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Gore Fitzgerald dreamt of a day when his hunchback would dissipate, and he’d engage his 

neighbor in conversation.  She was a mysterious, yet quick-witted siren who tossed him a 

compliment on his serene violet eyes one fall morning.  It was as if the crow’s feet that stretched 

across the arches of his eyes and beyond weren’t clutching onto the happiness of yesterdays 

gone, tepidly yielded from drinking alcohol with the barge workers over at The Jolly Jostler, a 

bar he and his co-workers often frequented late after work.  In one instance, he was particularly 

embarrassed, because as he was nearly wide as he was tall, one night he fell, making it morbidly 

difficult stand.  The males he came with departed, laughing with each other, while several off-

duty police officers from an adjoining table worked together and lifted him up, heaving loud 

enough to wake a sleeping drunk in the corner.  

  

As the days passed, Gore’s invitations out with the men from the docks declined.  In his mind, he 

took personal responsibility for the rejection, and didn’t attribute it to the unapologetic, cowardly 

nature his work mates decided not to acknowledge within themselves.  The glory of bar brawls, 

conquests with “women who were 10’s” all colored the cheeks of his previous drinking 

companions for months to come, whether they were made up stories or real occurrences, Gore 

couldn’t decipher.   

 

He started to not care much about his days, but then one day his neighbor, Danita Maley, walked 

over and knocked on his door, asking if he had any pens. She said, “I’m a playwright, but the last 

pen I had in my possession broke.  I hope that’s not a bad sign…I didn’t mean that as a pun, but 

it ended up that way.”  They both awkwardly chuckled together, and he handed her a pencil he 

had in the closet near the entry way.  She mentioned she “always leaned towards love and 

starlight dramas.”  Then almost as quickly as she came, she left, though his heart soared 

nevertheless.  

 

He toyed around with how to ask her out on a date, and even grew confidence from her use of 

the word “starlight” in their initial conversation, observing his own shimmering skin in the 

mirror; it was like coarse rock wrapped in an iridescent web.  He turned his body with reverence 

for his own existence, knowing that he could be happy while admiring the awe-inspiring truth in 

nature; his body, his mind, his life was his own, and it was worth feeling grateful for no matter 

what happened.   



 

With newfound vigor, he resolved to make a necessary change.  In only a matter of weeks, he 

secured a job as an usher at The Guthrie Theater, and left memories of drunken dirge-like 

conversations to dance away with less than savory memories.  He felt free to be himself, and 

grateful for everything he had, including creation, which he concluded was unmeasurable beauty.   

 

Love, 

Heather 

 

 


