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And we looked in, deep, where the 
bed of the lake was mud, and the mud 
was drifting up, and the rotten soil 
was broken, and the coffins, the 
cardboard boxes, the pillowcases, the 
wood creates, the winding sheets were 
coming up.  They were coming up.  
The children themselves were rising, 
expanding into the water, and the gulls 
were eating them. 

The gulls had grown too fat to fly 
on the flesh of these sleeping children.
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Orwell needed somewhere he could 
concentrate on writing his book, and once 
again help was provided by Aunt Nellie, who 
was living at Wallington, Hertfordshire in a 
very small 16th-century cottage called the 
"Stores". Wallington was a tiny village 35 
miles north of London, and the cottage had 
almost no modern facilities. Orwell took over 
the tenancy and moved in on 2 April 1936.
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“Derivative Sport in Tornado Alley”

Between the ages of twelve and fifteen, I was a 
near-great junior tennis player. I made my 
competitive bones beating up on lawyers' and 
dentists' kids at little Champaign and Urbana 
Country Club events and was soon killing 
whole summers being driven through dawns to 
tournaments all over Illinois, Indiana, Iowa.

. . .

I had gotten so prescient at using stats, surface, 
sun, gusts, and a kind of Stoic cheer that I was 
regarded as a kind of physical savant, a 
medicine boy of wind and heat, and could play 
just forever, sending back moonballs baroque 
with spin.
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“On the Morning After the Sixties”

I am talking here about being a child of my 
time.  When I think about the Sixties now I think 
about an afternoon not of the Sixties at all, an 
afternoon early in my sophomore years at 
Berkely, a bright autumn Saturday in 1953. I was 
lying on a leather couch in a fraternity house 
(there had been a lunch for the alumni, my date 
had gone on to the game, I do not now recall why 
I had stayed behind), lying there alone reading a 
book by Lionel Trilling and listening to a middle-
aged man pick out on a piano in need of tuning 
the melodic line to “Blue Room.”

. . . 

That most of us have found adulthood just as 
morally ambiguous as we expected it to be falls 
perhaps into the categories of prophecies self-
fulfilled: I am simply not sure. I am telling you 
only how it was. 9
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“She is eleven and a half. When I was eleven and a half, I liked to play the Commodore 
64 and read Choose Your Own Adventure Novels and I liked making tapes of my favorite 
songs that I recorded off the little radio my parents let me have in my room.”
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If a man who writes feels like going to a zoo, he 
should by all means go to a zoo.  He might even be 
lucky, as I once was when I paid a call at the Bronx 
Zoo and found myself attending the birth of twin 
fawns.  It was a fine sight, and I lost no time in 
writing a piece about it.  E.B. White Paris Review
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Urrea Original, Self-Full

My first home, where I stumbled into life and first greeted the astonishment of daylight, 
was on a hill above Tijuana.  The house to the east was already giving way to gravity on 
the day I was born: it slumped downhill, a wooden trapezoid rushing slowly into the dry 
arroyo beneath our yards.  In the shadow of this woozy building, bananas and 
pomegranates grew.  The poor boys and I scrabbled in the dirt and grit of our street, 
throwing wooden tops to spin in the dust, herding amazingly huge red ants and pillbugs
back and forth between the stones, and ambushing each other with bright pink and 
yellow squirt guns bought at the corner botica for the change left over from the kilo of 
tortillas we were sent to buy each afternoon 

Deformed, Self-Less

In the 1960s, poor neighborhoods stood on the hills above Tijuana.  On one 
hill, the houses were unstable, tilting downhill into dry arroyos below.  
Bananas and pomegranates grew there, and poor boys played in dirty streets.  
They played with wooden tops, herded insects, and shot each other with pink 
and yellow squirt guns. They bought those guns at corner boticas, where each 
afternoon they purchased tortillas for their families.
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Deformed
For three months, off and on, I worked 
with Rich Hodgson, selling his 
vegetables and produce at the 
Greenmarket, sometimes in Brooklyn, 
sometimes in Manhattan. I was living 
in New Jersey, teaching at Princeton, 
and I’d get up at five some Saturday 
mornings to drive into the city. By 
time I got there, the farmers’ trucks 
had already arrived. I was always 
interested in what the ongoing turn of 
seasons would bring: spinach and snap 
peas, broccoli, onions, squash, plums. 
I’d buy a coffee and see what help 
Rich needed setting up. I knew I was 
an interloper and poser, someone 
inserting himself into a world not his, 
for the sake of a story.  Rich knew 
that, too. Still, I pondered the ethics of 
the thing.
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Star-Struck

Alec Baldwin wants to make sure he 
pronounces my name correctly. We’re 
standing beside a stage on the top floor 
ballroom of the Mandarin Oriental on 
Columbus Circle in New York City, for a 
quick run-through of the Norman Mailer 
Gala, October 4, 2012. Baldwin is the master 
of ceremonies, and I’m presenting big checks 
to student winners of creative nonfiction 
contests I've organized for the National 
Council of Teachers of English. Baldwin is 
shorter and slimmer than I expected him to 
be, more Hunt for Red October than 30 
Rock, and he’s taking all his responsibilities 
very seriously. I’m nervous as hell. ”Hesse,” 
I say, “rhymes with messy.” A few minutes 
earlier I’d met Mohammed Ali. A small 
group of prize winners and presenters had 
been ushered into a small side room. Mr. Ali 
was seated in the middle of a couch, wearing 
sunglasses and looking remarkably frail, 

Creative Nonfiction in the Life of NCTE

From 2009 to 2016, the National Council 
of Teachers of English awarded $5000 
and $10,000 prizes for creative nonfiction 
writing to high school and college 
students. These awards resulted from a 
partnership between NCTE and the 
Norman Mailer Foundation, and I helped 
negotiate the arrangement and 
coordinated the judging. The winners 
were recognized at a gala dinner in New 
York each October that featured lots of 
celebrities.  In 2012, for example, the 
master of ceremonies was Alec Baldwin.  
Muhammed Ali was there, as was 
Garrison Keillor, Joyce Carol Oates, 
Oliver Stone, and many others.
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Orwell, “A Hanging” 

It is curious, but till that moment I had never realized 
what it means to destroy a healthy, conscious man. 
When I saw the prisoner step aside to avoid the 
puddle, I saw the mystery, the unspeakable 
wrongness, of cutting a life short when it is in full 
tide. This man was not dying, he was alive just as we 
were alive. All the organs of his body were working 
–bowels digesting food, skin renewing itself, nails 
growing, tissues forming–all toiling away in solemn 
foolery. His nails would still be growing when he 
stood on the drop, when he was falling through the 
air with a tenth of a second to live.
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Information
”There is no cerebral cortex, which in humans is the area of the brain 
that gives the experience of pain.” Though it sounds more 
sophisticated, a lot of the neurology in this latter claim is still either 
false or fuzzy.  The human cerebral cortex is the brain-part that deals 
with higher faculties like reason, metaphysical self-awareness, 
language, et. Pain reception is known to be part of a much older and 
more primitive system of nociceptors and prostaglandins that are 
managed by the brain stem and thalamus. (245)

Idea
I'm not trying to give you a PETA-like screed here—at least I don't 
think so.  I'm trying, rather, to work out and articulate some of the 
troubling questions that arise amid all the laughter and situation and 
community pride of the Maine Lobster Festival.  The truth is that if 
you, the festival attendee, permit yourself to think that lobsters can 
suffer and would rather not, the MLF begins to take on the aspect of 
something like a Roman circus or medieval torture-fest.  Does that 
comparison seem a bit much? If so, exactly why? (253)
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Lived Self-full Information Baltimore Airport, 21 March 2022

Sought Self-less Idea
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Ruby Mountain, Kebler Pass, CO. Photo: Doug Hesse

Thank you!
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