the floor as she moved to look in the sliding door.  

 “I didn’t know she was sleeping right there.” My mom had moved into the 

chair, where she slept last night, because the hospitals air mattress was uncomfort-

able and didn’t offer enough support. ICU had blow up mattresses, I assume for 

the change in soft to firm for the comfort of patients. 

 “No,” I jumped back to the discussion. “I haven’t seen a doctor yet.” 

 “Doctor Mendez was here this morning. Maybe he’ll come back later.” It 

was clear to me that Aunt Cindy was concerned, but she sounded more confident 
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than my dad had. There was a calming effect to her speech. The rhythm and ca-

dence of her words were a comfort, something I have known my whole life.  

“She’s going to be alright Margo, but the road ahead is long,” she said and turned 

from the room stepping back to me and began explaining the happenings of last 

night to me, again.  

 There was a beeping come from a machine in the room behind me.  

 “The Doctor said there was a 100 percent blockage and 99 percent of the 

other left...” 

 I could hear a nurse talking to someone on the phone about dosing of a 

medication I had never heard of dipthro-something. Twice and then... 

 “but the surgeon did a great job. There is a partial blockage somewhere on 

the left side...” I paid attention. “They didn’t do anything to it though because its 

not enough of a blockage to need to be stinted.” Got it I thought. She smiled and 

we both craned to look into the sliding door. Mom was awake now and motioning 

us in.  

 “What are y’all talking about out there?” Her tone was questioning, but 

there was no breath behind it. Aunt Cindy moved to sit in the chair across from 

my mother and I remained to her left by the bed standing.  

 “You silly,” I said. Aunt Cindy and I laughed, my mom just smiled. “What 

else would we talk about? You’ve been the center of our world for the past 24 

hours.”  
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 “It’s a nice change,” Mom said smiling. Cindy and I started laughing 

again. If we could continue to break the tension maybe she would start to feel 

more herself again.  

 Mom’s moaning started almost immediately after the laughter. It was too 

much for her. I sat down on the side of the bed and shared a glance with my aunt 

laced with despair. I knew it would not be an easy road for her, for any of us, to 

travel up. Her moaning was painful to listen to.  

 “Are they ever going to give me pain meds! What’s the point of being in a 

hospital  if they won’t make you feel better!” There was no question in my mom’s 

tone. She was just angry and hurting. She wasn’t asking for any extra medications 

now, just the ones she usually takes for her rheumatoid arthritis. Her Vicodin, for 

the pain, sometimes she only takes half; Fioricet, for the headaches, it also has a 

muscle relaxer in it which helps with everything, that she doesn’t take daily; a 

B12 shot, for her energy, her body has stopped absorbing enough of  the vitamin; 

and the myriad of other vitamins and supplements she needs to continue to live 

her life in a semi-normal state of non-pain.  

  “I’ll get the nurse,” I said as I turned to the door. The day nurse, who my 

mom has been at odds with since I arrived, was sitting behind the wrapping grey 

desk typing away on her cell phone. I’m sure that whatever her text was about is 

far more important than the care of her patients. I put on my best sweet southern 

accent in hopes that honey would catch this fly.  

 “Excuse me Miss,” pausing for her name. 
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 “Missy.” Her tone was curt and winded. I knew this was never going to 

work with her and my mother. My mom, as kind as she is, does not do well when 

she’s not in control and this woman, with her height and literal depth was not go-

ing to give into Mom’s wants and so fights would ensue.  

 “Missy. Could you tell me how much longer it will be until my mom is 

due for her medication?” 

 She squared her shoulder and placed her phone down. “She has already 

had 6cc’s of morphine. That’s all I can get her doctor to approve.” Shut down. 

She hadn’t even considered that I didn’t mean that sort of drug.  

 “Well, that’s very good of you,” trying hard to hold onto that sweet tone 

and my patience. “She’s really asking about her normal medications that she takes 

at this time. I don’t know if y’all are aware, but my mom suffers from.…” 

 “Multiple symptoms. Yes, I know. I’m getting those meds ready now.” 

She cut me off. That fat wanna be fake ginger bitch cut me off! Multiple symptoms 

my ass. She has rheumatoid arthritis and a B12 deficiency! My Momma is not a 

drug addict or crazy. She is in pain and needs to be taken care of and you are 

supposed to be doing that! So, put your effing cell phone down and do your job!  

 Breathe. 

 “Thank you.” I told her turning and walking back to my mom’s hospital 

room. I tried to be quiet as I entered the room hoping beyond hope that my mom 

might be sleeping. She wasn’t.  

 “She’s getting them,” I said. 
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 “She said she was getting them two hours ago. Ugh,” My mom groaned. I 

knew it had been at least an hour because I had been there that long. I was past 

annoyed with that nurse too. I’m not sure that I cared what my mother got into her 

system at this point as long as I didn’t have to hear her moan in pain again. I 

didn’t understand why she couldn’t have her regular medication that allowed her 

body to function normally. 

 I completely understand that everyone has stuff going on in their lives, 

that my mother isn’t the only one in this ICU unit that had suffered a heart attack. 

There were people dying on this floor. I could understand that and sympathize as 

well, with the other patients. I sincerely hoped they were not experiencing the 

same treatment. Did it really take this long to treat the five patients on your ros-

ter? I don’t think reading over someone’s shoulder is a crime. The real issue here 

was that the medications weren’t prescribed by the hospital, they were prescribed 

by our family physician or her arthritis specialist. So why did the hospital get to 

control when she could have them? Wasn’t it best to allow her to take her medica-

tion as normal, while she was hooked up to all of these machines and they could 

monitor her heart and all of its beeps and clicks?  

 My dad walked back into the room, sandwich-less and confirming my 

thought that he had chosen to eat elsewhere or pretend to eat elsewhere. “How’s it 

going,” he said sounding a bit more refreshed, but still exhausted.  

 “They still haven’t brought me my meds.” 

 “I told you I was getting them,” Missy was saying as she entered the room. 

She was carrying a fistful of individually wrapped pills and one plastic cup. She 
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was waddling into the room slowly, a result of a recent back injury. Today was 

her first day back on the job. When I learned this I felt slightly sorry for her, but 

right now I just wanted her to give my mom her pills and stop the moaning and 

her pain, of course.  

 “Finally,” my mom sighed flopping her head back onto a pillow. Missy 

placed the pills onto the bed side table and pulled out a bulky black hand held de-

vice. She began tapping furiously at it.  

 “I have to go register all of these. I’ll be right back,” Missy said this while 

quickly retreating towards the door. She was leaving after we had waited this 

long. No wonder my mom was in pain. She had suffered a heart attack. We had 

almost lost her and now they wouldn’t even give her her own medication to help 

with the pain.  

 My mom has always had pills in her life. She was used to taking them for 

the multiple afflictions she had gained throughout the years. Her first real diagno-

sis was that of depression. She had been prescribed everything from Adapin to 

Zoloft, but the only thing that hadn’t made her sick or more irritable had been a 

20mg dose of Prozac and so that’s what she had stayed with.  

 Sure, she still had the occasional episode. A bout of hysterics or lashing 

out for no real reason other than she was feeling overwhelmed or under appreci-

ated. I’m sure at times she was actually both of those things by some or all in her 

life, but the wrath of it was bound to land on the shoulders of myself or my father.  

 There would be nights that she threatened to leave because Dad had too 

much drink. Sometimes she would just lock herself in her room and cry behind a 
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closed door. She would pick nights or days to sit on the red brick hearth by the 

empty fire place and cry or just sulk. Dad and I could never find a reason behind it 

other than he was a drunk and I was an ungrateful daughter.  

 Truthfully, Dad did drink too much for a few years, to cope with the stress 

of a growing teenage daughter, a depressed wife, and mounting expenses and I 

was a smart ass and too strong willed for my own good. He would sit on our 

screened in back porch from the time he got home, still in his button down 

stretched collared shirt, always in a light shade of blue or white, tie undone and 

removed, but shirt still tucked in and belt still on, sipping his Dewars and water 

out of a medium clear plastic Tervis tumbler. It was a normal sight that I never 

thought much of.  

 Mom would sit out with him, sometimes, and smoke cigarettes, so Dad 

started smoking too. Both talking maybe or just staring at the red bricks or out the 

screen at the expansive back lot they purchased because my mom didn’t want an-

yone blocking her view from the porch, or french doors, or large transom win-

dows. They would puff, he would drink, and I never realized how much he would 

drink. I think it only seemed like a lot when his kidneys couldn’t process the alco-

hol anymore and he stared to fall into walls. Really though, I was probably too 

young to remember.  

 I remember pouring more than two half full handles down the kitchen sink 

one day when I beat both my parents home. The porcelain sink was quite as it 

took the poison, gulping from the flow of liquid. I was trying to stop the fighting 

and make them both happy, but all I did was piss them both off. It wasn’t my job 



30 

to fix them. Not until my own depression “diagnosis” did I see what Mom and 

Dad had been struggling with for years.; Life is hard and sometimes you want to 

cry and drink and sit on a porch somewhere quiet. This is why she locked herself 

away. Why she decided to call my father and tell him to come home when she felt 

overwhelmed by their crying baby girl. None of it made my mother weak, she just 

wasn’t afraid to cry or ask for help. Her emotional pain, like her physical, 

weighed heavily on her and she was just as sensitive to it.  

 “Alright then, here we go,” Missy was seemingly explaining her disap-

pearance as she reentered the room. She peeled the pills from their plastic holds 

and placed them into the little plastic cup. Mom perused the cup of pills, practiced 

and knowing of her daily dose.  

 “I don’t take this many pills. I only take one Prozac..” 

 “I know. I know.” Damn this Missy really liked to cut people off. “We 

only have 10mg doses here so I had to give you two pills to get your 20mg dose,” 

she explained. 

 “Oh.” My mother’s tone showed she was less than enthused. She took the 

pills and tried to dump them all into her mouth at once, but her bodies muscles 

were not cooperating fully with her decision.  

 “Mom, you don’t have to take them all at once.” She just smiled and con-

tinued to jostle the pills around until they were all hidden behind her lips. Missy 

leaned over her watching as she weakly reached for the glass of water on the ta-

ble. She helped now and handed her the cup. Mom swigged the water and swal-

lowed all six of the group.  
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 There was something in my mom’s strength that I found sustaining in this 

moment. Whether she wouldn’t die because she was too mean or if it was because 

she was stronger than any of us had fathomed I couldn’t say. Then, the moaning 

started again.  

 “It hurts when I breathe,” Mom said. Then Missy answered with the long 

winded explanation of how it was going to hurt for the next few days because her 

body had been through so much. She had used every muscle in her body during 

the attack and it was very normal to feel this kind of pain. The pain she was expe-

riencing was not respiratory, that was at one hundred percent. It was simply resid-

ual muscle soreness. This was going to take a long time.  
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Scene: Laundry 

 

Characters: 

 

Charles “Pete” Stewart - A thirty-seven year old,  5’11” male with brown hair 

cut short and  soft hazel eyes. His skin is healthy, but pale because of his strong 

Scottish/Irish heritage. Fit and thin, he is always well dressed with his shirt 

tucked in and a belt. He wears glasses that are very large and round. A military 

man, he is regimented and well spoken, but a bit of a player.  

 

Tamera Abernathy - A twenty-four year old, 5’7” female with blonde hair that is 

curly and hits at her shoulders. She has bright blue/green eyes, a tan, and a 

strong bone structure thanks to her Native American heritage. Her background 

working with children in poor circumstances has mad her kind, but she knows 

how to have a good time and has dry sense of humor.  

 

Props:  

laundry basket, laundry 

   

  (PETE and TAMERA are doing laundry in the community laundry 

room at Northeast Coachman Park Apartments in Clearwater, FL. There are 



33 

eight washer and eight dryers. A load of laundry has been put and another is be-

ing removed to be taken back to TAMERA’S apartment. PETE has begun to talk 

about the future of their relationship.  

 

Pete: How do you feel about marriage? 

 

Tamera:    I think my laundry is done.  

 

Pete: Okay, but how would you feel about... 

 

Tamera:     I don’t want to talk about it in here.  

   

  (Exeunt TAMERA stage left. FADEOUT) 

 

  (Curtains open with lights up and we are in TAMERA’S apartment 

bedroom. There is clean laundry spread upon the bed and she and PETE stand on 

opposite sides of the bed looking across at one another.)   

 

Tamera:    I just didn’t want to talk about it in the common room.   

 

Pete: Can we talk about it now? 

 

Tamera:    I still haven’t made up my mind about school. 
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Pete:  What about it? 

 

Tamera:    About if I want to go back and get my law degree or not.  

 

Pete: If you marry me I will pay for that. 

 

Tamera:    What if I want to go back before we get married? 

 

Pete: I may not be here. I’m not as young as you are. I’ve waited and now I’m 

ready. I know what I want. 

 

Tamera:   I don’t know what I want to do with school yet.  

 

Pete: Well I don’t have time to wait.  

 

  (silence across the bed as they stare)  

 

Pete: I might not be here when you do decide.  

 

  (PETE puts down the piece of laundry in his hand.) 

 

Pete: Look, I’m going home for my reunion at The Citadel, I’ll be gone all 

weekend. We can talk when I get back. 
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  (Exeunt PETE stage right. TAMERA lays down in the pile of 

clothes and listens to the sfx. of a door closing. She remains there for about five 

minutes before rolling over and reaching for the phone next to her bedside.) 

 

V.O. Pete:     You’ve reached Pete Stewart with State Farm, I can’t get to the 

phone right now so please leave your name and number and I will return you call 

as soon as possible. (sfx beep) 

 

Tamera:     Ask me again when you get back.  

 

  (BLACKOUT) 
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Back at Shalimar Avenue 

 

 The deputies made eye contact with each other and using hand signals 

confirmed that the male victim was dead. The second deputy reached again for his 

portable radio to relay to Dispatch that the Emergency Medical Team needed to 

be expedited to the scene. Releasing his breath, he turned back towards the front 

door and noticed the smaller figure hiding just beside the door frame. The child’s 

slender frame and light pink night gown were half covered in blood. She couldn’t 

be more than seven or eight years in age he thought. How long had she been 

standing there? 

 “Ma’ am,” he said clipped, to get her attention from her husband, he as-

sumed, who was lying on the porch. Her response was immediate and she locked 

eyes quickly with the deputy.  

 “I think it’s best if you and your daughter head to the hospital to be 

checked out. Y’all don’t need to observe any further and we can help him from 

here.” He directed her, with her hands on the girls shoulders, down the steps and 

towards a waiting ambulance.  Towards the hands of the hospital and the hands of 

the detective who would be en route there. 

 EMT’s from the rescue team were kneeling down next to the male victim. 

The Lieutenant of the medical team was at Michael’s head. His years on the team 

making him practiced and able to determine quickly what they all knew to be true. 

 “He’s DOA.” The slang term of Dead On Arrival flowed so practiced off 

his tongue. The remaining deputy removed a pad of paper and noted the time and 
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that the white male, Michael Altieri was indeed deceased. There was much specu-

lation still about the why and who this suspect was, what was his relationship to 

the victims, but most importantly what was the reason for killing the husband and 

leaving the wife alive? The chase giving way in the woods adjacent was solving 

some of those mysteries. He would need to go back to his cruiser and get the 

bright yellow crime scene tape to wrap around the yellow house with its twinkling 

Christmas lights. The ones Silvana and Michael had just finished hanging that af-

ternoon. Walking to his car he radioed to dispatch that a forensics team needed to 

be en-route.    

 The deputy, fear still sitting in his brow, reached for his issued radio and 

directed communications to send all remaining responding units to BOLO for a 

medium height male dressed in tan shorts and a yellow shirt headed south on 

Shalimar Avenue. He could see patrol cars driving past the house as he stood by 

his car with the other deputy. The ambulance drivers disembarked.  
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Silk & Lace & Dance 

 

 She looked beautiful beyond the standards of any bride. The rain and wind 

had not stopped her from making it back to her house in time to straighten up the 

curlers and wipe the mascara lines from her olive skin. Silvana’s attitude had im-

proved immeasurably since receiving that little white bag at the drug store. She 

had taken the pill as soon as she could get her hands on water. There was no affect 

yet but, the knowing was in effect and working on her mood quickly. She could 

head to the church now with the confidence that her wedding and her honeymoon 

would be everything she wanted. Silvana looked one last time at her reflection 

and released the bottled up breath she had held inside.  

 

 The urge to jump up and down before sprinting down the isle and into her 

fiancé's arms was almost too strong. The doors swung away from her as the wed-

ding march began and the audience rose from their seats, a standing ovation for 

the great love story unfolding for their eyes. The white silk gown graced the floor 

around her tapping feet, a circle of embroidered flowers encircling her. Taffeta 

billowed underneath, lifting the hips of the heavy silk dress up ever so slightly 

and giving breath to the lace bust that flattered the sheer netted neckline falling 

into a V frame of fresh petals and leaves.  

 Silvana realized she could’ve been bleeding, soaking wet and curlers fall-

ing, the black flakes of dried makeup and tear tracks could have still existed in 
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place of the perfect smile and pinked cheeks and Michael would’ve still looked at 

her as though the crowd standing with oohs and ahhs around them was gone.  

 It was easy to be imperfect and accepting of life’s flaws when the love you 

were walking to was right. There was an easy sway to her one two walk cadence. 

Her arms stayed steady and in place under the puffy sleeves that almost brushed 

her ear lobes. The high white lace collar was so ornate there was no need for a 

necklace and the trail of lace continued the length of her delicate arms as though 

the white roses and lilies had grown her gown fresh and new. Silvana didn’t think 

of the blood that had spilled earlier and the screaming that had occurred. There 

was nothing wrong with this moment, menstrual or not.  

  Michael stood there framed in his white tails and black bow tie the only 

piece of color two red rose buds in their greenery. His dark hair left long and cut 

just above his ears with a slight curl falling down to his shirt collar. His hair 

flowed into his dark beard encircling his smiling mouth. His chestnut eyes reach-

ing for her down the aisle across the moment.  

 I love this man so much Silvana thought with a giddy that propelled her 

down the aisle, her floor length veil behind and held on by the crown of white 

flowers. Only her practiced movements of this moment kept her from hopping up 

the steps to him. Michael’s smile radiating along with her glow. Had he always 

smiled this intensely she wondered or was it just the build up of the event? No, 

she realized this was the same smile she had seen in the dim light of the night club 

when she caught him.  
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 In the night club that night Silvana had known the DJ across the room was 

the one she had made her way to see. She allowed the butterflies to fill her stom-

ach. Silvana had picked him out of the crowd before, but this time he would pick 

her out. She was going to make sure he noticed her and kept noticing her. Her 

friends had noticed Michael too, but as he walked over to the huddled group of 

girls it was clear that the two had already made their choice. Silvana had made it 

known to her friends that she was dancing with the DJ and now as he extended his 

hand and said hello it was clear that he was dancing with her too.  

  

 “Repeat after me,” came the priest into Silvana’s reverie. She repeated the 

words that were practiced and known to her. Words she had thought about saying 

as a little girl. “To have and to hold…. I do.” Her words were practiced but, she 

said them without thinking. There was no need to think about that question be-

cause the answer had always been yes. From many dinners and movie nights on 

the couch the answer had been there.  

 “I now pronounce you husband and wife. You may kiss your bride.” Sil-

vana stretched up on her toes and wrapped her arms around Michael’s neck.  

  

 The large reception hall stood dark upon their arrival, but as the switch 

was flipped and the dim lights warmed there was a Christmas glow coming from 

the potted trees and standing three bulb lamps. The white clothed tables encircled 

the large wooden dance floor. The largest table of all sat at the front of the dance 
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floor raised two feet off the floor and draped in lace. Silver three tiered candela-

bras stood tall and elegant in the center of the white tables giving more light to the 

dim room with high windows stretching from wall to wall giving an illusion of the 

night joining them. Fog covered the mahogany wooden dance floor and stretched 

to the fully exposed brick wall on the far side of the large room.  

 “Let’s welcome the bride and groom,” The hand corded microphone 

boomed across the room as they entered. 

 “Mr and Mrs. Michael Altieri.” The wind wiping outside couldn’t have 

stolen the smile from Silvana’s face. The night was only beginning, but for Sil-

vana the most important part had happened; she had married her man and he was 

her husband. Then a frosted castle caught her eye and she remembered there was 

more than just dancing and a honeymoon to get to. The cake needed to be cut.  

 Calling the cake three tiered did not do justice to the artistry and design 

her sister had put into the chocolate cake donning white frosting. It was an ab-

stract castle with events occurring on each pillared level. The bride and groom 

figures held safely on the tallest and smallest tier of the cake and under their own 

little tented covering. A crimson fountain bathed underneath the castle and stood 

surrounded by green ferns dotted by buds of ruby color. Three pillars held the first 

layer above the fountain, each pillar having its own small bouquet of red and 

white buds and white ribbon that flowed from the bouquets in straight streams. 

This first tier held two ornate stair ways each leading to their own small cake atop 

four pillars and each sheltering a statuesque figure beneath. The railings of the 

steps curved and curled in swirling patterns along the patterned poles protruding 
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from the steps. Placed by design as though combining these two separate smaller 

cakes and allowing the once separated lovers to find their way up to the safety and 

reverence of the top of the castle.  

 Before Silvana could touch this castle she had to dance her first dance as a 

married woman. Hand in hand they slid gracefully onto the dance floor draping 

their feet in the fog spilling around the room. Michael kissed her, not for long 

enough, before begging to spin her around the floor. They glided around for a mi-

nute before moving into an easy sway.  
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Scene: A Different Type of Cabin in the Woods 

 

Characters:  

Charles “Pete” Stewart - Pete is the same as he was in our previous scene as 

only a short time of six weeks has passed. Only in this scene he is probably in a 

more relaxed clothing style because they are at his home.  

 

 Tamera Abernathy - Tamera is the same as the previous scene as well and most 

likely, while relaxed, is in a business casual dress coming from work.  

  

Pete’s Family:  

 John and Catherine - father and mother 

 Angus and Anne - aunt and uncle  

 Kitty - Pete’s oldest sister. Brown hair and brown eyes, 5’3” and full fig-

ured.  

 Johnny and Anne - Pete’s other older siblings  

 Madison- Kitty’s husband. 

 Laurie - Johnny’s wife. 

 Jim - Anne’s husband. 

 

 Kitty & Madison’s children: 

  Mary, Campbell, and Buck Howell  

 Johnny & Laurie’s children: 
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  Jack Stewart and Kate Stewart 

 Anne & Jim’s children: 

  Lee Monroe and Jay Monroe 

 Cousins:   

  Roy & Joyce Stewart 

  Tara and Ryan Stewart 

  Miriam Stewart & Sarah Stewart 

  

Tamera’s Family: 

 

 Ginny McKenzie - Tamera’s mom. About 5’2” with short died brown hair 

and a full figure. She is in her early forties, not much older than Pete and the 

same age as some of his siblings.  

 George McKenzie - Tamera’s stepfather about 5’10”. Also in his early 

forties and a little younger than Ginny. He already has greying hair. A slender 

build and wears glasses. Has two girls from previous marriage.  

  Cindy Abernathy - Little sister to Tamera and only blood sister in their 

blended family. She has bright blue eyes, dark brown shoulder length hair and 

her mother’s height and figure. 

Props:  

phone, ring, bouquet, Bible  
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  (Lights up and we see TAMERA and PETE in PETE’S condo not 

far from her apartment. It is early December and TAMERA is wearing a diamond 

ring on her left hand now. The phone begins to ring in the kitchen and PETE goes 

off stage left to answer it. He returns quickly and is stretching the phone cord on-

stage.) 

 

Pete: For you. My sister, Kitty.   

 

Tamera:    Why? I haven’t even met her. I haven’t met any of them.  

  (PETE shrugs his shoulders and thrust the phone towards her 

again.)   

 

Tamera:  Hello? 

 

Kitty: (South Carolina drawl that leaves out R’s) Tamera. How are you?Tamera:   

I’m fine Kitty. How are you? 

 

Kitty: Good. Good. I wanted to speak with you about the engagement. Congratu-

lations again.  

 

Tamera:   Thank you.  
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Kitty: Well, I guess, more about the wedding. Have you thought about a date 

yet?  

 

Tamera:   No, not really. It doesn’t really matter to me so I haven’t thought much 

about it.  

 

Kitty:  Oh great then! Well, I was hoping that maybe we could convince you to 

set a date soon. Maybe in the month? 

 

Tamera:   This month? 

 

Kitty: Yes. I’m sure Charles has told you that mother is not doing well. With 

Charles being the baby we all want her to be here to see him get married. We 

didn’t know if he ever would get married.  

Tamera:    Okay.  

 

Kitty: Okay? 

 

Tamera:   Sure. I mean, I’m gonna marry him either way. I don’t have anything 

yet though. Not even a dress.  

 

Kitty: Oh don’t worry about any of that. You and Charles just get her safely and 

Anne and I will handle the planning and help you find a dress when you get here. 
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Tamera:   Sounds good. Do you want Pete back? 

 

Kitty: No, no, tell him I’ll call him later. Bye.  

 

Tamera:   Bye.  

 

  (Turning back to face PETE on the couch) 

 

Tamera:   She’ll call you later.  

   

  (FADEOUT) 

 

  (Lights fade up. We find our couple surrounded by family in a 

hunting lodge, ten minutes outside of THE STEWART FAMILY’S home in Winns-

boro South Carolina, on December 24. JOHNNY, presides over the ceremony that 

KITTY and ANNE, have put together. TAMERA’S family GINNY, GEORGE, and 

CINDY also made the journey.)    

 

Johnny: As long as you both shall live? 

 

Pete: I do.  
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Johnny: Do you take his man, for better or for worse; for richer or for poorer; in 

sickness and in health as long as you both shall live? 

 

Tamera: I do.  

 

   (BLACKOUT)  
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Death and Prom Dresses 

 

I lost my virginity when I was eighteen. Not a rare age to lose something 

that now, at this age, seems like something of such little consequence. At the time 

though, it was something that I treasured. Young Christian girls are taught that 

their virginity is sacred and special. Save “it” until marriage. Hold on to “it” until 

the right guy comes along. My timing was not right, but I made it right for the 

sake of the guy.  

More accurately, for the sake of keeping the guy. Even more accurately 

for the sake of getting the guy back so that he would take me to senior prom, be-

cause otherwise I was going without a date and no girl wants that. Mind you, it 

wasn’t that I couldn’t have gotten a date, anyone of his friends would’ve stepped 

up, but that would break code. Codes. Those unspoken, unwritten rules of conduct 

that exist to keep us thinking it’s a great bargain to trade virginity for a ticket to a 

fantasized dance.   

I had bought a dress my freshman year of school because it was perfect. 

The iridescent grey held green and blue and purple tints of color that slid around a 

few modest rhinestones on a form fitting, but full coverage, bodice. On the back 

of the dress there were three lace ties that went straight across the open back to 

hold the bodice on, but thick ugly straps came across the shoulders. Okay looking 

back it may have only been the color that was perfect. The dress was a size eight 

and I was never that. I was possibly a size six at fourteen and so the task of put-

ting a few stitches here and there seemed less daunting. Four years later I was 
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barely a size two. Eating disorders and body shaming made the original taking in 

of the dress a little harder. The dress was cut and basically redesigned entirely mi-

nus the three ties that held the bodice together in the back and the Cinderella ball 

gown shape of the skirt. I designed the top to be more corset-like with boning 

placed along the front and sides as well as cups to add lift to my breast. The thick 

shoulder straps were sliced down to thin spaghetti straps to fit my slender shoul-

ders. We had to take fabric out of the skirt to make it snug around my waist. It 

was a process. 

So when my on again off again boyfriend told me, in my bedroom of my 

parents’ house, that he would take me to prom if we had sex before, I asked if he 

had a condom. I have never been one to dilly dally. I like to get things done and 

done right. In my childhood bedroom, in my parents’ house, on the queen-sized 

bed my aunt gave me and the frame my parents slept on when I was a toddler, we 

got nothing done or done right. In fact, he couldn’t get it in. 

We tried it for what seemed like a good while, it was probably only a few 

minutes really, for fear of waking up my parents with the squeaking bed frame. 

Nothing worked. We were too naive to know any positions, but him on top of me. 

I don’t even think I knew that the position had a name. I had never watched porn 

and now that I have, I can’t recall anywhere they explain the positions or shout, 

“let’s do this Missionary.” 

We tried again the next day I think, or maybe it was a few days later on a 

Wednesday at his house, only two blocks down the street from mine. It was a half 

day. Richard and Danny were playing Call of Duty in the game room all of 30 
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feet away. His mother wasn’t home and his dad had passed during the seventh 

grade. 

 I remember that my family was preparing to leave for a weekend getaway 

at a resort hotel in Orlando, Florida, The Omni Rosen. When I was younger, we 

used to take weekend vacations often and then those transitioned into weekend 

horse shows as I grew. My mom was gone by the time I woke up and my dad 

tried to explain to my friend Alex and I that she had gone to handle something for 

work early in the morning. She was working as the Victims Advocate for the 

sheriff’s office helping the victims of violent crimes and delivered hard news to 

other peoples’ families often. That was her job and I heard the stories often. This 

time Dad wouldn’t tell me what crime had been committed and why Mom didn’t 

just say I can’t come to the call today.  

Sometimes, if it was a repeat offender or a death notification that the po-

lice could handle, but just didn’t want to deal with, she wouldn’t go. Being that 

we were an hour behind schedule to leave and meet our friends in Orlando, it 

seemed like today would’ve been a good day not to go. 

I can’t remember if I knew something was wrong when my dad walked 

into the backyard and met with our neighbor Mr. Scott. He was my best friend Sa-

mantha’s dad. Samantha and I met on the regular to stand at the imaginary prop-

erty lines and talk at night. Our dads were standing there, hugging and I could see 

that Mr. Scott was crying. I don’t remember if Dad cried. I’m sure he must have. 

Mom did come home, I think a couple of hours later and it was clear she 

had definitely been crying. Alex and I were sitting in my dad’s recliner. We were 
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small enough that both of us could fit in a chair made for one. I can’t remember if 

I was worried by the look my parents shared or if when my mom squatted in front 

of me the hurt on her face registered to my twelve year old brain, but I can see it 

now.  

I had never experienced death. Not in this manner. I’d lost one grandpar-

ent, my dad’s dad, when I was three. His mom was gone before I was born. No 

one I knew personally had died. When my mom told me Mr. Bill, who lived down 

the street, whom I’d known since we moved to Brooksville when I was four, who 

lived in the house behind the house my family had rented, and who’s two boys I 

played with was gone I don’t remember feeling anything. The tall and kind man 

who knew my sandwich order by heart when Dad and I would have lunch at Mr. 

Bill’s restaurant Main Street Eatery, that he and his wife ran, who made his son 

apologize when he had accidentally thrown me from the golf cart we were playing 

on, had died, I remember only I cried.  

I asked if we should skip our trip to stay home. I knew I should be there 

for my friend and his girlfriend who was my other BFF at the time. We should 

certainly not go on vacation, but Mom said no, “It’s okay if we kept our plans and 

have a good time. There was nothing we could do and Mr. Bill would not want us 

to stop living.”  

She was right.  

We missed the wake and funeral, but Brent, the older brother, didn’t care. 

Brent was at my door, waiting, when we returned that Sunday. He and I sat in my 
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backyard on the wooden bench swing that hung from an old oak and said nothing 

for hours. Then we cried, together.  

Looking back it seems inevitable the growing up we would do together. 

We lived a hundred yard dash away and could see one another whenever we 

pleased. It should’ve dawned on someone that this friendship would change into 

something. That he would become the right guy. Perhaps, it is more that the time 

is right and he happens to be the guy at the time. 
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Scene: Bullet Holes 

 

Characters:  

 

Emmaline - Blonde and thin.  

 

John Stewart - Dark hair about six feet tall.  

 

Props:  

Revolver hand gun  

   

  (Fall. EMMALINE and JOHN stand outside JOHN’S house in 

Walterboro, South Carolina as she prepares to leave to teach school on the not so 

nice part of town.)  

 

John: For your protection.  

 

Emmaline:   I will not need this John. 

 

John: Just incase of any rough situations you may find yourself in.  

 

Emmaline:   That is silly. 

John: It will make me feel better about you being away.  
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  (Emmaline takes the gun. FADEOUT) 

 

  (Lights up on JOHN and EMMALINE standing in the parlor of a 

family home in Walterboro. It is just a few days before they are to be wed and  

EMMALINE has taken a job closer to their home in a safer neighborhood. JOHN 

and she are exchanging the gun.) 

 

John: I bet you don’t even know how to use this. 

  

 (EMMALINE takes the gun back and his removes JOHN’S hat. Stepping 

back a few paces she throws his hat high into the air and shoots a hole right 

through the middle.) 

  

Emmaline:   (placing the hat on his head and the gun in his hand) Yes I do.   

 

  (They embrace. BLACKOUT) 
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Still Shalimar Ave 

 

 The deputies both stood by Michael’s body now. The bright yellow tape 

was strung up around the perimeter. They stood over Michael for a moment more, 

waiting for the forensics crew to make their way to the porch. The night had crept 

on into the early morning hours and exhaustion was showing in the deputies eyes. 

The taller deputy  looked to his companion and gestured him into the yellow 

house. They began their search of rooms for family members or others.  

  The family room was the closest to the front door of the house and they 

could easily tell that it had been cleared. Carefully they began walking north to-

wards the kitchen. There was blood on the floor.  Turning towards the dining 

room and traveling along the eastern most wall the first deputy noticed little, if 

any, blood on the floor. They reached the hallway, where there was a master bed-

room to the right, following along the same eastern wall, and another bedroom to 

the right, directly across the hall. That bedroom to the right appeared to be a 

child’s room. The blood trail was leading from the front door to the master bed-

room.  

  

 There were officers all over the neighborhood now responding to the area 

of Brentlawn Street and July Avenue. Parked all along the yards of the slight 

street sat the cruisers with flashing lights bouncing in every direction. Two K-9 

units had arrived and were set up on opposite sides of the small bit of woods sepa-

rating the small block of houses. Daniel was now the official homicide suspect. 



57 

The little house was all lit up. There was no suspect that would come back to this 

particular space. After a few of the officers moved vehicles into a blockade they 

assembled into teams and struck out on foot in a perimeter track. Daniel sat al-

ready sunken in the shadow of a tree on a wooded lot across from 10220 Norwick 

Street. 
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Soothing 

 

 The air hit wet against her face as she stepped off the plane behind her 

new husband. The Barbados air was thick and warm, the opposite of the cold sleet 

they had left up north. She looked at the back of his head as they traveled to the 

taxi line. Michael pulled Silvana up beside him and wrapped his arm around her 

small waist. Her white travel suit was buttoned only once at the waist and she had 

managed not to wrinkle it during the seven hour and fifty something minutes of 

travel. It wasn’t an unpleasant flight, smooth and easy, but it was still a plane and 

a layover and Silvana was glad to be on the ground.  

 She wasn’t glad however that no matter how she shifted the itching was 

still persisting. It had started that morning when they woke to head to the airport. 

That annoying itch and slight burn that you want so badly to scratch, but you 

know you can’t because lets face it it’s not appropriate in populated areas, like 

airports. It was her honeymoon she should be raring to go in all areas, but it was 

on fire. She had to tell Michael what was going on. This needed to be fixed. She 

knew that wearing a bathing suit of any kind was not an option with this condi-

tion.  

 Michael was behind the hotel shuttle helping the driver place the luggage 

into the trunk of the van. He easily lifted the plain brown suitcases packed to the 

brim with multiple outfits for each day. Silvana thought of how to compose the 

idea that her female vitals were on fire. This could not get worse. She had to ex-

plain to her new husband that she was almost positive she had a yeast infection or 
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the beginnings of one and that they were in a foreign country. Silvana began to try 

and think of home remedies she had heard of, but none were coming to mind. She 

was pretty sure that Vagisil wasn’t offered in foreign countries. Silvana climbed 

into the van and took Michael’s hand. She was happy.  

 “Michael, we need to talk,” she said in a whisper.  

 “Okay,” Michael said leaning closer to her and kissing her cheek.  

 “What about?” 

 “There’s some stuff going on,” she tried to say even more hushed as she 

waved her hand over her lap. 

 “Yeah? I think I can help take care of that,” he said with a smile spreading 

across his lips.  

 “Ugh! Not that kinda stuff.” Silvana’s hand wrenched away from his and 

came down hard on his leg. Michael played along and whaled as if she had man-

aged to severely injure him. She laughed and grabbed the back of his neck to pull 

him closer. She lowered her voice even more and dropped an octave in tone in 

hopes the driver would not hear what she was going to say next.  

 “I think the pills the doctor prescribed may have caused some complica-

tions.” She leaned back and looked him in the eyes hoping that would be enough. 

He simply raised his eyebrows slightly and gazed at her waiting for the rest of the 

explanation. She returned with an exasperated look and grabbed the back of his 

head this time pulling him in close to her.  

 “I think I need to go to the pharmacy.” 
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 “Okay but why?” He wasn’t trying to be difficult, but her slyness was not 

allowing him to grasp the situation.  

 Silvana placed her lips as close to his ear as she could and whispered “I 

have a yeast infection.”  

 Michael wasted no time in communicating to the cab driver that the next 

stop would need to be a pharmacy or the closest thing to one near the Hilton Bar-

bados. Silvana tried her best to relax into the seat of the van and not shift herself 

to relieve the itching. 
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Scene: Iodine 

 

Characters:  

 

Michael Altieri - A strong young man in his twenties, 6’2” with dark brown hair 

that is shoulder length with body. He is well built and has olive skin tone. Well 

dressed, but always with a relaxed air about him. 

 

Silvana Alteri - Petite young woman barely 20 and slim in figure with good hips. 

She is 5’3” with brown hair that has a strong wave. She has a kind face and a 

strong air of innocence.  

 

Older Gentleman -  Greying hair and shorter. The grandfatherly type with a tan.  

 

Silent Young Man -  Slender guy with an adolescent look.  

 

Props:  

 

Squirt bottle filled with a rusted liquid (The kind that restaurants put ketchup or 

mustard in, but clear.) 

   

  (A pharmacy, small clap board style building, tourist accouter-

ments line row shelving, Advil and toiletry essentials. SILVANA and MICHAEL  
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have stopped at the pharmacy to retrieve some sort of remedy for SILVANA’S ail-

ment.)  

 

  (MICHAEL enters through the door of the pharmacy in a hurry, 

with SILVANA on his heels, and heads directly for the counter towards the rear of 

the building where a SILENT YOUNG MAN stands.) 

 

Michael: I need a pharmacist.  

  (In a very drawn out and exaggerated tone.)  

  Shee haas a yeeaast infectioon.  

 

(SILVANA reaches the counter beside MICHAEL just in time to hear him say 

these words loudly enough for the whole store, SILVANA drops her head into her 

hands and begins to laugh.) 

 

Silvana:  (laughing) Oh God…  

   

  (An OLDER GENTLEMAN approaches the counter now, with a 

bottle in hand, having overheard the conversation.) 

 

Older Gent: (Sitting the bottle on the counter.) This.  
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  (MICHAEL and SILVANA both stare at the bottle then look back to 

the OLDER GENTLEMAN.) 

 

Older Gent:  (Pushing the bottle forward and with emphasis.) This.  

 

  (Looking from MICHAEL, who has picked up the bottle, to the 

OLDER GENTLEMAN) 

 

Silvana:  (surprised) You mean I’m supposed to put that in there?  

 

Old Gent:  Yes.  

   

  (SILVANA takes the bottle from MICHAEL.) 

 

Silvana:  Thank you.  

   

  (Turns to leave.) 

 

Michael:  (While paying) Thank you!  

   

  (They make their way out of the store heading back to their hotel 

shuttle. SILVANA turns to MICHAEL, she is beaming.) 
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Silvana:  Thank you.    
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Murky Cuts 

 

 I always wonder how long my dog can actually hold his bladder. I try to 

take him out every six to seven hours, but sometimes that just doesn’t happen. I 

built a porch potty for him, but he hasn’t really taken to it. The cat has. Some-

times I wonder if his ability to hold it is related to the way he manages to stop 

midstream and then walk for another two minutes before deciding to mark again. 

It’s really impressive.  

  The ability to hold things in is certainly a talent, but much like holding in 

urine for to long, which can cause a UTI, the results can be equally painful. It al-

ways seems like a good idea until there is blood running down your hip and a pair 

of safety scissors in the sink, and you’re sitting on the floor of your studio dorm 

room. 

 It’s all about the experience. The growth that is experienced and the scars 

that we have to show for it. The most obvious one being that one on my hip. I 

don’t know if I actually thought it would help to saw into my skin to help with my 

depression, but it seemed that a whole slew of people used this technique as an at-

tempt to feel better, so I thought sure, why not me too. the only knives I had were 

butter knives so I reached for the next best thing I had, scissors.  

 Scissors are not designed to slice like a razor, they cut when the blades 

work together. When they function independently of one another the blades do 

not seem to work as well and a sawing motion is the only way to cause any 

change. It didn’t help.  
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 I was’t sure what to do so I texted my friend.  

   Mike are you busy? 

   Not really. What’s up? 

   I made a big mistake. Can you come over? 

   Are you ok?  

   Immediately. Yes.  

   I’ll be there in 5. Can I bring Brett.  

   Sure.  

 I was sitting on the floor in my pajamas when he arrived with his little 

brother from his fraternity in tow. Brett and I had met a few times since Mike had 

taken him as a little, but we weren’t friends yet. Our friendship certainly became 

more intimate that night.  

 “Hey there. What’s the big mistake this time little girl?” Mike asked as he 

walked through the heavy door to my studio apartment style dorm. 

“Hi, Mike.” I looked up at him from the speckled gray floor. My tresses pulled 

into a pony tail and water stains on my face. He saw the white pad of paper towels 

I held pressed to my side hidden poorly by my spidery fingers. He didn’t act as 

though there was anything really wrong with this picture though and held the door 

as he ushered Brett through. It was a quick excuse of the knife slipped while I was 

trying to butter bread and ignoring the scissors. 

Pennies for Change 
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 Deputy Horvath moved out of the perimeter track and toward another dep-

uties vehicle and slid inside. He moved the vehicle and positioned it opposite his 

own at the North end of the street completing the barrier around the scene and its 

people. He had noticed a trail of blood leading from the yellow house to the blue 

one across the street. He stepped out of the vehicle and continued in a determined 

gait as he made his way to the neighboring home. 

  Penny English came to the door in tears. Her distress was clear and she 

waisted no time explaining that she felt guilt-ridden because Silvana had come to 

her for help. “She was covered in blood and screaming. All I could do was close 

the door on her.” Penny’s sobs were beginning to interfere with her thoughts. She 

had closed the door in fear for her own life, out of fear that Silvana was being fol-

lowed still, but she had dialed 911 and that thought seemed to calm her. Stating to 

an officer that she had dialed 911 seemed to further relieve her of some guilt. She 

continued with, “After I closed the door Silvana just started shrieking. Not saying 

any words just shrieking.” The tears were streaming again and she cupped her 

hand over her mouth.  

 “When did you first hear any disturbance?” Horvath was quick in his 

questioning. There was no need to go on with trying to console the woman, he 

simply needed the information.  

 “At around two a.m. I thought it was kids screaming and making noise. I 

couldn’t understand anything being said. I just heard screaming and then shriek-

ing.” There was nothing else that he needed from her at the moment. Horvath 

thanked her and began to turn away. 
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  “They were a loving family.” How calm her voice was stopped him. “I’ve 

never even heard them argue. I’ve never heard anything bad from them.” Here her 

voice began to crack again. “They would’ve helped me. Both of them, would’ve 

done anything for me if I was in need.”  

 “Thank you for your help. A detective will be in touch.” Deputy Horvath 

allowed a small smile to spread across his lips, but the comfort had no effect as 

Penny English, sobbing again, closed the door.  
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Sheets 

 

 “What?” Silvana’s scream was enough to bring Michael from the bath-

room with toothbrush still in hand. He quickly moved to the bed to stand beside 

his wife who stood up as he reached her. She had thrown back the sheets almost 

off the bed entirely and exposed a rusted stain on the white sheets. The brownish 

blotch stretched the length of half the bed. It was nearly dried now and it was 

clear to Silvana that there was no getting that stain out.  

 “We’re gonna have to buy the sheets. We’re gonna have to buy the whole 

mattress.” Silvana was turning redder by the minute. It was clear to her that some-

thing had to be done and fast. Michael had said nothing, but continued to brush 

his teeth as he stood beside her and listened to her spout worries. She looked at 

him now and wondered if he had any input. He placed his hands on his hips and 

closed his lips around his toothbrush to hold it. Silvana continued to look at him 

as Michael stared at the spot on the bed.  

 He said nothing. He did turn now and walk back to the bathroom. She 

stood there for a moment wondering what on Earth was going through his mind. 

She followed him into the bathroom where he had jumped into the shower. Now 

she was slightly perturbed at him for not being as concerned about all of this as 

she was.  

 “Michael! What are you doing?” 
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 He poked his head from behind the curtain, “Taking a shower. Care to join 

me?” He was wiggling his eyebrows in such a playful way she almost cracked a 

slight giggle. Silvana composed herself and laced her arms across her chest.  

 “No.” She tried very hard to hide her smile as he frowned and slid his head 

back into the shower.  

 Silvana straightened herself and continued her assault on him. “What are 

we going to do about the sheets?”  

 “Oh I figured that out already. Just get your suit on and get ready to go to 

the beach.” He sounded so confident in this master plan he had neglected to in-

form her about. She humphed a sigh and headed back into the living room to 

change and dress. She could hear Michael humming from the bathroom and the 

shower had stopped. Michael came into the bedroom a few minutes later already 

in his swim trunks and a T-shirt. He grabbed up two large beach bags in either 

hand and smiled at Silvana who was standing again by the bed staring at the mas-

sive stain.  

 “Are you ready?” Michael asked. Silvana turned around and looked at the 

two bags.  

 “Yes, but what about this?” She motioned towards the sheets on the bed. 

Without another word Michael swept over to the bed with bags in hand and began 

to gather the stained sheets from the bed. Silvana watched in confusion as he 

stuffed the sheets into the beach bags. 

 “What are you doing,” she asked a little bit of terror in her voice.  
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 Michael finished stuffing the bags and then placed the sunscreen and 

beach towels over top of them. He handed Silvana a bag to carry and said, “We’ll 

take them to the beach and throw them out. No one will ever know and they’ll 

change the sheets today.” He smiled big and proud. Silvana couldn’t help but to 

laugh hysterically as she looped her arm through her sheet stowing beach bag.  

 “By the way, how are you feeling?”  

 Silvana grabbed Michael’s hand and led him toward the door.  
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Scene: Purple Pjs 

 

Characters: 

 

Deputy Ranshaw -  Male with brown hair about 5’10” and in his mid thirties. 

 

Josephine Altieri - Adolescent girl. Dark brown hair that falls just past her 

shoulders. She is not quiet five feet tall yet.  

 

 (vo) Dispatch - female  

 

 Props:  

Deputies Car 

   

  (We find ourselves no longer on Shalimar Avenue, but now at the 

intersection of Norwick Street and Indiana Drive, just a few streets over and sepa-

rated from our original scene by a few small blocks, really uncleared lots. A 

blonde man in a light shirt sprints from offstage stage left to offstage right. RAN-

SHAW pulls onto stage in his patrol car from upstage and stops.)  
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 (Jumping from his stopped car. Reaches for his radio to relay infor-

mation.)  

 

Ranshaw: Now to wait here incase he comes back this way.    

   

  (Hearing a soft cry RANSHAW turns his head away from the 

woods to the direction of the driveway.) 

 

Josephine: (While struggling to walk with light colored pajama pants around 

her calves) Can you take me home to my Mommy?    

 

Ranshaw: (Noticing the blood covering JOSEPHINE’S legs and arms as he 

stoops to her level.) What’s your name? 

 

Josephine: Josephine Altieri  

 

Ranshaw: Dispatch, this is Deputy Ranshaw. I have Josephine Altieri here 

with me at the intersection of Norwick and Indiana. I am going to place her in my 

patrol car until the suspect is apprehended. 

 

Dispatch: 10-4 Ranshaw. 
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  (RANSHAW helps to gently place JOSEPHINE in the backseat of 

the car.) 

 

Ranshaw: Josephine, can you tell me who the man was that ran into the 

woods. 

 

Josephine: He looks like this guy I know named Daniel. 

 

Ranshaw: Can you tell me what he was wearing? 

 

Josephine: A yellow shirt, tan shorts, and he has blonde hair.  

 

Ranshaw:  (after a long pause and deep breath) Did Daniel hurt you? 

  

  (JOSEPHINE responds immediately, but she doesn’t speak, she 

simply nods yes.)  

 

Ranshaw: (With great care and hesitation) What did he do to you? 

 

Josephine: (assuredly) He took me from my home and held me until he did 

what he wanted to. 

 

Ranshaw: What did he do? 
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Josephine: He stuck his finger in me twice and it hurt. 

 

Ranshaw: Where were you when he did this? 

  (Lifting her slender arm, covered in darkening blood, JOSEPHINE 

points towards the house attached to the driveway that Daniel had come from.) 

 

Josephine: Over there. Behind the house, in a clearing. 

 

Ranshaw: Is there anything else you can tell me about Daniel?  

 

Josephine: Daniel used to date our neighbor Tonya, but they don’t anymore 

because he is a heroin addict. 

 

Ranshaw: Do you know Daniel’s last name?  

 

Josephine: Wingard. 

   

  (sfx. barking in the distance. BLACKOUT) 

  



76 

The Reality of Monsters 

 

 Monsters, the kind that scare you as a child, never scared me. I wasn’t 

afraid of what was hiding in the closet. I wasn’t afraid of what was under the bed. 

Never afraid of what was slinking in the dark, though my yellow duckling night 

light still lives in the bathroom for the sake of people not bumping into walls. The 

house is very dark.  

 The monsters find their niche at night. At night, in bars or in restaurants, 

or in a crowded club with the music funneling into their ears as bodies sway. 

Every girl has some kind of story of regret that they wish had never happened, but 

that’s not what this is. I wasn’t raped. I was drugged and spared the rape portion 

because a couple across the street saw me on the steps of the bar and saw some-

thing was wrong and wanted to stop it. 

 Many victims of rape do blame themselves. I shouldn’t have been there. I 

shouldn’t have drank so much. I shouldn’t have put myself in that situation. They 

shouldn’t have to feel that way. I shouldn’t have to think that I shouldn’t have 

been in that bar underaged. I was a kid and kids make mistakes. The adult male 

bouncer shouldn’t have let me in with an ID that clearly wasn’t mine just because 

I was dressed in a tight dress. I don’t regret going into that bar. In fact I have been 

back many times since with my own ID.   

 We shouldn’t have to feel like we were in the wrong for drinking and hav-

ing libations with friends in what is meant to be a friendly environment. I don’t 
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regret that cranberry vodka. Well maybe that particular one that dosed me, be-

cause I then had a recovery period of two full days where I felt like I had the 

worst hangover ever experienced, but I don’t regret going out for drinks with my 

friends. I only had two. The bartender should not have drugged me or the other 

three girls that it happened to that same night.   

 I shouldn’t feel like it was my fault for getting separated. My sorority sis-

ters should’ve realized something wasn’t right and we should’ve had a better 

buddy system. After this we did and I still am very protective of friends when out 

and about, we stay in pairs. I have outright refused a drink entirely. I have a strict 

policy against drinks I have not seen being poured. Seriously, I have made guys 

purchase a new drink so I can watch it be poured.  

 Making strangers into friends or potential boyfriends is a wonderful time 

and establishments that serve alcohol are a great spot to do so. Asking to be 

drugged and touched inappropriately in public while I’m passing out in some-

one’s arms that I don’t even remember the face of because I met them after their 

bartender friend slipped a Roofie into my second drink of the night? No one is 

looking for that.  

 We met at one of my sister’s apartments to start the evening and I took 

one shot before we left. The typical cookie-cutter apartments built in the early 

2000s, with granite like counter tops and tile in the kitchens and bathrooms. There 

was nice clean carpet in all three bedrooms and the living room as well. There is 

no dining room just a little nook that the girls had put a glass top table and four 

chairs in.  
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 I arrived past fashionably late for the pre-game so there was no pre-any-

thing time for me. After getting past the bouncer with the real ID, and credit card 

as a second form, of one of my sisters, who, other than the fact that we both have 

blonde hair and blue eyes, looks nothing like me, we were met by screams of joy 

and handed a drink by another sister, which was promptly split between two of us. 

It seemed only right that we pose for a few picture with the birthday girl before 

heading to the bar for a second, one and half, round.  

 I remember walking to the bar and ordering three cranberry and vodkas, 

easy rookie drink of choice. The bartenders in this bar were quick to pour, they 

still are. I grabbed two of the drinks and swiveled around to hand them off, then 

turned back to grab mine, Rookie Move #2. Happily I bounced back over to the 

gaggle of girls and took a long swig before sorority squatting for a picture of all of 

us. That’s all I remember.  

 This letter that was written for me by the couple that took it upon them-

selves to see that I was safe is the only real explanation that I have. I do remember 

the following morning telling them that I really liked their car, an Audi. I also am 

proud of myself for sticking to my fake ID’s identity so fully that even Diana, 

writing the letter, addresses me as Laura. It is all I have from that night, the only 

physical evidence of the things that happened.  

  

 

 

 She wrote: 
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 “Hi Laura,  

They took you out of MacDinton’s and left you on the front step of 

 Howard. We saw you. From Cork. The Cops were wanting to arrest you, 

but we went to get you water and hold you while you were throwing up. There was 

a man there that was being conspicuous, hence I thought he might have passed you 

a Ruffee. You are in the apartment at 408 S. Tampania Avenue on the couch. You 

have some Gatorade and are more than welcome to have whatever in the fridge or 

cupboards. We left you on the couch on your side, and next following up with you 

to see if you were ok. We are in the room to the left so if you have any questions 

from us, the officers, the people at MacDinton’s, the people present, please feel free 

to knock at our door and talk to us. I would also understand if you don’t want to 

talk. I just want to make sure you are ok. I noticed your anchor necklace. I’m not 

sure if you're a Delta Gamma. But I am an AOPi. I am honored, Diana.”    

   

 Is it possible that we as a society have created this merry-go-round of 

abuse? It is in no way the victims fault, but what situations do we as victims put 

ourselves into in order to have fun, look sexy, and fit in. What kind of world has 

been allowed to exist where others think that taking advantage of anyone is appro-

priate or acceptable. A short skirt doesn't mean she wants something and the urge 

to control someone probably should lead you to join a leadership group, not take 

that skirt off. Mom says my anchor saved my life and that I’m not allowed to take 

it off, so I won’t.  
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Scene: I Brought You Into This World 

 

Characters:  

 

Pete Stewart - A year older than he was at the wedding. He has greyed a little.  

 

Tamera Stewart - A very pregnant version of the Tamera we knew from the wed-

ding.  

 

Dr. Heller. - White male with brown hair and brown eyes. Average height. He is 

obscured by his scrubs otherwise.  

 

Margo Stewart - White female, weighing in at 9 lb. and 11 ounces. A very round 

baby.   

Nursing staff - Three females all in scrubs. 

 

Props:  

Surgical tools 

   

 (Curtains open on a large surgical room in Morton Plant Hospital. TAM-

ERA is lying on the table draped in blue surgical cloth with her swollen belly as 

the only exposed portion. PETE is in the room nearby, but far enough away to 

give the nursing staff room to move around efficiently. He is wearing full scrub 
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gear. TAMERA has a film of sweat from twelve hours of labour. The doctors de-

cided it is time to move forward with a Cesarean Section.) 

 

Pete: I’m right here. 

 

Tamera:   I know. Can we get this going.  

     I really want it out of me! 

 

Dr. Heller:   Alright Tamera, we’re almost done. (long pause and then a baby’s 

cry) 

 

  (TAMERA tries to sit up on the table to see.) 

 

Dr. Heller:    Whoa, whoa! Hold on and lay down, everything is fine over here.  

 

Tamera:    What is it? 

 

Dr. Heller:    It’s a sumo wrestler! 

 

Tamera:    NO! 

 

Dr. Heller:    It’s a girl. (gesturing towards PETE) Do you want to hold her? 
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  (PETE walks over and takes MARGO from DR. HELLER and then 

walks around towards TAMERA’S head on the far side of the surgical sheet cur-

tain.) 

 

Tamera:   Margo. 

 

Pete:   Margo is perfect.  

 

  (PETE hands MARGO to TAMERA and she cradles her little girl.) 

 

Tamera:   She’s huge!  

   

  (BLACKOUT) 
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Ugat Caught 

 

 He arrived close to the area and saw a sergeant near by. The sergeant saw 

the girl covered in blood resting in the rear seat. 

 “Sergeant, I just saw a white male approximately 5’ 10” with a yellow 

shirt and tan shorts run from there, Northbound from Norwick.” Ranshaw’s hand 

was directed towards a dark house across the street. The area the man had run into 

was heavily wooded stuck between two houses.  

 They continued towards the wooded area and began to move around the 

already stationed perimeter. They noticed the K-9 unit and walked quickly over to 

explain the situation to the newly arrived deputy. Both knew they would be piv-

otal in finding the fleeing suspect or at least their K-9 companions would be. With 

the two dogs primed, they split.  

 One unit began moving along Brentlawn Street walking against the wind 

blowing from the South. There was a chance his shepherd could pick up the air 

scent of the subject hiding between the blocks. The other had begun a track along 

the area that the subject was last seen.  

 Daniel knew he was sandwiched between the two pairs and so ran for 

cover across India Drive staying between Brentlawn and Norwick. One of the 

deputies using his K-9 continued behind Daniel’s scent until it stopped at the 

heavily wooded area based on the West side of India. The second team continued 

to keep the perimeter on the northern end of Brentlawn Street.  
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 The wind was blowing strong out of the South and the first K-9 quickly 

picked up the scent floating on the air. The German Shepherd lead him southwest 

of their location. The path growing darker as they continued in the hunt. The dog 

began straining at the leash and so the first officer radioed to his Sergeant to 

tighten the perimeter. All quickly moved down between the street blocks to help 

pressure the subject. A minute had passed before a voice was heard. 

 “Get on the ground! Get on the ground and place your hands behind your 

back,” the officer’s voice was echoing above the darkness yelling at the subject. 

Deputies from all directions reacted cutting through the thick woods to reach their 

friend, not knowing if he was still within the woods or out on the Norwick side of 

the street. 

 Ranshaw could hear the deputy yelling over his K-9’s barking, “Let me 

see your hands!” Ranshaw picked up speed and began running south on Norwick 

Street to assist him and the other officers. He approached the scene and saw the 

suspect clearly in a yellow shirt, tan shorts, and with blonde hair. Daniel was 

standing and yelling at the officer, “Just shoot me, shoot me!” He was making 

movements as though he was pulling something from his waistband.  

 “Get on the ground,” Ranshaw directed over the commotion and madness 

of the screaming suspect. He was refusing to get on the ground. The K-9, Ugat, 

was released and went to take Daniel by his shorts. Daniel, still refusing to coop-

erate, reached and grabbed the leash from the Sergeant. He attempted to fight 

Ugat, but this only caused the German Shepard to grip down with more fury.  
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 Ugat pulled Daniel to the ground fighting and grabbing. Ranshaw re-

moved his pepper spray. Spraying Daniel was not helping to subdue him though 

and so the deputies stepped back and allowed him to fight Ugat instead. The sec-

ond unit was fiercely cutting through the wooded lot to reach them. They were 

still north of the first teams position.  

 The other K-9 handling sergeant restrained his black Shepard Simba as he 

pulled wanting to join the scuffle, but it was actually all too brief for him to be 

needed. Daniel placed his hands behind his back and lay still. The Sergeant called 

Ugat back to him and Ranshaw quickly put cuffs onto the suspect and turned him 

over to two other deputies standing close by for transport.  

 Multiple units sat idling nose to nose with deputies at the ready creating a 

barrier. If the suspect came that way they would be ready. Several minutes passed 

with no updates and the deputies excited energy simmered. The quick pace from 

adrenaline was passing as the likely hood that they would catch this criminal less-

ened. Then, over the car radio came the announcement that the K-9 Ugat had ap-

prehended the suspect and he was in custody.  

 Ranshaw left the scene, hurriedly running back to his patrol car and Jose-

phine. He saw that another Deputy had begun to tape off the crime scene. He ad-

vanced to his unit and quickly climbed inside. He turned to see Josephine still qui-

etly siting in the backseat of the car and then righted his eyes to the road.     
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Stitched Up 

 

 Detective Rodriguez arrived at the hospital in time with Silvana and 

handed her off to the doctors.  

 “I’ll be in there shortly,” Rodriguez said after Silvana as she and Rebecca 

were whisked through emergency room doors. Not long after Dr. Abbrozzese, 

who had been treating Silvana’s facial wound, came out to meet Rodriguez, who 

was finalizing some paperwork for records.   

 “She has suffered a rather large laceration to her left cheek which seems to 

have been caused by a knife,” the doctor told Rodriguez. He entered the room she 

was in and quietly looked from Silvana to her daughter. Silvana thought Rodri-

guez must’ve been trying to decide where to begin. The doctor had left momen-

tarily to gather what he would need to treat her laceration. Rodriguez couldn’t 

help but to look at her face and the large laceration that lay across it, an extra 

smile to her new mask. She was still visibly shaken.  

 “Silvana I need to talk with you again about the events that took place to-

night.” 

 Silvana tried take a deep breath. “I’ll do my best to remain strong so we 

can put that bastard where he belongs.” 

 Rodriguez nodded and looked again intently into her eyes and then looked 

to Rebecca. Silvana knew she had to get the events right and do so without break-

ing down, again, for Becca and Josephine. Where was Josephine? Silvana started 
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at the thought that they had left the house without her eldest daughter being re-

turned to her.    

 “Please start from the beginning of what you remember,” Detective Rodri-

guez said as he pulled out his pen and a yellow steno pad.  

 “Jo...” 

 “She’s been found and she’s safe. A deputy is on his way to us with her 

now.” She closed her eyes and smiled. Owe. Smiling was going to take some 

time.  

 “At around two a.m. this morning the door bell rang. It woke both of us 

up. Michael got out of bed,” She paused ever so briefly and then continued so that 

the pain in saying his name was barely detectable.  

 “And said ‘It’s two in the morning’ so we got up and walked to the front 

door. I could see Daniel standing on the front porch through the front of the door. 

I told Michael not to answer it.” She reflected for a moment. She needed to get 

this next part perfect.  

 “Daniel said ‘Please open the door Tonya has been in a bad accident.’” 

Rodriguez interjected into the story asking, “How do you know Mr. Wingard?” 

 “He used to live next door with Tonya Stenson. Until he moved out a few 

months ago.” 

 “Thank you. You can continue.” 

 “Michael unlocked the door and Daniel pushed it open the rest of the way. 

He immediately grabbed Michael in a bear hug type manner. It looked like Daniel 
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was punching him in the stomach and then I saw a lot of blood coming from Mi-

chael.” Silvana looked at Rebecca. She seemed to be doing fine or at least the 

same as she was before, just quiet. Silvana continued.   

 “Rebecca and Josephine had come out of their rooms so I yelled for them 

to go back into the room and lock the door. I grabbed for Michael’s shoulder and 

he fell to the ground. As soon as he fell I ran for the bedroom to try and call 911. I 

grabbed the telephone and turned around, but he had followed me. Daniel made a 

motion like he was going to punch me, but instead I felt something sharp hit the 

left side of my face and I fell down. The phone fell out of my hand. I watched 

Daniel walk back towards the front door where Michael was laying and start stab-

bing him.” Silvana stopped, but only to catch her breath. “I ran into the kitchen 

and grabbed the telephone, dialed 911, and ran out the front door with Daniel 

chasing behind me. I ran across the street to Penny’s house and banged on the 

front door. Penny answered the door, but she was frightened and slammed the 

door shut. I looked back towards my house and saw Daniel walking towards Nor-

wick Street and it looked like he was carrying someone.” 

 “I ran back home and to the girls room. Josephine was missing and I found 

Becca in the closet. Then the police started to arrive.” Silvana stopped and waited 

for more questions.  

 Rodriguez saw this was the end and so he obliged. “Were you friends with 

Mr. Wingard?” 

 “No. I’m friends with Tonya, she lives next door,” Silvana said firmly. 
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 “Tonya and Daniel moved next door towards the end of summer so we in-

vited them over for a BBQ. Daniel never came over except for that one BBQ. I’m 

really only friends with Tonya.” Silvana sucked in a quip of air, “There was one 

time, when Tonya was at work, Daniel asked me to come over to show him how 

to use the washer machine. I walked into the garage and noticed that clothes were 

being washed. He asked if I would come inside and I did, but when he tried to get 

me into the bedroom I left. I told Tonya about it and she kicked him out later.” 

 The doctor entered and spoke softly, “Detective, I need to treat her injuries 

now.” 

 “Of course. We’re finished talking for now.” Detective Rodriguez stood 

and looked back towards Silvana. Please don’t leave. Please don’t leave she 

thought. If he leaves I might lose my nerve and I need that right now. Please don’t 

leave. Rodriguez nodded and continued towards the door. No, Silvana thought, 

but the detective turned at the last second and reached for the chair in the corner.  

 “If it’s ok with Mrs. Altieri, I’d like to stay a bit longer until her daughter 

Josephine arrives and in case I have more questions?” He sat down before the 

doctor could say anything.  

 “Yes,” Silvana said.  
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Scene: Entrance of The New Advocate 

 

Characters:  

 

Tamera Stewart - She has aged since we saw her last. In her forties now, she is 

still thin, her hair has become a very light blonde as she has highlighted it over 

the years. She looks a little tired, but her face does not show much age except for 

the lines around her lips and small crows feet when she smiles.  

 

Silvana Altieri - Her face is half bandaged to keep the large cut covered and 

clean. Her short blonde hair is fixed just so and she seems put together. She is in 

her early forties and has gained a little weight.  

 

Props:  

Note pad and pen  

 

  (SILVANA’s home on Shalimar Avenue. TAMERA is outside the 

front door and SILVANA is inside the yellow house waiting for her to arrive. 

TAMERA has just begun in her new position as Victims Advocate at the Sheriff’s 

office in Hernando County, Florida. It is January 7, 2002. The floor is bare in the 

living room because the whole carpet has bene removed.) 

  

  (TAMERA knocks and the door opes to show SILVANA.) 
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Tamera:    Hello, I’m Tamera. 

 

Silvana:    Come in. 

 

Tamera:    The Sheriff told me to meet with you and offer any help that you need.  

 

Silvana:    I’m afraid to talk to anyone because people will think I am crazy and 

lock me up.  

 

Tamera:    No one is going to do that. Our conversations will be private. (puts 

away note pad) I won’t even take any notes until it’s time for me to write down 

when you want to meet again.  

 

Silvana:    Okay. Tomorrow. 

 

Tamera:    Excuse me?  

 

Silvana:    I’d like to meet tomorrow.  

 

Tamera:    We can meet everyday if you’d like. 

Silvana:     I would.  
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Tamera:    What do you need today Silvana? 

 

Silvana:     Can I tell you what happened? 

 

Tamera:      If it will make you feel better. 

 

Silvana:       At around two a.m. the door bell rang. It woke both of us up. Michael  

got out of bed. And said ‘It’s two in the morning’ so we got up and walked to the 

front door. I could see Daniel standing on the front porch through the front of the 

door. I told Michael not to answer it. Daniel was pleading for us to open the door 

saying Tonya had been in a bad accident. Michael unlocked the door and Daniel 

pushed it open and grabbed Michael and stabbed him in the stomach. I saw a lot 

of blood coming from Michael. The girls had come out of their rooms so I yelled 

for them to go back into the room and lock the door. Josephine hid Becca in a 

closet. I grabbed for Michael’s shoulder and he fell to the ground. As soon as he 

fell I ran for the bedroom to try and call 911. I grabbed the telephone and turned 

around. Daniel had followed me and made a motion like he was going to punch 

me, but he cut me and I fell down. The phone fell out of my hand. I watched Dan-

iel walk back towards the front door where Michael was laying and start stabbing 

him. So I ran into the kitchen and grabbed that telephone, dialed 911, and ran out 

the front door with Daniel chasing behind me. I ran across the street to Penny’s 

house and banged on the front door. Penny answered the door, but she was fright-

ened and slammed the door shut. I looked back towards my house and saw Daniel 
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walking towards Norwick Street and it looked like he was carrying someone. I ran 

back home and saw Michael was on the porch laying face down. I ran to the girls 

room. Josephine was missing and I found Becca in the closet. Then the police 

started to arrive. I grabbed towels and headed back out.  

  

  (FADEOUT)     

  

  (LIGHTS UP. Next day at Michael’s parents home. SILVANA and 

TAMERA are sitting in the living room.) 

 

Silvana:   I grabbed the telephone and turned around. Daniel had followed me and 

made a motion like he was going to punch me, but he cut me and I fell down. The 

phone fell out of my hand. I watched Daniel walk back towards the front door 

where Michael was laying and start stabbing him. So I ran into the kitchen and 

grabbed that telephone, dialed 911, and ran out the front door with Daniel chasing 

behind me. I ran across the street to Penny’s house and banged on the front door. 

Penny answered the door, but she was frightened and slammed the door shut. I 

looked back towards my house and saw Daniel walking towards Norwick Street 

and it looked like he was carrying someone. I ran back home and saw Michael 

was on the porch laying face down. I ran to the girls room. Josephine was missing 

and I found Becca in the closet. Then the police started to arrive. I grabbed towels 

and head back out.  

 



95 

Tamera:     Did you think the towels would help stop the bleeding? 

 

Silvana:     I didn’t know it was too late. Can we meet again.  

 

Tamera:      Anything you need. When would you like to meet? 

 

Silvana:     Tomorrow. 

 

  (FADEOUT) 

   

  (LIGHTS UP. Next day.) 

 

Silvana:     I ran across the street to Penny’s house and banged on the front door. 

Penny answered the door, but she was frightened and slammed the door shut. I 

looked back towards my house and saw Daniel walking towards Norwick Street 

and it looked like he was carrying someone. I ran back home and saw Michael 

was on the porch laying face down. I ran to the girls room. Josephine was missing 

and I found Becca in the closet. Then the police started to arrive. I grabbed towels 

and head back out.  

 

Tamera:     Would you like to talk about anything else? 

 

Silvana:     Can I tell you it again? 
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  (BLACKOUT)  
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 Scene: I Can Take You Out of It  

 

Characters:  

 

Tamera Stewart - Her hair is still a light blonde and has never grown much past  

her ears since Margo was born. Her face has a few more wrinkles. Dressed in a 

night gown.   

 

Pete Stewart - In his mid-fifties with a belly and wrinkles lining just his eyes. His 

nose is redder in color.   

 

Margo Stewart - Seventeen years old with long blonde hair and blue/green eyes 

that match Tamera’s. She is 5’7” and built strong with a broad shoulders build. 

 

Cindy Stewart - A thinner version of her earlier self, she now has shoulder 

length blonde hair and almost seems younger in her forties than she did in her 

thirties.  

 

 Randy Stewart -  White male, 5’4”, with a balding head and full facial hair. He 

has a small amount of hair on his head. He is jolly in his appearance.  

 

Props:  

GMC Jimmy Keys; blanket; pillow  
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  (We find our family at their home in the middle of what has been a 

stressful night between TAMERA and MARGO.  PETE has been trying his best to 

stay out of it and has tried to remain in his recliner by the T.V. with a glass of 

Dewars and water for most of the evening. As teenage daughters and mothers do, 

they have been fighting for most of the day and MARGO wants to leave, but TAM-

ERA has taken the opposite opinion and from there a fight is in the making.) 

 

Margo:     Why can’t I just go down to Brent’s house? I haven’t done anything 

wrong! 

 

Tamera:    Because it is late and you don’t need to. You can see him tomorrow.  

 

Margo:     You’re so unfair! Do you know how happy most parents would be to  

have a daughter like me? I never do anything wrong. 

 

Tamera:    Except back talk me. You’re not goin and gettin into whatever they’re 

gettin into.  

 

  (MARGO heads for the laundry room where the keys to her, truth-

fully TAMERA’S GMC Jimmy that she is allowed to drive to school and the barn, 

are kept.) 
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Tamera:    You are not taking the car! 

 

  (MARGO turns back to TAMERA.) 

 

Margo:      Are you gonna stop me? 

 

Tamera:    I brought you into this world and I can take you out of it! 

 

Margo:     I’d love to see you try. (laughing) 

 

  (TAMERA walks towards MARGO with arms outstretched as if she 

is going to put hands on her throat. MARGO waits to see what will happen and 

when TAMERA’S right hand goes to rear back and come in for a slap she grabs it 

by the wrist causing TAMERA to try and use the left, which MARGO also grabs 

by the wrist. MARGO spins TAMERA around in a deft dance like movement so 

that TAMERA’S arms are now crossed on her chest and her back is facing 

MARGO as they struggle.) 

 

Tamera:    Pete! Make her let go of me. 

 

Pete: Margo... 

 

Margo:    She tried to hit me! 
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Pete: I’m staying out of this.  

 

  (MARGO lets go of TAMERA’S arms and quickly moves to the 

laundry room for the keys.) 

 

Margo:    I’m going to stay at Aunt Cindy’s. 

 

Tamera:   You’re not taking my car. 

 

Margo:    You can’t stop me.  

 

  (MARGO exits out the garage door and FADEOUT.) 

    

  (Lights up on MARGO, CINDY, and RANDY in CINDY and 

RANDY’s living room. There is a white fireplace and a dark brown couch set 

against a picture window. MARGO is standing next to RANDY as CINDY brings 

blankets and a pillow for the couch.) 

 

Cindy:     You can stay the night, but you are going back in the morning.  

 

Margo:    Yeah, okay, but I really didn’t do anything. 
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Randy:     You’re a good kid Margo. We know that.  

 

Cindy:     But you can’t run here every time you disagree with your mom. Some-

times you just have to let it roll over you, in one ear and out the other and do as 

you’re told.  

 

 

  (BLACKOUT) 
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Depression Diaries 

 

 Drowning is peaceful. According to Dr. Robert Taylor from Popular Sci-

ence Monthly Volume 13 three out of four of persons who fall into the water and 

drown will die a painless death, because he becomes insensible on the instant. Be-

fore the actual drowning process occurs the victim is apt to become unconscious 

and so never actually knows that they are drowning. The panic and pain have 

ceased at this point and the unconscious being simply drifts down or away as the 

respiratory function continues until the lungs fill fully. 

  It is the struggle of trying to save your life that is painful. The gasping for 

air and thrashing at the surface. When you attempt to grab chunks of blue to hold 

on to and climb back to the top as though the wall of water could be so easily 

scaled, but the water refuses to be held by you. It doesn’t want to hold you either 

though and so you continue to be able to move through it and fight again and 

again for breath. Each breath seeming smaller and less filling than the last, but the 

water that seeps in with the air is filling. Eventually exhaustion over takes the 

body and here is where the peace is found. There is no sense of anything anymore 

because your bodies organs are shutting down due to lack of oxygen in the blood. 

Your brain will go into that unconscious state to protect itself and you just drift.  

 People who are drowning rarely know they are drowning. Drowning is 

peaceful. Swimming is hard. They don’t explain it this way when they diagnose 

you with “Depression.” They, the doctors, the psychologist, and therapist, won’t 

explain much at all. There is an imbalance of chemicals in your brain they will 
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say and the “B” receptors aren't getting all of the happy chemicals that “A” is try-

ing to send. I’m not a five year old I thought. I understand what depression is. I 

grew up with it. I grew up watching it.  

 Mom will cry sometimes with no provocation. She will suffer some things 

in the silence of her bedroom behind a closed door that will stay closed for two or 

three days and I won’t be allowed in and Dad won’t be wanted in, but he will go 

in anyway. Dad will try to explain that Mommy is just very sad today and that 

she’s not actually leaving. He will be right. She will sit in her car or drive around 

the block, but I will still be sad too because we can’t help her. She will feel guilty 

for not giving enough time. Not realizing that there is no feeling of neglect, 

simply a curiosity about her day. Genetics are a bitch.  

 But no its that this pill will help to unblock these receptors in your crazy 

brain and that you will feel much less sad.  

 “You’re not crazy though,” my therapist always would tell me. You have 

a medical condition. Just like someone with diabetes she’d say. 

 “Yeah,” I’d agree and nod my head. Except that diabetes doesn’t cause 

you to think about how easy it is to access the roof of your dormitory. That the 

five minutes it would take to make the climb up the west stairs and the fast eight 

story drop would be much easier than it was to convince yourself out of bed this 

morning. I would only think this with my head in my hands as I sat in her chair 

and watched her on the couch because I wouldn’t sit on the couch. I wasn’t really 

a patient because there was nothing wrong with me. I was just an adolescent filled 

with angst and repressed emotions.  
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 Surely every nineteen-year-old thought of these scenarios. I was con-

vinced that I would grow out of this. Nothing was wrong with me. The same way 

nothing was wrong with the fact that I saw double in my peripheral vision as a 

child. I had never seen anything different and it hadn’t effected my life so it made 

sense the everyone saw that way until I was ten and the optometrist and my par-

ents stared at me in the oversized gray reclining chair, eyes wide, and asked if I 

was faking to get glasses. 

 “No,” I said. I had always seen that way. Didn’t everyone else I asked. 

The surgery a few months later, that made me miss the annual thanksgiving party 

at school where, that year, I would’ve finally gotten to dress up like a Pilgrim be-

cause 5th graders were Pilgrims, corrected my down vision. I still see double in 

all of my other peripherals and the state of Florida issued me a drivers license.  

 So of course this was just something that everyone else also felt at this 

age. It was normal. Experience clearly teaches me nothing. At nineteen, while so-

rority sisters were out at socials making friends, I contemplated if others would 

suffer my loss. They would’ve. I wasn’t reckless, I was depressed. I thoroughly 

thought every step to every plan and debated the consequences with myself. If I 

didn’t succeed in killing myself could I get arrested? Would this make a large 

mess? Could my parents look at me the same ever? Would they hate me? Would I 

go to Hell? Did God forgive you if you had been diagnosed with a mental condi-

tion?  

 I would sit in the middle of my corner studio, on the tile floor, infant of the 

full length mirror that hung on my school issued wooden armoire and Google on 
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my computer: “Ways to ease depression”; “How to cut”; “Committing suicide”; 

“talk therapy.” Yes I tried to research helpful tips as well. I was in talk therapy. I 

was on Prozac. A very minimal dose. It didn’t change much.  

 I tried cutting once. The physical pain of slicing into the thin flesh of my 

hip did nothing to relieve the physical aches caused by this mental strife. I called a 

friend, I cleaned the scissors in the sink, and placed them back into their Lazy Su-

san style holder next to the pens. Then sat down on the cool grey and white tile. I 

never tried again. I still have the scissors and the Lazy Susan pencil holder.  

  Alice G. Walton of Forbes Magazine points out in a February issue of 

their health and wellness that depression does’t always present itself with the 

common symptoms. Prolonged sadness, lack of hope, or loss of interest in previ-

ously enjoyed activities are the most commonly mentioned symptoms on mental 

health websites and in antidepressant ads, but are not all of the symptoms. The 

physical pain, loss of appetite, loss of sex drive, aggression, self medication, and 

perfectionism are just a few that are externalized factors that are all too often 

overlooked.  

 Mom would clean the house every weekend. I cleaned the bathrooms. The 

toilets had to be scrubbed every weekend. It didn’t matter that they weren’t actu-

ally dirty. I let mine get a ring in it now before I ever touch it. She does too, she 

says. The pastel colored fiesta ware had to be stacked a certain way in the cabinet. 

If anyone else unloaded the dishwasher, usually my Dad, I would go into the cabi-

net and re-stack them all so that every stack of bowls had one of each color and 
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that the plates were alternating colors. I always had one extra bowl and contem-

plated breaking it many times to keep my pattern correct. The consequences 

would’ve been too harsh.  It seemed like OCD tendencies at the time. I was too 

young. Genetics are a bitch.  

 I took Prozac for a couple of years. A very small dose at first and then a 

bit more and a bit more until the sadness went away and was replaced by a won-

derful numbness. The greatness of that numbness was short lived though. I real-

ized that I did want to be happy and that I couldn’t be that if I didn’t feel anything 

at all.  

 At times I thought even the bodily aching would be better than not feeling 

anything at all. How did my Mom balance it all? Where did she find the line be-

tween the extreme hole and the nothingness. With her career taking her from DCF 

case worker, to Victims Advocate, and finally to Behavioral Specialist for the 

school district, she managed to stick around. Three jobs filled with more suffering 

than happiness, she must have found something in the small victories.  

 Or was the secret that she never found balance and she just kept it all in 

for long periods of time and then allowed it to burst out as she cursed my father’s 

drinking habits and went to her car. Did she lose the sadness by witnessing the 

sadness of others and helping them through their struggles? Perhaps more likely 

the strength comes with age and knowing. The pain and sadness still exist on the 

low dose of medication, but you have learned that giving into it does no one, in-

cluding you any good. The hurt doesn’t change or lessen, but you grow and make 

better choices. You have passed the point of thinking there’s an easier way out 
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and have realized that nothing is easy.  Though nothing worth having is and hap-

piness is certainly worth having.  

 I have tried to explain to friends both platonic and romantic that I choose 

to be happy most days. That some days will be bad, but most will be good. It is a 

definite possibility. If you have never known someone who dealt with depression 

it is only because they didn’t let you see.  

 The World Health Organization, WHO, estimates that 350 million people 

world wide of all ages suffer from depression and that women are more highly af-

fected than men. Persistent depressive disorder, PDD, or Dysthymia, is a form of 

depression that last for more than two years. This is typically the type that is not 

caused by a life catalyst, but by the chemical imbalance in the brain. It’s not a just 

a choice anymore or is it? 

 I have to get out of bed every morning to take out my dogs. Some days I 

would rather them mess on the floor than have to get up, but they won’t do that, 

so I’m up and outside by seven each morning. Then, they start playing together 

and the smile starts spreading across my face.  

 

 

 

After the Blood 

 I missed the lesson on how to make the color purple. That all important 

color combination of red and blue, a little of this and a little of that and squishing 
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it all together with your hands so that it comes together to make something com-

pletely new. I missed it because I over slept during nap time. I rarely slept during 

nap time, but this day I was allowed to bring my Pongo dog. Pongo dog was a 

stuffed Dalmatian, from the 1961 Disney movie 101 Dalmatians. I slept with him 

regularly at home and now I was allowed to bring him to school with me so that I 

could sleep better. It worked. It worked so well that I slept through finger painting 

with purple! I have never liked purple all that much really.    

 So, it only makes sense that when I began having seizures my freshman 

year of college and after failed attempts at medication, that I would end up with 

the newest form of medication a very spotted service dog. I didn’t get Mikey until 

two years after I had graduated college. Before we turned to a service animal as a 

form of treatment, I tried many other treatments first.  

  My mom is a huge proponent for talk therapy so, after my first attempt to 

alleviate the pain myself, via blood letting, she decided it was time to give that a 

try. I didn’t want to tell her about the incident. I didn’t have much of a choice 

thanks to my friend Mike. Then she kinda showed up at my dorm room one day. 

There was a call or maybe it was a text message, I can’t recall now, and she said 

she was in Tampa and outside my dorm and I should come down so we could 

talk. I tried to explain I was in my underwear and she suggested I get dressed be-

cause I had an appointment.  

 “I don’t have anything scheduled today,” I said.  

 “I scheduled you an appointment with the school counselor.” 
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 There is never any arguing with my mom, though I try very hard 

sometimes and every once in awhile I am right so I win, but usually it is just 

easier to nod and go along with it. On this day I had no chance. I guess part of me 

also knew that I needed some help too and must’ve been seeking it in some way, 

there just wasn’t anything more I could do for myself, on my own. So, as she al-

ways does, Mom showed up. 

 I think we went to brunch before we went to the student health centre. I’m 

sure we must’ve gotten something to eat because we both get Hangry. Mom prob-

ably got a burger with onions and mushrooms with fries, I probably ordered some 

sort of soup and swished my spoon around in it. We certainly must’ve gone to 

Target to get anything new that I needed, Marshall’s too would’ve been on the 

list.  The level of normalcy would’ve been extreme. Though I wasn’t nervous. I 

wasn’t ready either. The whole day is slightly normal in my memory, even the 

first meeting was normal in my memory. I guess that’s the beauty of memory, you 

can normalize the abnormal.    
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Trials are Not Tribulations 

 

 The sentencing took place on a Monday in July 2, 2002. Silvana talked to 

Michael all night and then she got up and dressed in black and draped the neck-

lace that held his wedding band around her neck. Caught within hours, open and 

shut, confession written and signed, and suspect behind bars for life. “I hope you 

go to Hell, but before you do may you rot in prison,” Silvana told Daniel from the 

stand. Daniel winked at her. She moved towards him and the Assistant State At-

torney placed his hand on her arm. Silvana stopped and blew Daniel a kiss. “Take 

that with you.”  

 There wasn’t any reason for testimony from the girls. Daniel Wingard 

plead guilty to the murder of Michael Altieri and was sentenced to four consecu-

tive life terms with no chance of parole and Silvana mocked him with a “Game’s 

over, Wingard. You lose,” as they took him from the court room in cuffs. So, 

there was a trial that was as painless as a murder trial could be.  

 It was the mov ing back in with parents that was hard, it was that these 

were Michael’s parents and not Silvana’s. They were the girls’ grandparents, her 

parents, her in-laws. Were they still her in laws? Yes, of course they were. She 

knew that would never change no matter what time passed. They had been family 

for far too long and would remain so. Silvana didn’t want to live there though.  

 She spent her days surrounded by her girls, family, and friends, but at 

night she was alone. Michael was gone and she hadn’t smelled him for months. 
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Staying at home she was used to, Michael had worked as an auto mechanic six 

days a week so she could raise their family.   

 She missed her home. This temporary space with the old photos and cloth 

couches and pictures that were not them was not helping. They needed their own 

space. Silvana wanted to go back to the home she had shared with Michael and 

with the girls, on Shalimar Avenue. She wanted to go home, but she was the only 

one. The court trial was over, but the rest of the trials were just beginning.    
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The First Easter 

 

 Silvana convinced them to wear their Easter aprons, that were two years 

too small even though they had worn them last year, decorated with sewn bunnies 

and bright colored flowers. She convinced the girls to come to the kitchen coun-

ter/breakfast bar in their two bedroom apartment, about fifteen minutes from the 

house they grew up in that was now only a home to her, and sit there to color 

Easter eggs, because it was a week before the Christian holiday and that is what 

they always did. 

 So, the sisters sat at the kitchen counter/breakfast bar and they wore their 

aprons, however begrudgingly, and they stared from the eggs, to the dye, to their 

mom, and wondered why she couldn’t see what they saw. They saw that this was 

weird. It was weird because the aprons were too bright and too small. Their father 

was dead and there were bowls of colored water placed in-between cartons of 

eggs and paper towels and paper plates.  

 Silvana smiled. “Alright,” she said handing spoons to both of the girls. 

“Who’s ready to color Easter eggs?” She started to hand them each an egg, but 

they didn’t reach for them so she just put them down on the paper plates in front 

of them. There was so much enthusiasm in her voice that the sisters almost 

thought it would be worth it, for her sake. Each looked at the large grade A white 

eggs before them and the thought was overridden, quickly.  

 “This is dumb,” Josephine said. Rebecca agreed. The idea that everything 

was normal in their small apartment without their father was stupid. The fact that 
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they were made to don their Easter aprons and that Silvana was acting as happy as 

the little pink bunny on Josephine’s too small apron was stupid.  

 Silvana didn’t think it was stupid. She thought it was the only way they 

could move forward together as a family. That they could keep going on just as 

they had before with traditions and family fun. They were still a family, just a 

smaller one, in a smaller home, and they were growing bigger each day.  

 This was how Silvana wanted to see her girls. She wanted to see them dy-

ing eggs, going to school, being with friends, living in their own space, and mak-

ing memories that existed beyond that night. She wanted to love Michael and still 

have a life doing the things that they loved to do and remembering how they did 

them together. He was gone though and the girls weren’t willing to go back to the 

old traditions.  

 Josephine threw the first egg. Then Rebecca joined in and launched the 

first splash of dye across the room. Silvana stood in the kitchen, unarmed, as the 

sisters continued their onslaught of eggs and dye and water. Silvana tried in vain 

to calm them both for a moment and then realized their was no calming them.  

 “Stop it,” Silvana screamed angered that they would they not cooperate 

with her wonderful idea of Easter egg decorating, they would not participate in 

the normalcy she was seeking. She grabbed an egg and threw it towards them, 

back into the firewall that had been coming at her. The scene of the food fight 

continued until all of the water was on the floor and eggs and dye mixed together 

on the white tile. Silvana, Josephine, and Rebecca were lying on the floor with the 
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thrown ingredients. Broken eggshells cracking further under the weight of their 

bodies as they laughed.  

 Silvana looked at her daughters and said “I don’t think these aprons are 

making it to another Easter.” Josephine and Rebecca reached for their mom as she 

sat on the floor with them. Their stains mixed. The bright colors had melded into 

a viscous brown mess covering their arms and legs and faces. The egg painted 

their hair and blues and greens clouded the bunny’s white fur on the aprons. They 

sat there for minute just laughing and hugging. When the laughing died down they 

looked around and stood. The aprons came off and the paper towels came out and 

the cleaning could start.   
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Scene: A Christmas Trees 

 

Characters:  

 

Cindy Stewart: Shoulder length blonde hair and still not showing any wrinkles 

except for the one between her eyes, mid forties, short and slim.  

 

Randy Stewart: Very little hair on his head and a clean shaven face, a jolly 

build, stocky, shows on his face that he works outdoors most of the day.   

 

Tamera Stewart: Late forties and wearing her blonde hair just long enough to 

tuck behind her ears. She still has color in her cheeks, but seems paler than she 

used to.  

 

Pete Stewart: His hair is grey now and he looks more tired than the rest and a 

little bigger in the belly, about sixty.  

 

Ginny McKenzie: She has given up on dying her hair and it is grey. She is in her 

early sixties and has gotten more curved around the middle.  

 

Margo Stewart: Blonde hair that is shoulder length and in need of highlighting, 

blue/green eyes, 5’7”, and very skinny in an almost unhealthily sense. She has 

very little muscle definition.  
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Props:  

Drinking glasses 

   

  (The curtain opens on the family at CINDY and RANDY’S home. 

They are all gathered in the Florida room where the Christmas tree is located 

having a few cocktails and libations. It is just before dinner time on the eve of 

Christmas Eve and CINDY has been staring at the Christmas tree for some time 

now.) 

 

Cindy:    I think the tree is crooked.  

 

Randy:    What? 

 

Cindy:     The tree, it’s crooked. How have I not noticed that.  

 

Pete:  Looks fine to me.  

 

Cindy:     Randy, help me straighten it. 

Randy:     Honey, can’t it wait? 

 

  (CINDY looks at RANDY and he moves from his chair to lay un-

derneath the tree.) 
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Cindy:    Okay, turn it clockwise.  

 

  (RANDY begins to spin the tree counterclockwise.) 

 

Cindy:    No honey, to the left. Your other left. Randy clockwise. 

 

Randy:   I am. 

 

Cindy:    No, you’re turning it counterclockwise, to the left. Go clockwise to the 

right. 

 

Randy:    Damn it, I am! 

 

Cindy:    To the left. The other left. AHHHHH 

 

  (sfx. tree crashing as the Christmas tree tips, hits the window, and 

then comes crashing to brick paved floor, ornaments and all) 

 

Randy:    (from under the tree) FUCK!  

 

  (MARGO and PETE jump up to help lift the tree. GINNY is out of 

her chair and on her knees laughing hard. TAMERA is laughing so hard she has 
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had to cross her legs so as not to pee herself. MARGO and PETE put the tree 

back up and RANDY is now on his feet. Everyone is laughing so hard they can 

barely breath, except RANDY who is still insisting that he was indeed turning the 

tree clockwise.) 

 

Cindy:   Almost everything is fine! Only a few broken ornaments!  

   It looks straight now.   

 

  (BLACKOUT)  
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The First Christmas 

 

 The hardest part was how small the tree had to be. No, that was the second 

hardest part. The hardest part was not having a place to put lights up because they 

were still in the apartment and not in their house. They had sold their house and 

were planning to move out of the apartment soon, maybe. It wasn’t comfortable 

there, but it had become some sort of normal for them. They had a routine there 

and a new version of life and a fake tree with colored lights.  
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Forward  

 

 Four years after Michael passed, Silvana opened a small clothing shop. 

There is only one brick and mortar location in Florida and she has filled it to the 

brim with vintage clothes and accessories.They are true vintage, not just imagined 

vintage that is actually brand new. Restored and waiting for their new lives to 

begin, they hang on hangers or drape on mannequins. The shop is where I met Sil-

vana. Silvana won’t travel. So, I traveled to her and went home, to where I grew 

up, so that I could hear her story from her. When I left for college my mom 

opened up about the goings on at her job so that it would keep in the loop. I had 

heard a lot about Silvana and the girls and Michael from my mom, but I knew that 

if I wanted her to tell me the story I would have to ask.  

 We went to the shop to look around a little too. Silvana sat at her desk sur-

rounded by all sorts of antique jewelry. There was a stack of fascinators on the 

desk and a large glass case filled with the prettiest costume jewelry. She was still 

blonde and very outgoing. Mom pushed me to explain why I was interested in in-

terviewing her. “I’m starting grad school to get an MFA,” I explained. “I haven’t 

done much in my own life yet and frankly I don’t want to write about myself, but 

I do think your story should be told.” I guess I expected her to put up some sort of 

a fight or tell me that she wasn’t comfortable doing something like that. Not eve-

ryone wants to be written about especially by some young girl that only knew her 

through her mother, who was her victim advocate. She wasn’t shy at all and asked 

when I wanted to meet.   
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 Mom has left the sheriffs office and taken a job with the school system 

that she worked for two years before retiring. Mom left the sheriff’s office two 

months before her heart attack, jokingly saying that the job was going to kill her. 

Morbidly enough, most law enforcement personnel die from something within 5-

10 years of retirement, usually dying in their late fifties, a full decade before the 

average life expectancy according to The American Heart Association. 

 Mom didn’t retire until two years later, but she did leave and take a job in 

the school system as a behavioral specialist and within three months had her sec-

ond heart attack. The first one they missed and gave her a misdiagnosis. The sec-

ond one almost killed her and the doctor was surprised that she lived. The expla-

nation is that the adrenaline they feel during the line of duty is what keeps their 

hearts pumping and when they stop feeling that the disease takes over. Heart at-

tacks are the number one killer of law enforcement officers. 

 She will always be a heart patient, but she says it’s easier being retired. “I 

had a hard time being this way when I was working,” she told me. The hard part 

wasn’t the job because she still loves helping people, it was not being able to 

make all the doctors appointments and work. “You basically have to be retired to 

make all the doctors appointments. Now that I have nothing else to do I have 

plenty of time to go to the doctor and I’m not stressed about that at least.” Then 

she laughed.  
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Cigarette Smoke  

 

 When Silvana and I meet to have our first interview we will sit on my par-

ents back porch. It is an open back porch that has square white pillars stretching 

from the slanted roof down to the red brick patio. My parents will build a pool 

soon. Of course they want to build now that I’m not living there anymore. They 

will put in a pool and change the red brick to terra-cotta style stone pavers and 

keep the pillars.  

 Silvana and I will sit on the porch because she wants to smoke while we 

talk and we don’t smoke in the house anymore. She will chain smoke for the three 

hours that we talk about Michael. I’ll drink a beer, Stella Artois. That’s the beer 

that Mom is currently into. I’ll have two. Mom sits outside with us for some of the 

interview and smokes too. This is before her heart attack. She drinks a beer too. 

She drinks now that I don’t live at home anymore. Mom tells me she only didn’t 

drink while I was growing up because she didn’t have the time.  

 The porch is a good sized porch stretching across half the length of the 

single story twenty five hundred square foot home. Since Silvana will want to 

smoke and I don't like smoke we will sit across from each other on the porch at a 

good distance apart. She will have the tape recorder that I purchased on Amazon 

sitting next to her ashtray on the table. Mom has those great thick glass ashtrays, 

she thinks they're cool.  

 I will put my iPhone next to me on the table so that not a single word will 

be missed. I’m going to sit in my Dad’s chair because Mom will be in and out and 
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want to sit in hers and Silvana will sit in one of the company chairs. I will sit in 

Dad’s chair because my dad will not come outside until the interview is over. Dad 

doesn’t like death and he doesn’t like to talk about it or hear about it. The record-

ers will catch very little about death.  

 We will talk about life. I want to know about their life, her’s and Mi-

chael’s. How they met, the wedding, the kids, their home, all of the beauty that 

existed in their normal life. We’ll talk about the incident first. Silvana doesn’t say 

murder, she say incident or the night Michael died. I won’t ask her why, but I’ll 

wish I had. Then, after that is told I will ask her about the other parts, the majority 

parts, the hard parts she says. Talking about their life together is the hard part. 

Talking about the night of the incident is easy. She has stated it so many times 

and it’s the same, never changes. The rest is romantic and funny.  

 I will want to talk about life after Michael, but there is no such thing be-

cause she is still in love with him. I’ll ask about living without him then. How was 

the first big holiday without him? “That was Easter,” she’ll say and she’ll tell me 

how she made the girls wear their old Easter aprons because it’s what they always 

did and how upset they were and how angry she got that they wouldn’t participate 

and the food fight and the laughing and that will be hard for her to talk about. She 

will seem like she is getting tired and her ashtray will be looking full.  

 Unfolding my legs, I sit with my legs crossed to be more comfortable, I’ll 

cross to her and turn off the recorder and then cross back to turn off mine. I want 

to meet again I say. She says that would be nice. I want to know if she’d like to 

come to Tampa? “I can’t travel like that anymore. I get sick.”  
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 “I’ll come home to meet with you,” I’ll say, and she’ll smile, and Mom 

will stick her head out the french door to say that dinner is ready. 


	Stewart
	Stewart



