illya@chapeltheatremilwaukie.com

Available for streaming and download
everywhere you find music!

HamidShibataBennett.Bandcamp.com • CompassionArtsPDX.com

Jake Van Buren
(artist)

I'm Jake. I was born and raised
in Vermont and moved to the
Milwaukie area five years ago.
I'm a psychology student but
I've always loved doodling and
drawing. I hope to one day
incorporate my love of art with my
future clinical work as I believe art
is such a great form of expression. This year has been difficult
for everyone, but I try to see the
humor and silver lining in it all.

"Yeah, it was fun for the first two weeks
but now I'm ready for her to go back to work."
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ERIK
SAND
GREN
ERIK SANDGREN makes paintings and prints that reference the patterns and motion
of nature. Swirling waters, misty forests and coastal headlands capture the sensory
experience of our mythic Pacific Northwest landscape.
See Erik's studio process ehre: youtube.com/watch?v=jBJPUwIVilY

Born in Oregon and educated at Yale and
Cornell, he is the son of painter Nelson
Sandgren (1917-2006). Having returned
to his roots here in 1989 Erik evokes the
interactions of Northwest land and waters
in the light of myth, history and origins.

CLICK TO PL AY
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Deftly layered pigments and tactile
marks comprise topographical
composites: experience that is observed,
imagined and remembered.

Chapel Theatre interview series
BY CH R IST Y D R OG O SCH

Dug
Martell
AN
INTERVIEW
W I TH

Active in Portland area
theater for 20 years as an
actor, director, designer, and
producer, his first influence
was his father in Chelsea,
Michigan. Dug earned a
degree in Theater Performance
from Portland State University
and also studied at Portland
Community College, where he
worked in technical theater
on multiple productions. Dug
has continued his career at
the Chapel Theatre designing
and managing both sound and
lights. He has worked with
the Chapel since its inception
— and the Tech Booth is
suitably named after him.
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IN THIS SECOND IN A SERIES OF INTERVIEWS
WITH THE CHAPEL THEATRE TEAM, I SPOKE WITH
DUG MARTELL, RESIDENT LIGHT & SOUND TECH
AND DESIGNER.
When was the first time you ran tech for a theater?
D.M. For a theater, or for a show? (he laughs)… I ran a show when
I was in middle school… The Lorax. I ran the sound and lights. I
think I was probably the stage manager.
What do you remember most about that experience?
D.M. Just doing it. It was fun. I remember being backstage with the
little 8-channel light board and the tape recorder, tape cassette
player, and pushing “play” at the right time, and doing the blackout,
and changing the set. It was easy. It was middle school, not
complicated stuff. I like being backstage and making the magic
happen. I always thought it was cool when my dad was in his
productions to be able to go backstage and see behind the sets.
What was your theater training background? Where did it
start? Middle school? High school?
D.M. I didn’t do any theater in high school. I did some in middle
school, but not in high school. I skipped it in high school. I now
have enough real-world experience that I don’t need a degree in
Lighting Design, although it would be cool to have it (he laughs),
but I don’t think I need it. I get plenty of work.
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So you’ve acted in shows, directed
shows. Where have you mainly
done that?
D.M. I’ve acted in a bunch of shows at
the Clinton Street Theater, Funhouse…
but I don’t know where the most have
been. I’ve done a ton of shows with
Steve Coker of Stageworks; they do
two or three shows a year. Also, with
TriptheDark (Portland-based Dance
Company), for the last 10 years. They
do one show a year. So, I’ve done
more shows with Steve in less time,
fewer shows with TriptheDark over a
longer period of time. TriptheDark has
a 6-month rehearsal process because
it takes that long to put together one
of their shows. I’ve only directed a few
shows, but the most awesome thing
I’ve ever done was directing “Plate O’
Shrimp” at the Chapel—a show based
on the 1984 movie Repo Man.
How have your acting and directing
experiences informed your lighting
design?
D.M. It’s mostly the directing that
informs the lighting. As an actor,
lighting doesn’t really matter. Acting
and directing haven’t had as much
influence as just working with people
at different venues. I’ve worked so
many venues where you don’t have
much choice (in lighting design). Like
bars. Like Dante’s. Places where you
can’t change anything and you’re very
limited in what you can do. You have
to go in there and make the best of it
with what you have.
Now I want to talk more specifically
about the Chapel Theatre. When did
you start working at the Chapel? How
is it that you became the resident
lighting designer and tech person?
D.M. I’ve known Illya and Corinn from
the time when they wanted to buy the
theater. I’ve been around the whole
time. During the construction phase,
they were talking about turning it into
a theater. I was thinking about it, and
I remember a conversation I had with
them because I was really nervous
about it. I asked them, “What do you
want this place to be? Do you want to
have events here, like weddings? Do
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you want to have art galleries? Plays?
Dances? Do you want to use all of the
space in here?” They, (Illya and Corinn)
said, “Yeah. Pretty much.” So, I said,
“Well, I think you should have a grid
that covers the whole floor.” And they
agreed. But maybe not immediately.
I had a lot of anxiety about that
conversation because I was afraid
that they would say no. They were
putting their trust in me, and I thought,
“Well, who am I anyway? This isn’t my
building…” Once they agreed that it
should be done, I decided to supply
all of the lighting equipment. This was
nearly 6 months before they opened.
I had to get all the lights and different
components of the system together.
I could find everything except cable. I
had to build that.
Tell me more about that. You had to
build the cables?
D.M. I bought a spool of 250 feet of
uncut cable. I measured it in 5- and
10-foot lengths, cut it, and put ends on
it. It took hours. I couldn’t find anyone
who would sell me cable, but I got
some donated from Travis Becker when
the Hostess closed. He donated par
cans, 6 quad cables, which are four
50-foot-long coiled cables that can be
extended. That’s how I’m able to plug
in lights on the stage because there
are no dimmers near there. I need the
additional cable length.
How did you know how to do this?
D.M. I wasn’t sure if I was going to be
able to do it, honestly. I learned how to
do it from working at the Headwaters
where I’ve worked for the last 5 years.
The Headwaters’ system was a mess. It
had an unprogrammable board where
you couldn’t write cues. Over the course
of the last 5 years, I rebuilt the light and
sound system. I learned how to use the
right kind of cable by troubleshooting
while cleaning up their system. By doing
that work, I learned how to put a lighting and sound system together. So the
system at the Chapel is exactly the same
as at the Headwaters: same light board,
same dimmers, all of it. The Headwaters
was my “Learning Grounds”.
You learn by making mistakes. You

take the system apart, put it together,
see how it works, and you learn from it.
You’ve got to make so many mistakes
before getting it right. If it weren’t for
the Headwaters, I wouldn’t have known
how to put together the system at the
Chapel.
The grid itself was constructed by
Illya, but what were the conversations
around its construction? How were
decisions made about what it was
going to look like? I ask, because you
basically came into an empty space
and decided what was needed to
have lighting for performances.
D.M. Illya and I decided where the
pipes for lighting would need to be
hung to form the grid in order to get
good coverage, but we also had to
consider their location in relation to
the electrical outlets. The outlets were
installed under the pipes so that we
could run the dimmers from them.
Each outlet is on a breaker. There are
seven breakers. Illya bought the pipes,
and he and I put them up. Illya put up
supports because the grid hangs over
the audience. The full timeline from
start to finish was a couple of weeks.
Do you think you could make another
grid elsewhere? And could you teach
others how to do it?
D.M. Yes. Sure. If there were kids interested in learning how to do this, I could
teach them. Most kids aren’t interested
in tech stuff (he laughs).
Is there anyone you especially admire
in the theater community? Any “Tech
Heroes”?
D.M. Yes, Malina Rodriguez at PCC.
She moved to Atlanta, but she was
super inspirational. She was awesome.
Do you have any advice for aspiring
young tech artists?
D.M. Just do it. Do everything. Do it
all. Don’t turn down a gig. I’ve done
so many random gigs, and through
those random gigs you meet the right
people. That’s what happened with me.
I was the lighting manager for Hot Gun
in 2010, this random, weird show at
Dante’s, and I met Corinn. Corinn met
5
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Stephanie (her TriptheDark partner) at
the same show. Always assume I’m
not an actor [he laughs]. That’s where
all three of us met; I’ve known Corinn
and Stephanie for 11 years.
Then I auditioned for Varsity
Cheerleader Werewolves From
Outer Space, randomly. I didn’t
know anyone in the show but I met
Illya. Two years later, Funhouse did
Cheerleader Werewolves and Steve
needed some dancers. “I know some
dancers,” I told him Steve said, “Not
strippers…” I said, “No. I know professional dancers.” Stephanie and
Corinn auditioned and were cast.
And that’s where Corinn met Illya.
Corinn and Stephanie asked me
to do the lights for their first show.
They were timid about asking me to
do lights for their next show. That’s
what I mean, you get these random
gigs, meet people, and then something
like this (Chapel Theatre) can happen.
I met Amanda Healy at Portland
State University. We had Movement
class together with Carolyn Holzman.
Once we graduated we went our
separate ways. I’m not sure how we
reconnected, but I think she saw I
was doing stuff with the Chapel and
then she became the Chapel Theatre
Collective’s stage manager, and now
she’s the resident Chapel Theatre
and TriptheDark Stage Manager.
6

Is there a Dug Martell Method of
lighting and design? If someone’s
going to hire Dug Martell, what
are they going to get? What can
they expect?
D.M. A hard worker. That’s for
sure. Professionalism. Although I
don’t really like using that word.
But I do take this very seriously.
I keep a schedule and honor time.
I always try to do what the director
asks to the best of my ability. I try to
give them exactly what they ask for. And
with that kind of attitude, you get creative in figuring things out. For example,
the mirror ball box. Can we talk about
that? Because I’m really proud of that.
In the space for the first big
TriptheDark show we needed a mirror
ball. I thought it would be perfect for
the show. I asked Illya if we could
put one in the center of the ceiling
that would just live there—we would
never have to move it. Illya thought it
would be a difficult project he didn’t
think we could complete by the time
of the show’s opening. I accepted
that. I mean, what was I going to do?
We had these black boxes that
had been made for other things in the
space so I thought: what if I put the
mirror ball in one of those boxes? So,
I attached the mirror ball to the box,
added a C-clamp, and then I had a
mirror ball that I could put anywhere
I wanted. I could take it to my house.
I could take it anywhere I wanted a
mirror ball! I figured out a way around
the obstacle.

any other way to do it except to put
lights on the floor, which would be
no good.
Has creative problem solving always
been a part of your life and how
you’ve managed challenges? Or was
that something you learned by doing
this work?
D.M. I don’t know. Not that I’ve noticed.
But Kung Fu is a lot like that. [Dug also
practices and teaches Kung Fu] You
have to improvise. It’s like, if things
aren’t ideal, complaining about it isn’t
going to help. You just have to deal
with it.
I remember once when I was in
Kung Fu camp and the class started
at 12AM. Yes… 12AM. It was the middle
of the night and there was a big rock
in the middle of the parking lot. The
instructor told 3 of us to get up on the
rock and practice our form. It wasn’t
ideal but we did it. You have to use your
imagination, get creative, and come up
with solutions. Look at what you have,
and look at what you can do.
It’s also from working shows in
crazy places like bars, where you
have less than ideal equipment, and
equipment you’ve never worked with
before. You don’t know how anything
works, but you have four hours to put
everything together to make it work.
You have to figure it out, work really
hard, and make it happen.

So, I’m going to say the Dug Martell
Method is creatively finding a way
around obstacles by coming up with
something better than the most obvious solution. In the case of the mirror
ball, the theater ended up with a
portable mirror ball.
D.M. Yeah. And there’s other stuff
too. One of my other obstacles in
the space is there is no side lighting
options. My solution was to use the
black cubes in the space, stack them,
and put lights inside the open spaces
in the boxes. I drilled a hole in the back
of the box so I could run the lighting
cord through, and then stacked the
boxes for side lighting. I didn’t have
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THE BEST GHOST | JASMINE PETTET

I’d Be The Best Ghost.

Late at night, I think about haunting you. I think of floating,
of a strange sound outside, of a creaking floor when nobody is
moving. I think of just a soft stirring of air when you’re brushing
your teeth that gives you goosebumps and leaves you unsettled.
I think of knocking something off the counter like a bad cat.
I think of haunting you.

99E MAGAZINE / ISSUE 16 / 09 & 10.2021

7

99 E MAGA ZIN E | MILWAUKIE-BA S ED A RTS & CU LT URE

I started thinking about ghosts a lot a few
years ago. I decided to learn how to draw for
New Years, but then… Apparently drawing is
really hard. So I gave up being good at it, and
started just drawing tiny ghosts on scraps of
paper instead. Because nobody can tell me that
I’m doing it wrong.
It sort of became my thing. You’ve probably
seen tiny pins on my hats and patches on my
jackets and at work, I have a whole bulletin

tense and bristled, pointing down the same hall.
There was the time that I woke up to the
dog scratching under the door and barking, and
when I opened the door, he bolted down the
hall and down the stairs and I ran after him…
Just to find him chewing a frisbee like nothing
had happened.
And there was the time recently that I felt
the dog rush past me in the hall, hard enough to
make my knees buckle a little—but then realized

AND WHEN I CLOSE MY E YES,
THE GHOSTS GET MORE
ABSTRACT AND DISTANT.
I WANT TO TELL YOU ABOUT …
THE GHOSTS OF ALTERNATE LIVES
THAT COULD HAVE BEEN MINE
BUT I SAID “ YES” OR “NO”
AT THE RIGHT OR WRONG TIME .

board of ghost drawings I've collected from
other people. I have tattoos of ghosts wearing
party hats or stomping around in combat boots.
In meetings, I draw ghosts on post it notes or
in the margins of my training materials.
There’s only been a few times where
I’ve had a moment where I saw something
I couldn't explain.
There was the time that I thought I saw
something out of the corner of my eye down
the hall, movement and white, and was ready
to disregard it until I saw that my dog was also
8

he was laying on the bed, and hadn’t touched
me at all. Which I think means something
is haunting the dog, really. Those are the times
that I thought I saw something, but I couldn’t
be sure.
Except that’s not really true.
Some years ago, someone I loved died
because of a gun in his hand. And for months
after that, when I was home alone, I would see
this kid walking down the stairs slowly, staring
at me. And I would taste copper, and my heart
would beat too fast and I’d screw my eyes shut
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so hard I saw stars and then I’d open my eyes
and he’d be gone, and then we’d start all over
again. It wouldn’t happen for a few days, and
then it would happen nonstop all afternoon.
We had just talked about what his hypothetical
funeral would look like two weeks before. So
I’d see him on the stairs, and then I’d leave
the house, and get in the car, and look in the
rear view mirror and I'd see him staring at me
there too, horror movie style. He didn’t talk.
He just stared.
After weeks or months of this, I met with
a trauma specialist at a coffee shop on a very
nice day, and I was drinking iced black coffee
with the condensation slipping down the cup
and I was very embarrassed to tell her that
I was seeing things and she just asked me:
“If it’s really him… If he’s visiting you in your
house, and in your car… You know him. Would
he hurt you?” And I said, No. Of course not.
And then I never saw him again.
But my idea of ghosts started expanding. I
think of all the different varieties of ghosts that
might live in this house. There’s the obvious
ones: the ghost of my dead dog buried under
the roses and the bird feeders. The ghosts of so
many pet rats buried in tiny boxes with bits of
dog food and tissue paper to welcome them to
whatever’s next. But maybe everything gets to
leave a trace of itself behind. And when I think
of it that way, it gets fairly crowded in here.
There’s the ghost of whoever I was at
23 when I bought the house, two years into
social work, before all the dead kid ghosts
paraded around my brain. The ghost of
two hundred versions of myself I’ve tried
on and left behind and tried again and
slightly changed. The ghost of my knees
not crackling and popping on the stairs.
The ghost of every dumb fight where I slept
in the guest room. The ghost of bicycles
left behind, empty pots with plants long rotten
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and gone, The ghost of my old roommate
having what seemed to be seriously incredible
sex with her girlfriend. That’s there too. It gets
full in here.
And when I close my eyes, the ghosts get
more abstract and distant. I want to tell you
about the ghosts of boys long dead, or just long
gone, or just faded. I want to tell you about the
ghost that lives in my chest that sometimes
takes a big breath instead of me and leaves
me gasping. The ghost of parents that are no
longer relevant, and towns no longer meaningful
and memories revisited so many times they’re
rounded at the edges like a worry stone or a
sand dune or something dramatic like that.
The ghosts of alternate lives that could have
been mine but I said “yes” or “no” at the right
or wrong time.
The ghost of the bricks in the road where I
grew up. The horses I fed soft apples to in the
pasture. The cars that briefly moved me. The
dense pine forest I would get lost in. The ghost
of the room I stayed in at my grandparent’s
house but more specifically the ghost of the
taxidermy puffer fish in the closet that I was
obsessed with and terrified by.
These are the things I think of when I think
of ghosts. Connections long gone. Moments
passed. Quiet telephone calls full of good news
and bad news. The ghost of perfect rhubarb
pies where I finally got the hang of lattice work
crust, probably left crumbs under the stove.
The drunk birthday parties that used to happen
here until I realized I actually do not enjoy drunk
birthday parties.
There’s a quiet murmur of every loud record
that’s ever been played here and it makes the
house tremble ever so slightly, like the passing
trains. There’s a thump here and there from
the ghost of every 90’s kitchen dance party
where you end up sitting on the floor saying
very serious things that you won’t remember in
9
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SOMEWHERE ,
THERE’S THE GHOST
OF THE PERSON
WHO E XISTED
BEFORE ALL THE
LOSS AND ANXIET Y
OF THE L AST YE AR ,
THERE’S THE GHOST OF
MY FRIEND WHO DIED
RIGHT BEFORE
E VERY THING STARTED
AND WHO NE VER KNEW
IT HAPPENED AT ALL ,
AND THE GHOST
OF THE SHAPE
OF YOUR MOUTH,
WHICH I BARELY
REMEMBER
RIGHT NOW.

the morning, because remembering them isn’t
the point. The ghost of the fern we planted the
day my birthday was ruined is still trying to rise
above the dirt.
This house is warm with the ghost of
Christmas mornings and pancake breakfasts.
The ghost of grief that got so big it stressed
the skeleton of the house still lingers, but so
does the ghost of eating popsicles in bed a nd
making miniature pies on a stick, and drinking
martinis on the front steps.
Houses hold onto things.
And it’s strange because we are almost
ready to go. The papers are signed. We’re
going to leave it behind. And I hope some of
10

those ghosts come with me and some of them
stay here to fuck with Ladawna just a little bit.
I hope she brings her own ghosts to add to the
party too.
And it's been a strange year. Somewhere,
there’s the ghost of the person who existed
before all the loss and anxiety of the last year,
there’s the ghost of my friend who died right
before everything started and who never knew
it happened at all, and the ghost of the shape of
your mouth, which I barely remember right now.
What do your teeth look like? Are there
lines at the corners of your lips? How did you
smile? There are ghosts of all the days I could
have spent in movie theatres but didn’t. I think
of being a ghost in someone else’s house one
day and all the ghosts that get to rattle away in
my brain until I’m gone.
And I still draw ghosts, but not quite as
often as I did. They still reside in shaky lines on
post-it notes. The particular ghost I draw wears
combat boots, has shaky hands, knobby knees,
and one eye is tilted and bigger than the other.
He’s usually waving. It’s how I sign cards when
I don't know what to say, which is most of the
time these days. I write “Eat snacks, drink more
water, find joy,” and draw a ghost.
Sometimes late at night, I think of being
a ghost in your room. I think of how I would
haunt you. But I love you too much, so there
would be no terror. I would just alphabetize
your records for you. I’d leave you notes
to remind you that you’re out of whiskey
and need to stop on the way home. I’d turn off
the lights when you fall asleep on the couch and
ask the dog to hush, let you sleep a little longer.
I’d haunt you so nicely.
I’d be the best ghost. P
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BY R E D O ’H AR E
Beware the people.
who will make a project of you.
These ‘Flip This House’
‘Love It Or Leave It’ pricks
will declare a coat of paint
could really brighten up the place.

FIX HER UPPER

They will scuff your worn floorboards,
they will smudge your bannisters.
They will ask condescendingly
about the wood paneling,
quietly note the ample storage,
murmur about “the good bones.”
They will lament the sagging back porch,
sigh at the garden, lush and tangled,
suggest cutting down the trees.
“It’ll bring in so much light.
They cannot comprehend the pull of buds in spring,
or the secret green of wide leaves in summer
or fruit mounding between wild roots and flowers
or the hill of leaves that pile thick and wet in fall.
How the gray outlines of bare branches
curling toward winter sky
turn you melancholy and kind.
They will offer insult couched as advice.
Knock down retaining walls,
mallets arcing through your dust.
Insisting the destruction
“will really open it up in here.”
Then wonder why the bathroom
collapsed into the kitchen.
Inquire about the wiring,
roll their eyes at the linoleum,
ask how hard it would be to put in new pipes
They will bemoan the wallpaper in the bedroom.
Complain the clawfoot tub is just so hard to clean.
They will, in their hurry paint your windows closed.
These people. . .
They do not know you.
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They might think because the shape of you
reminds them of a place they lived
they’ll know where you creak.
Because they know why the light
in the hallway sometimes hums,
they can predict where drafts will creep.
They will try to shore you up
against old storms weathered in harsher climes.
They will gut you, sand down and stain
all evidence you’ve been occupied.
Try to exorcise the precious ghosts
of those you sheltered long ago.
Empty the attic and basement
of any history not their own.
But in all the years they ambled by
feeling so sorry for your leaning walls,
clucking at the undergrowth brushing at your panes
feeling charitable as they assess
your “potential market value”
It never once occurred to them
That you were fine, for years
before they shuffled to your door
Knocking meekly,
card in hand.
“Hellothis place
she has such
good bones.
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THEATRE

Abandonado
Written and Directed by Christy Drogosch

So much of life is about letting go. We have to let go of the stories
we tell ourselves based on our perceived realities. Abandonado is a
story that explores the abandonment of self, family, perceived reality, and ultimately the very individual process of moving forward.
A woman finds a box of letters and pictures on her doorstep after
her mother dies. She discovers through the letters that the father
who she thought had abandoned her had actually been deported. He
was unable to return. Both father and mother moved on and began
new lives based on their new given circumstances.
The woman discovers the deep love her father had for her, and
that she has had a “guardian angel” present in her life that she was
unaware existed. She must abandon the story she believed to be
true about her life and open herself to a new reality.
There is freedom in risking change — especially when you don’t
know the outcome. I believe that we have all experienced great
changes over the last year, and yet we continue to move forward,
adjust, and believe in one another. We must abandon a past that
we believed to be true in order to embrace a new reality that is different, sometimes scary and unpredictable. We individually have a
responsibility to ourselves to embrace change in order to grow collectively. I wrote this piece with great love for all of us. I have hope
that we can tear down walls that separate us, open our hearts to the
newness of now, and be guardian angels for one another.

12
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CHAPEL THEATRE
OPENS ITS 2021/2022
SEASON WITH A
DOUBLE FEATURE!
Two short plays.
One wonderful night.
‘Heaven's Resources’
Written and Directed by
Jonathan Hernandez
‘Abandonado’
Written and Directed by
Christy Drogosch
Runs Sept.23 — Oct. 9

CHA PE L TH E ATRE | 2021 /2022 S E A S O N

Heaven’s
Resources
Written and Directed by Jonathan Hernandez

First off, I’m not going to tell you what it’s been like
for me these past oh… I’d say 19 months? I can assure
you our experiences and our feelings are mutual. I’m
definitely not going to share about how I became stircrazy last spring, or about my existential crisis last
summer, or even disclose how many days I went without
taking a shower last fall.
What I will share is how I spent countless hours
thinking up stories and writing it all down in my little
green notebook. It was the only thing that was calming
to me. Writing has always been a challenge for me,
but this time I was actually able to focus on it and get
better and work harder at my process. Writing gave me
a routine and was always on my calendar; even though
sometimes I dread the moment when I would have to
press the pen to the page. What’s important is that
writing also allows me to process my emotions, laugh
at my faults, create discipline, love the struggle and
detach from all outcomes. It was healing and inspiring.
Despite my last year being a complete mess, I will say
that I’m incredibly grateful to be part of a community
of like minded writers, creators, artists, and performers.
These people were the ones I felt comfortable sharing my
creative ideas with and they were also the cheerleaders
in my life as they continue giving me unconditional

support with phrases like, “This story is beautiful!”,
“I love this moment here”, and “Keep going!” They
were like my angels guiding me through my struggles.
So when Christy Drogosh asked me if I’d like to
collaborate with her once again I couldn’t wait to start.
We worked on a concept together last fall about the
Las Adelitas during the Mexican Revolution (part of a
Día De Los Muertos showcase) and I had such a blast.
She shared with me that Chapel Theater has asked for
a short piece and that this show would have a deeper
theme about abandonment and letting go of the past.
Normally, I would write something about my family
(or families in general) because that’s usually a lens I
tend to look through often given my background and
personality. But this time, I asked myself what would
an angel do if they felt the people abandoned the idea
of faith? I don’t know where this idea came from,
maybe the word ‘Chapel’ stuck with me as Christy
was talking and that was enough of a seed for me to
get started. Now that my talented angels are giving me
their support and guidance with this piece, I’m looking
forward to you seeing this as well. Perhaps it will make
you think about your angels or maybe you’ll think about
how you persevered through what may have been the
most challenging time in your life. That’s my hope.
Thank you for reading.
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BEAN BRAIN DINGUS
FART AT HEART
AN INTROSPECTIVE LOOK INTO
THE ILLUSION OF KNOWLEDGE
BY HEALY

Well, come on in. It’s in or out with
ya. ‘Right then, ‘ere we go. Welcome
to my sittin’ room, where I sit and
ponder. Please, pip pop a squat as I
shall press upon you all my keenest
thoughts. (I just watched a British
show that used that word “keen” a lot
so if I’m going to be right with you,
I should tell you I’m going for like a
Bri-ish thing in this intro. So after
you get to the end of this aside I’d
really jolly like it if you’d go back and
reread it with your best British accent
up until this point —> . ) Listen, I’m
almost 35, so I’m halfway to 70, and
basically a genius despite what you
may think. In my time I’ve learned at
least a thing or two. You might think
that knowledge is the key to life. The
holders of it know stuff. And knowing
stuff makes you smart. But what even
is knowledge anyway? Who decides?
What if you think you have it, but it’s
just an illusion? Sometimes you think
you know something like the back of
your hand, like the classic tune "Beans
Beans,"
Beans beans the magical fruit,
The more you eat the more you toot.
The more you toot,
The better you feel so let's have beans
at every meal!
But then, one day your tootin with
someone you trust, but then they
have the audacity to sing:
Beans beans good for your heart,
The more you eat the more you fart.
The more you fart,
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The better you feel,
So eat beans at every meal.
This is not a practical joke. This
really happened. When I heard it I
choked on my bean burrito… Excuse
me? What.The.DANGUS?!! Am I on a
hidden camera show? I thought I knew
my beanz, but I couldn’t beanlieve it.
My mind was blown. I am a teacher…
I am supposed to know things, like
knowledge, but this bean tune got me
thinking how I’ve bean living as an
imposter. If I know anything it’s that I
know nothing, just like John Snow. I’m
here to spill the beanz and I’m leaving ‘em there past the 5 second rule.
It’s time you know I’m no genius, I’m
just a dingus. And you probz are too.
Sure, knowing stuff is great. It’s
great. But, it’s also fine if you’re a
freshman in college and have to call
yer mom to ask how to boil an egg. IT’S
FINE. See, it was my first time living
alone and I had this sups cool place on
campus. And as the months went on
the place got cooler and cooler. Some
might say too cool. Reading 100+ pages
a night is really hard when your fingz
are froze AF. I would try to stay warm
under my wittle bwankies, but my poor
fingies just fwoze. I just assumed this
was normal dorm life. Besides, I had
other things to worry about, like my
dad putting thoughts into my head
that my neighb was probz coming in
through our shared door that connected our bathroom and laying in my bed

when I wasn’t around just to see what
it was like to be me. I think I found
one of her hairs on my bed once. One
day I was hanging out with my franzzz that lived in the same building,
hiding from my stalker neighb who
probz wanted to wear my skin, and I
mentioned that I couldn’t beanlieve
how dangus cold my place was. I was
like, “How can you study around here
when it’s freezing?!” Then, just very
matter of factly, this guy, this hero,
stands up and moves to the wall and
touches a knob so confidently it was
as if he’d done it before. I realized I
had one of those knob thingys too!
I went back to my room, turned the
knob and… Boom. HEAT. A thermostat. Whatta game changer. Let’s just
say this dingus (pointing my fingies
towards myself) went on to be on the
President’s list that term.
College was a busy time trying to
get knowledge in my brain. I was bakin
my beanz from both ends so I was too
biz doin this and doin that to really
check my ‘fit before I walked out the
door. Just cuz I’m a teacher doesn’t
mean I constantly think about science
things like static electrish. Besides,
my mom always used to say, “It’s not
a fashion contest.” Twas my first day
as a student teacher for 2nd grade.
What the world saw was me standing
there proud, ready to display my coolbeanz and be the hip teacher I knew I
would be. Children and parents came
in and I was slinging jokes here, high

K N OW LE D G E | H E A LY

fiving kids there, changing the world
one convo at a time… Ready to prove
I was full of knowledge and that their
kids were in good hands… but TBH what
really went down was a dingus standing
nervously in the middle of the room
looking awk AF while trying to keep it
cool as beanz because I WAS PRETTY
SURE THAT MY UNDERWEAR WAS
SOMEHOW IN THE MIDDLE OF THE
FLOOR. I looked down to avoid too
much eye contact with my future famz,
bent down and got a closer look at the
underwear in question. They were totes
mine. I was able to hide my underwear
on the teacher’s desk and went back
to schmoozin like I hadn’t just basically committed a crime by bringing
Victoria’s Secret to school for show
and tell. Sometimes people aren’t who
they appear to be. I may look like I’ve
got my ABCs and my 123s all figured
out, but I’m just dingus with a pant leg
full of shame.
Awww, shame. Such a classic feeling at 3:00 AM when you are trying to
sleep. I was at a Soul Night in a jampacked dance floor hitting my 5, 6, 7,
8s like the best of ‘em. I was twirlin’,
swirlin’, and had all the crowd hurlin’
compliments my way. “Wow, gurl, shake
that dangus!” “Go Healy, it’s yer birthday!” (It wasn’t.) “Someone get Dancing
with the Stars on the line!” I danced the
night away. It was on that last spin, the
turn was solid, the extension was graceful, the aesthetic of it all – on point. But
somewhere between turning heads and
breaking hearts, I lost my debit card
and glasses to the momentum of the
night. I calmnervously dance felt my
way through the crowd over to the DJ
and asked if he would stop the music
to make an announcement for everyone to check the floor to help me find
my things. Y’know, like in Safeway
when you lose your mom and they page
over the intercom for them to come
get their lost dingus at custy service.
Turns out I did not get off on the best
foot, not even a good foot that night
with the Goodfoot DJ. Disc Jockey?
More like, Dangus Jerk, amiright? Learn
from me, asking a DJ for help is an

SURE, KNOWING STUFF IS GREAT.
IT'S GREAT. BUT, IT'S ALSO FINE IF
YOU'RE A FRESHMAN IN COLLEGE
AND HAVE TO CALL YER MOM TO
ASK HOW TO BOIL AN EGG.
IT'S FINE.
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error error (sound of a DJ scratchin’).
He looked at me and said with his
blurry eyes, or maybz they were just
blurry to my bare face, “What a nerd!
How uncoolbeanz! What a DINGUS!
I CAN’T BEANLIEVE YOU!”… Aww
yes, memories. Excuse me while I go
hide under a blanket and replay this
over and over until I drift off to sleep…
sleep, the only thing that stops the
pain. But please, don’t let me stop
you from owning your shame. Trust
me, let that wall down. Shed those
layers, you stinky lil onion. It’s okay
to be a dingus.
Look, I’m not trying to paint myself
as a complete lima bean over here. I
could *toot* my own magical fruit
horn and say I got smarter over the
last decade. If you don’t know what a
decade is, it’s 10 yrz. Yer welcome. But
the truth is even though my brain got
smarter and I grew up and did grown
up things, I’m still a dingus at heart.
I learned how to use a smart phone,
and let’s just say there is a reason they
don’t call them dumb phones… it’s
not like a child could figure out how
to use such a device. I worked hard
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in the job force world, moving on up
from beaning Chuck E. Cheese himself to beaning a real life teacher at a
real life school. I even learned how to
be a virtual teacher to little computer
children. My brain was a soggy bean
by the end of this school year. I met up
with folks for the first time in a long
while, cuz y’know the pandem and
stuff, and basically I forgot how to pay
for things. Not trying to say I stole! I
mean I legit forgot how to function as
a human with a debit card. I was up to
pay and the worker stuck out the slider
for my card to slide, but me, a flustered
dingus monster, grabbed my card not
expecting to slide, having mentally
prepared to chip, and slowly inserted
the chip incorrectly, on purpose, while
making constant eye contact with the
worker, knowing full well what I was
doing was wrong, but not sure how to
make it right. “Yer supposed to slide
it,” he says. I knew, I knew, yet I still
acted a dingus fool. Again as I sit here
and I ponder, I ask what is knowledge
anyway? “Oh. Haha. Oops.” I slid my
card and laughed, but on the inside I
died. Whatta dingus.
I died, but I’m still here. And so are
you. It’s okay to know things and not
know things and it’s okay to be dingus
because it’s unavoidable. I know I’m
not the only one… right? While our
sacks of bones still roam this earth,
assuming no creepy neighb has snuck
in yer room and skinned you alive to
wear you for her next OOTD, we’ve
got time to cram more knowledge
and stuff into our dangus hippocampuses. … hippocampi? Yeah. I said a
smart word. Speaking of words, did
you know that “ffs”, commonly used
in online lingo, is actually an acronym
and not just people typing the sound
they make when they are exasperated?! I was straight up DED, not like
the RIP kind, but like the LOL kind,
when that fact dawned on me. FFS!
I felt like such a dingus. How could
I not know that, when I can see an
acronym like GYAITGDHBIBYA and
immediately know what it says? My
sibz did, too, but our mom was more

of a GYAITGDHBILYO… instead of
threatening to BYA she’d just threaten
to LYO. Classic childhood memz. But
back to the conclusion of this really
cohesive, deep, and beanificial story
for all to read… Knowledge is like a
*13 bean soup. Even though each bite
is full of this and that, it’s never a full
*13 bean experience all at once. We
are mostly just a collection of dinguses wandering Earth tasting each
other’s soups, saying “Please sir, can
I have some more.” (Back to that Briish accent on that last quote, please.)
It’s okay that I still don’t know how to
make that tab thingy stick when I’m
pumping gas so that I can walk away,
and that I’m afraid of overspilling the
gas and then setting the whole station
on fire while channeling my inner Mr.
Bean. It’s totally fine that I don’t know
how to use the preset stations on the
radio in my car that I’ve had for nearly
2 years. Who needs to know what station is next? How about keeping life
a lil spontaneous for love of dangus?!
And yeah, so what if I don't know the
diff between annuals and perennials,
effect and affect, or why the sky is
blue! I KNOW I SHOULD KNOW…
but that’s life. I don’t need to know
everything. No one does. You and I
are not that diff, my friend. I’ve met
enough dingi (plural of dingus) to
know I’m not the only one. Sometimes
you’re rock, sometimes you’re paper,
and sometimes you’re scissors. Take
your pick, but is it rock paper scissors,
or rock paper scissors shoot? Who
knows? My advice to you: Don’t fight
for the answer, just play the game.
Beanz me up Scotty,
DJ Healz Error Error, PhD
*it’s actch bean brought to my attentch
by some fans, AKA my mom and sister
Lib, that it’s 15 bean soup. I can confirm
this with the beans in my cupboard, but
I thought if I edited the number then I
would be lying to you about what I know
and the whole point of this article was to
say it’s okee to make ~error errors~, so
13 bean soup it is.

Love
Letters
to
Our
Misery
BY ISAAC PENDERGRASS

This pandemic will, one day, have
a name, but that name will never be
an adequate handle for the pain and
grief suffered by so many. It united
the world in fear and should have been
the greater enemy that we needed
to reinforce the fragile bonds of our
humanity, the bonds that could only
be preserved by action, unified and
resolute. But instead, we wavered and
split. The believers respected it. The
others, in their denial, gave it the
power to rule over the entire world.
And when it was, prematurely, determined that only certain demographics
were being affected, those who had
always been able to breathe, let out a
collective sigh of relief that infected
the most vulnerable with a familiar
despair. The shift happened quickly and in what seemed like only a
moment, the fear that had enveloped
us all was thrown off by the many
and suffocated the rest like a heavy
blanket. I was expecting the worst,
but unlike many millions of people
caught up in this unnecessary event, I
found something very different in the
isolation that would follow. Freedom.
A freedom within the restrictions. A
sense of security highlighted by the
surrounding fear. A fear made evident
been by the selfish run on supplies at
the local retailers, by suburbanites

who just wanted to survive something, but kept their receipts. A subliminal flare that highlighted the fact
that, as always, they were prepared to
lose nothing.
Everything shut down at once, and
I grew very fond of my new twentyfive-foot commute to work. But there
was a difference. I had worked from
home before, but a new calendar was
laid out before me, indefinitely, and in
the span of just a few days, I became
reacquainted with an old friend that
I had taken for granted. Time. With
my wife and kids also at home, there
was time to sit and eat together. Time
to talk. Time to understand that as
a family living under the same roof,
there wasn’t much time left. I enjoyed
being in their presence and looked
forward to bumping into my new colleagues in the hallways or engaging in
office chatter that really mattered. It
was fascinating. The responsibilities
in our lives had not changed at all,
but something had. The kids were
still on the hook for their school work
in a brutal online environment that
assaulted everything they’d known of
education. I was working more now
than I had previously. My wife, starting her business, had to navigate an
unthinkable terrain. But somehow,
we were all happier. We loved what

we had gained; however, there was
something lost that made those gains
all the better. It is said that you can
never really know the value of a thing
until you experience the empty space
it once occupied. But what happens
when that thing is, itself, an empty
space, a void that seeks to pull away
the things you hold dear?
After approximately one week in
confinement, it became clear that
the underpinnings of our newfound
happiness were due to the fact that
there had been a dramatic decrease
in the amount of racism we experienced on a daily basis. Our interactions with the outside world and, thus,
those with ill-formed opinions, had
been almost completely erased. The
hatred directed at myself, and people
like me, was temporarily refocused
on those that chose to wear masks.
In this new country, a piece of cloth,
waving in the breeze of human breath,
became a foreign flag, and its carriers, a new enemy to the most vocal
of my previous detractors. But even
this inconvenience was minor and
restricted to wanderings beyond our
four walls, which were infrequent.
We were free. Free from the speculative gaze of the men and women
tasked with being the relief valves of
the privileged, waiting for any minor
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traffic violation that might greenlight
the temporary transfer of their pain.
Free from the instant judgements of
intellect and proclivity. But all good
things must come to an end, and this
was no exception.
It only took a few more weeks
before the videos of Ahmad Arbery
and, shortly thereafter, George Floyd
began to penetrate our sanctuary.
Like twisted love letters courting
our misery, they reminded us of a
future we had hoped to leave behind.
Both men taking their last breaths
on asphalt nearly fifteen hundred
miles apart was testament to the
knee that rested firmly on all of our
necks, slowly wearing us down, until
the only thing we can give is our very
last breath. For some, even that is not
enough. I rationalized that this was
still on the outside. Inside, we were
safe. However, we were rudely awakened the night a gang of Louisville
police officers murdered Breonna
Taylor in her own home and then
went home to hold their own children
with her blood still on their hands.
The bullets that penetrated her walls
shattered mine as well, and I began
to feel more boxed in than I ever had.
However, there was something else
happening that would, again, give me
hope and pause.

The very moment
our disgruntled
brethren decided
America had somehow
betrayed them,
what remained of the
decency in this land
was lost.
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With very little warning, there was
a flood of support from people all over
the world. It was as if the scales of
justice had only been a single Black
life shy of properly balancing. Finally,
the words I had heard all of my life,
after senseless events like this, grew
feet and pulled their owners into the
streets. It was, at once, astounding
and confounding. What was different
this time? I understand that privilege
has a weight to it, and every injustice makes it just a little harder to
carry. A little harder to reconcile the
goodness you perceive within and the
evil you allow without. Was this the
breaking point? The answer is still
unknown. Whatever it may have been,
it was encouraging to see so many put
their bodies on the line in service of a
promise denied at the founding of this
nation and only half served in the last
civil offensive. Perhaps the cost of liberty, paid in innocent lives, had finally
bought us the opportunity for everyone to pursue their own happiness.
The world that we left before the
pandemic now seemed to be gone forever. I knew that nothing could ever
really be the same. We had survived
a demagogue. The people had stood
up and shouted with a loud voice that
Black Lives Mattered; that a long overdue conversation, which had been put
off for centuries, needed to take place,
now. It was an awakening, the likes
of which I had never seen or thought
that I would ever see. But this great
land has a way of halting or reversing progress like no other, and on
January 6, 2021, the demons of its
past found willing bodies to protest
a precept that was the foundation for
the ideals that made this nation stand
out. The peaceful transfer of power.
While much is made of the loud and
boisterous insurrection that occurred
on that day, and rightfully so, another
great loss occurred that is overlooked.
If you listened through all of the fighting and shouting, you may have been
able to hear it. If you looked past the
grown children’s temper tantrums
and watched the violent occupation of
the Capitol building, you might have

gotten a glimpse. The very moment
our disgruntled brethren decided
America had somehow betrayed them,
what remained of the decency in this
land was lost. Not only could there be
no return, but worse, what we thought
we might return to was proven to be a
lie. The dream that had once pushed
us forward had now, somehow, pulled
us into a long night, and I am not certain we will survive until the morning.
This pandemic will be named, but
that name will never sufficiently
describe this curious time in which
we lived. The history books will recall
the death tolls, and great women will
speak of the brave sacrifices made the
world over. The bloodlines that survive will remember the stories handed
down by their ancestors each time
they pass the monuments, erected to
honor the fallen of our avoidable war.
Maybe they will have been told of the
great civil divide during the time of
Covid, or how the seams in our great
nation were exploited for greed and
power, but I am certain that no one
will remember that this pandemic
was the only respite for those that
were still suffering from the greatest pandemic in American history.
A peculiar sickness that caused one
person to trade their humanity for the
subjugation of another’s. A virus that
could have easily been eradicated by
a vaccination of education or a cure
composed of compassion. The problem with a virus of this type, though,
is that those who need the cure don’t
want it, and those who really want it
don’t need it. Our future world will
probably never reflect on the tragedy
of a family discovering its freedom
as the world was forced into lockdown, only to find that the worst of
human nature may yet be waiting outside of their doors. I also know that
it is an utter improbability that this
account will survive beyond our current temporal envelope, but it was
something to witness, and that brief
pause that allowed us to find ourselves,
for once, was a welcomed calm after
a life-long storm, regardless of what
comes next.P
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