Monty then handed me the flashlight to hold. As I held the light and
shined it once again on the box, I saw that I was correct. Something had
indeed stained the side of the cardboard box. At first, I thought it was
dried paint, and then I realized—it was blood. It had that same deep red
tone like Monty’s shirt. As I stepped toward the large box and lifted the
lid, a chill went down my spine. I slowly raised the flashlight to check out
the contents inside the box. Had an animal somehow slipped into one of
the boxes?
I screamed when I saw the remains of a teenage boy. It was then I heard
Monty charging toward me. I shined the flashlight in his direction, and
the last thing I saw was a shovel being raised in the air.

I won’t go into any more details here.
They’re not necessary anyway.
I’ll just say—what he did to me—was worse—than what it looked like he
had done to that dead boy in the cardboard box inside his storage unit.
That’s it. That’s all I can tell you. I just hope it’s enough information
for the authorities to catch him. I wish I could tell you more, but
unfortunately, that’s all I know.

By Jake Barton

A Ghost of a Chance

James Taylor’s hit song, Fire and Rain, illuminates the loss of a loved
one taken from us before we have the chance to say goodbye. In
his beautiful, narrative poem, Will Webster pays tribute to a mother,
whose life ended all too soon. This poem may be performed by a
female or a male and should be entered in Poetry Interpretation;
however, due to its free-verse style, a performer may also choose
to perform this selection as a monologue and enter it in Dramatic
Interpretation. The key to success, when performing this poem, lies in
the narrator’s’ ability to play all of the moments with 100% honesty.
Let the audience see the narrator’s thought process. Some lines will
obviously be more difficult to talk about than others. Be sure to use
warmer vocals and facial expressions when reliving the narrator’s
happier memories. Ultimately, it will be important for the audience
to see the love this narrator has for the mother. If used in Poetry
Interpretation, the drama mask icons are simply visible to show the
performer when to turn the pages in the manuscript.

My Mother,
Nothing flashy, nothing fancy,
But mine.
You had a way about you.
Sometimes they tell me I’ve got it, too.
Feels so good to know you’re here.
I still remember the day—the Thursday before Good Friday—
Rainy, cold, didn’t seem like Easter would ever come.
You took me to buy Easter shoes,
Shiny, white, four-ninety-six and ugly as sin.
Four-ninety-six, our secret. No one had to know.
I promised myself I was going to keep those shoes forever.
We went home to Dad, freshly returned from a root canal,
Laid out on the couch and high on pain killers.
Two children for you to take care of,
And you did without complaining.
At supper—cornbread, peas, and turnip greens.
Nothing fancy, but you made it.
I grumbled about having to go to school on Good Friday.
It seemed so unfair. I begged you not to make me go.

Story on Page Six

Monty told me the item he needed help moving was covered up in the
back of the unit. Then he shined his flashlight across a large mountain of
tarps covering a variety of what looked to be different-sized cardboard
boxes. We walked back about ten feet, and I lifted the tarps off of the
boxes, as he shined his flashlight in my general area. Once I pulled off
the first tarp, I saw that the side of one of the boxes was stained, as if
something had broken inside and its contents had started leaking though
the cardboard.

NOTES

By Will Webster

raised the door. You could see he had lots of items in storage. Most of the
items, however, were at the back of the unit. Monty shined his flashlight
onto his gardening equipment. There were shovels, rakes and gardening
hoes. It was not surprising to see these items hanging on the side wall
at the front of his unit, because Monty and I had talked about gardening
several times online.

At the hospital, Richard came from his night job, so grown up,
And went with Dad through the doors and down the hall.
I was too young, so I couldn’t go.
The nurse gave me your bloody purse and told me to sit in the lobby.
I wasn’t old enough to see you, so I waited.
I was lonely. I hated hospitals and bloody purses,
But now, thinking back,
I would have waited a year
If only I could see you one more time.

By Will Webster

Story on Page Six

Are you listening? Everything I’m telling you is important. I pray you’re
listening to me.
I remember his van was white, and at one point, you could tell it had
signage painted on its sides and back door panels. The van was old
though. The paint must have faded over the years, because I couldn’t
distinguish what it had originally said. Oh, and one of the tires had a
splash of neon-green spray paint—the kind you might find at a hobby
shop.

The storage facility was on one of the side streets in an older part of
town, just about a mile-and-a-half down the road from the coffee shop.
You could tell it had once been a nice middle-class neighborhood. Now,
however, it had that sad, run-down look to it. Lawns were overgrown.
Old cars were sitting on blocks in driveways or were lopsided due to a
flat tire or two. When we pulled into the storage unit’s entrance, Monty
put the van in park, got out, unlocked the sliding gate, got back in the car
and drove us through. Monty then put the van in park and got out again.
He pulled the sliding gate back and relocked it. I didn’t think too much
of it at the time. This was an old place, and it was obvious there were no
security cameras anywhere on the property. If you think about it, it makes
perfect sense to relock the front gate upon entering the premises. Some of
the units might contain valuables or family heirlooms. Why take chances,
right?

We pulled up to his unit at the end of the property, and we both got out
of his van. It was then that it hit me—just how isolated we were. If I
screamed, would anyone even hear me? The only available light was from
the lamppost at the entrance near the front gate. It was difficult to see
in the dark, so Monty fished around under his driver’s seat and found a
small flashlight. Once he got his keys out and unlocked his unit, he slowly

A Ghost of a Chance

I was upstairs doing math problems.
I was listening to the static on the radio, when the phone rang.
An official voice asked to speak to Dad,
Said it was urgent.
You had an accident, a car accident.
You were hurt pretty bad.
Coming across an overpass, there was a truck in a wrong lane—
And all I could think about was the time you pulled over, Mother.
Pulled off the road for no reason,
And we just looked at you like you were crazy.
Then there was this truck in the wrong lane
Coming too fast around that curve.
Would’ve hit us, probably killed us all,
But you saw it coming. You knew.
Intuition, you said, and we laughed about it,
But we all knew it had saved us that day.
Why not now? Why didn’t you see this one? Why didn’t you pull over?

Monty offered to drive us both to his storage unit, and then drop me off at
my car after we finished the task at hand. So we left the parking lot in his
utility van. Of course, the minute we drove out of the parking lot, I began
to wonder if this had been a good idea. I mean, I barely knew the guy, and
he had already surprised me with how old he was.

By Jake Barton

You said we’d talk about it later,
But then it was time for your bridge game with the Ladies’ Club.
Dad and I bundled you off, but you kept coming back, Mother.
You forgot your raincoat, and then swapped purses. You didn’t want to go.
You worried about us, Dad hurting and Richard still not home.
But we made you go. We said, “Don’t worry. We’ll be fine…”
I remember you standing by the car, your hand on the door,
Looking back at me and Dad, still uncertain, still thinking better of it,
But we waved you off and watched you drive away.
Dad has never forgiven himself.

