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Abstract: 
 
 The anti-hero has had a major resurgence in modern pop culture. Shows like 

Breaking Bad and Game of Thrones follow protagonists who do terrible things. Instead of 

being reviled by the terrible characters and actions shown onscreen, audiences seem to 

find an odd thrill in watching them. Especially because, in most cases, the protagonists of 

shows like this have some redeeming quality. For instance, in the case of Breaking Bad, 

Bryan Cranston’s mild-mannered Walter White only becomes a meth kingpin in order to 

provide his family with money after the cancer he has contracted kills him. 

 The antihero formed the basis of my thesis. Where, I wondered, is the line drawn? 

At what point would the audience put down a story in disgust at the actions of the main 

character? In the story that follows, “It’s Four in the Morning, Do You Know Who You 

Are?” I tried to walk that line. I wanted a character that didn’t start nearly as noble as 

White in Breaking Bad. Instead, my hero, Zachary Ribard, starts out a little selfish, and a 

little rude, and only gets worse. By the end, maybe the audience won’t approve of him, 

but they’ll understand him. 
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Josh Workman 
It’s Four In The Morning, Do You Know Who You Are? 

 
I have a secret and a fake eye. The fake eye is a fact, not a secret. The secret is also a fact, but it’s 
a fact with unknown quantities, like how to create a perpetual motion machine. 
 
I used to have two real eyes, but I only saw things as I wanted them to be, not as they were. Then 
I went to a party and saw the world collapse around me. 
 
There was a high school boy at the party who just wanted to impress his older brother. This is a 
fact. Later, his older brother told him the party was awesome. This is conjecture. 
 
The high school boy brought a gun with a handle as black and deep as the barrel I’d be staring 
down. It was not a real gun, but ‘not real’ is not the same as ‘not dangerous’.  
 
Statistically speaking, BB guns in America are as dangerous as corkscrews, and three times more 
dangerous than electric can openers. 
 
I was floating in the kitchen when it happened. The warm liquid sloshing in my stomach had 
dissolved my pills, the ones I’d bought in the bright white light that spilled through the kitchen 
window above the sink and out into the backyard.  
 
The pills, the green one, the blue one, and definitely the purple one, were causing a chain 
reaction. The liquid inside of me expanded like baking soda and vinegar. It streamed out of my 
pores and began filling the kitchen. A red plastic cup bobbed by the silver zippers on my shoes in 
the neon liquid streaming from my legs. 
 
I drifted lazily around the kitchen island when a gold BB hit my right eye 1.23 centimeters above 
my pupil at 750 feet-per-second. Time slowed as reality fractured and kaleidoscoped in on itself. 
 
The eye started to die immediately. The rest of me continued to live. A molecule is the smallest 
piece of a compound. An atom is the smallest piece of an element. What is the smallest piece of 
me? Was I alive or dead or straddling the line of both? 
 
Last year in Terre Haute, Indiana, on a foggy June day, the left hand of 20-year-old Zachary 
Ribard was buried because that was the biggest piece of him that the rescue workers could find. 
The forensic team would later tell Zach’s parents that, due to the heat and blast radius of the 
homemade bomb, he had most likely died instantly. They did not take comfort from that. 
 
The families of his 17 victims didn’t seem to appreciate learning that his death had been painless, 
either. If you watch the news broadcasts of the funeral, you can see some of them. They are the 
ones at the front of the crowd gathered around the church; you can recognize them by their 
gritted teeth and hard faces.  
 
It’s from the middle of the crowd of victim’s families that the infamous man in red emerged. He 
brushes by a short girl in black and strides purposefully up the church steps to where Zach’s 
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crying mother is being supported by her husband and daughter. The man’s face is almost as red 
as his blazer when he yells “that son of a bitch” and spits at the family’s feet. When he 
disappears back into the crowd, a few of the angrier faces nod encouragingly.  
 
Only one person, a hunched-over woman with grey hair over a dark face walks over to support 
Zach’s shocked and grieving family. In a beautiful moment of cosmic coincidence, that woman 
is as charitable as Zach wanted to be. 
 
My mother used to read me a bedtime story about an Olympic sprinter who lost both of his legs. 
He looked in his hall closet, he looked under his bed, and he even looked in his refrigerator, but 
he could not find his legs.  
 
“Hmm,” he said to his pipe, “my legs are not me; I am me. But if I lose my legs, will I lose my 
identity as a runner? Is my identity the same as who I am?” 
 
His pipe did not answer. 
 
For six months after being shot, my right eye died on the vine. I continued to see flickers and 
shadows of our world through my stained glass iris. What I saw was a warped and twisted 
version of what entered my other eye. 
 
I saw people with auras of pink or purple that hung lazily around their bodies like jellyfish in the 
ocean. I saw dark anvils of death perched upon the heads of others. The walls of our world had 
been torn along with the sclera of my right eye. 
 
There’s no cosmic equivalent to a two-way mirror. If I could see across the folds of the universe 
and past eternity into a world adjacent to our own, then something or someone or some Other 
could see there and back again. This is a fact, not a secret. This fact is essential to understanding 
the secret though. 
 
‘Essential to me’ and ‘essentially’ do not mean the same thing just because they rhyme.  
 
Was Zach’s left hand essential to him or essentially him? Are we what we are or what we do?  
Most people who do bad things don’t think of themselves as bad people, and Zach was no 
exception. In fact, he believed he was an essentially good person, but that’s the way of the world. 
Someone can only perform an act of unspeakable evil by convincing themselves that it’s for the 
greater good. 
 
They, the all-knowing, all-seeing they, say that the road to hell is paved with good intentions. 
That may be true, but it’s not the whole story. The road to hell is walked by misguided 
individuals. 
 
Zach started down that road due to one simple word: charity. He was looking up the definition to 
the word for a college essay. Charity, as defined by the Collins English Dictionary, is defined as 
“a charitable act or work”. The same dictionary defines charitable as “of or pertaining to 
charity.” 
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To understand why charity was important to Zach, we have to know his state of mind. To know 
his state of mind, we have to learn his history. To learn his history, we have to meet Caitlin. 
 
Zach met Caitlin at a party very similar to the one where my eye met the tiny golden BB. The 
two were similar in the way all college parties are: both were too crowded, both had people 
complaining about the music, and neither was as good as the ones you see in the movies. 
 
Caitlin was standing in the line for the bathroom when she met him. Her wavy blonde hair 
bounced on her shoulders as she bobbed to the music. She was wearing back leather boots, black 
leggings, and a white tank top with the words “THAT SHIT CRAY” in gold block letters. 
 
Zach solidified out of the chaos swirling through the hallway like water vapor desublimating 
straight into ice. There was a jacket draped tightly around his shoulders like a shadow. He 
glanced at Caitlin’s shirt, laughed, and said “That shirt cray.” 
 
Then he walked away. She liked that he didn’t stick around to hit on her. Later, when he saw her 
again, he noticed there was a line of something red and sticky on her neck. He reached out and 
touched it. She found the gesture sweet and oddly intimate.  
 
He asked, “Hey, are you okay?”  
 
She said, “I think I got blood on your hand.” 
 
He smiled and said, “I think that’s the least of your problems right now.” 
 
That smile, his white teeth glowing alien-like in the party’s black light, was essential to their 
relationship, but it was not essentially their relationship. 
 
The Olympic sprinter decided to not abandon the search for his legs. He was still essentially 
himself without legs, but that does not mean that the legs were not essential to him. He sat in his 
rickety red wagon and regretted never fixing its one wobbly wheel. Then, he strung up a sail he’d 
made from a shower curtain and rolled west. 
 
Every time the Olympian met someone, he would have same conversation. He would first show 
them his gold medal and explain that he was an Olympic sprinter. He would describe the race in 
loving detail, focusing specifically on the way he outran the roar of the crowd. Then he would 
ask if they had seen his legs. 
 
My eye was essentially dead, but because of the new perspective it brought it was essential to 
me. I could close my right eye and watch the wind shake the yellow leaves of an oak tree like a 
child playing a tambourine; I could close my left eye and see the stealthy panthers crouched 
behind the fabric of reality. 
 
Fate is easier to defy if you can see it coming. 
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The problem was that the problem was the solution. I lived in a Möbius strip of cause and effect. 
I had to use my dying eye to see if the Others beyond infinity saw me, but shining my gaze 
across that chasm made me easier to spot. 
 
Zach and Caitlin’s first date took place five weeks after the party, and it was memorable.  
 
For Zach, the memorable college nights were the ones where the goal was to not get drunk. Not 
just because of obvious memory boost that comes with sobriety, but because those were the rarer 
occasions. This night started sober, but ended with buttery nipples. This is an intentionally 
misleading statement. 
 
Zach was nervous when he got ready. He was nervous when he picked her up. He was nervous 
when they arrived at Who’s Hoosiers, the type of hidden, local spot that always seems to pop up 
near a college campus. It was dimly lit, with uncomfortable wooden chairs and expensive 
cocktails. This focus on style over comfort is considered modern. 
 
On the stage in the corner of the restaurant was a blues band made up of white boys and thick-
rimmed glasses. They called themselves Blind Willie Mays. Around the stage clustered the 
regulars, looking casual and pretending they were only there because they couldn’t be bothered 
to go somewhere cooler. Further out, where the stage lights faded, sat the people who were there 
for the first time; they would occasionally lean toward each other and whisper, “This place is so 
amazing!” 
 
Zach was still nervous when a waiter with slow eyes and slower feet brought them cocktail 
menus. 
 
“Oh, they have Buttery Nipples. Those are my favorite type of shot.” Caitlin looked over the 
gilded menu and into his eyes. 
 
Zach’s dark eyebrows popped up like a bagel in a toaster. “I’ve never had one, but I can’t wait to 
try them with you.”  
 
This is flirting. Flirting is where two people talk around what they want until one of them sees a 
window of opportunity. 
 
My right eye was a window into another world. If you’re desperate enough, a window can be a 
door. The forces outside our world circled my eye like cats around milk. At some point, they 
decided to pounce. I could feel the pain shooting through my dead optical nerve as the creatures 
clawed and attacked my eye, seeking a way through the window I’d opened. 
 
It had been months since the party, but I still wasn’t driving, so my mother took me to see the 
doctor. She sat in the corner of his office reading the Halloween edition of Martha Stewart 
Living and gasping every time the doctor said the word “serious”. The doctor’s face was a wind-
weathered rock. At some point, his coarse, grey hair had climbed down and hidden among the 
craggy outcroppings dotting his head. His voice squeaked like a rusted hinge. 
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“It’s called Ocular histoplasmosis syndrome,” he told me, “it’s a fungus.” 
 
“A fungus? How would I get a fungus?” 
 
“About 90% of adults in the southeastern US have it. Ophthalmologists actually call the Bible 
Belt the Histo Belt.” When no one laughed with him he scratched his chin and kept talking. “It’s 
an infection and it actually is quite serious, but there is a simple solution.” 
 
When Zach and Caitlin stumbled into his house a few hours after dinner, things were going well. 
If he thought back on that night later, Zach would remember that the date, that date, most dates, 
ended with getting laid. He wouldn’t remember, however, getting to that moment. 
  
He wouldn’t remember that the more he drank the less his gallantry had existed for its own sake 
instead of as a means to an end.  He wouldn’t remember choosing to watch No Strings Attached 
because it was romantic comedy about passionate, complication-free sex. He wouldn’t remember 
the decision to sleep with her. He wouldn’t remember that he had purposefully been timid until 
she was too naked, too sweaty, too out of breath to say no. And most importantly, he wouldn’t 
remember the conversation they’d had in the kitchen over wine. 
 
They were sitting at his plastic, 1950s style kitchen table; a man’s voice and the sound of a piano 
swam in the air around them like electric eels. 
 
“Show me another one,” She said. 
 
At dinner, Caitlin had found out Zach was an artist. That night, their first date, was the first time 
she got to see his work. 
 
“Okay,” He pulled a thick piece of paper, about two feet tall and one foot wide, out of the 
portfolio splayed in front of them. “ This one is my favorite.” 
 
It was done in the style of Shepherd Fairey’s iconic Obama “Hope” poster. Instead of a future 
president, the top five-sixths of Zach’s poster showed a girl with sharp features, dark hair, and 
startling, neon green eyes reflected in a bathroom mirror. She was wearing a dark shirt with a 
low neckline. She had mussed hair, and a sweaty, glowing look that implied physical activity. On 
the bottom of the poster was the bathroom sink, with white water rushing into the grey basin. On 
either side of the sink, the back of the girl’s forearns could be seen. She was leaning forward, 
inspecting herself in the mirror. Above the girl, in blue letters, read the words “It’s Four In The 
Morning” below her, more words said, “Do You Know Who You Are?” 
 
“Wow.” Caitlin repeated herself. “Wow. This is great.” 
 
Zach shrugged. “Thanks.” 
 
“Is this a real person?” 
 
“Oh, her?” Zach shook his head, but what he said was, “Yeah, she’s an old friend of mine.” 
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Caitlin said, “She’s pretty.” 
 
Zach said, “Yeah she made a good model.” 
 
King Henry VIII’s wives went in this order: divorced, beheaded, died, divorced, beheaded, 
survived. Caitlin’s boyfriends went in this order: asshole, asshole, closet homosexual, terrorist. 
At least Henry got to be king. 
 
My mother’s fingers were white with tension. She’d rolled her Martha Stewart Living into a tiny 
tube and was now gripping it as if it were the safety bar on a roller coaster.  
 
“Serious,” the doctor explained, “is not necessarily the same as dangerous.” 
 
My mother breathed out slowly. 
 
“Ordinarily, the biggest problem with this fungus is that it can cause blindness.” The doctor 
pointed at me. I was rubbing and buffing my right eye like my childhood dog had just been run 
over. “That’s not a worry here, you’ve already lost your vision. All we have to do is remove your 
eye, which is a relatively easy procedure.” 
 
One morning on his travels, the Olympian met an old elephant. The elephant sat by the side of 
the road with his cane resting against his dusty rocking chair and helped the people he met 
remember. The Olympian started his spiel, but the elephant stopped him with a great noise from 
his trunk. 
 
“Bless you,” nodded the Olympian. 
 
“I didn’t sneeze,” replied the elephant, “I interrupted.” 
 
“That was rude.” 
 
The elephant inspected the ivory handle of his cane. It was in quite bad taste, but he didn’t mind. 
“So is lying.” 
 
“I haven’t lied.” The Olympian prepared to raise his sail and shoot away. 
 
“You told me that you’re an Olympic sprinter.” 
 
The Olympian dropped the rope he’d been pulling and slammed his fist down on the wagon. “I 
am an Olympic Sprinter. I showed you one of my medals!” 
 
The elephant laughed. It was a sound that started deep in his belly and blasted from his trunk like 
the Challenger Shuttle. “You were an Olympic sprinter. Your legs abandoned you for a reason, if 
you were still a sprinter, they would be with you.” 
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The Olympian sat unmoving in his wagon long after the elephant limped away. When he finally 
moved on, the red sun was floating low in the sky like an ice cube riding the line between the 
unmixed sections of an Arnold Palmer. 
 
The surgery went well, I guess. The surgeons put me to sleep with a gas that they said would 
smell like bubblegum. This was essentially a lie. It smelled like bubblegum for about ten seconds 
and then it smelled like what it was: a chemical designed to remove you from the world. 
 
For the week leading up to the surgery, I had seen a low storm cloud hanging over my head. 
When I woke up, the cloud had whisped away, leaving a fresh blanket of snow plastered across 
the right side of my face. The white bandage itched and itched and itched. The only time it didn’t 
itch was when I slept and slipped down into dreams where I dove headfirst into fiberglass-filled 
pools. This is a living nightmare. 
 
My vision had snapped the world into a flat, dimensionless painting. The shadows that had 
flickered through my failing eye were gone. I could feel them swirling around the corners of my 
vision, but couldn’t seem to turn my head fast enough to capture them.  
 
Who you are doesn’t always change when you gain new knowledge and your knowledge doesn’t 
always change when you do. I still knew there were other worlds twirling around the edge of 
human perception. Others still knew about us, too. 
 
You are you, and that will never change. You are who you are, but who you are may change. 
This is a paradox. As Zach grew, so did who he was. 
 
The morning after their first date, when Caitlin woke up on his red flannel sheets with the sun in 
her eyes and a cat on her legs, she had the Muhammad Ali of headaches. 
 
“I have a headache. A bad one,” She said. 
 
“I have Tylenol. Big ones,” Zach replied. He had an arm spread across her, and as he pulled back 
to leave the bed, his fingers jumped and played across her chest. The Tylenol did as good a job 
as it could against the G.O.A.T. of hangovers. The headache shrank and shrank until it was just a 
peanut lodged behind her right eye. 
 
Bad intentions on a first date don’t make someone a bad boyfriend. And, in fact, over the next 
few months Zach and Caitlin had a relationship straight out of a romantic comedy. They cooked 
together; flour handprints blossomed on their chests, backs, and butts like bloodstains. They went 
for hikes and ate picnics under thin clouds streaking across the humid Indiana sky. They had 
annoying nicknames for each other and held hands while grocery shopping. This is infatuation. 
 
Perhaps, if Caitlin could have seen Zach through my right eye, things would have been different. 
Perhaps, she would have seen evil stretching over him over him like the Earth’s shadow over the 
moon’s surface during a lunar eclipse. 
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Warm morning sunlight splashed over the Olympian’s face. His dusty wagon sat in the middle of 
a great desert. Shrubs sprouted haphazardly from the cracked ground. Somewhere, the Olympian 
could hear a flag whipping in the wind. When he looked up, he discovered that the flag was his 
own, tattered sail wrapped around a cactus. 
 
Many men would have given up, given into madness, or let the desert dry them. The Olympian 
was not many men. He was one man, and that man was a champion. He pulled down the curtain 
rod that he had used to hold his sail. The rod was actually two hollow metal tubes. The Olympian 
twisted the rod and pulled it apart, coming up with two smaller rods. Then, he turned his wagon 
toward the rising sun and, using the rods as oars, rowed into the soft breeze. 
 
I recovered from my surgery. When the snow melted and the bandage was pulled off of my face, 
I was given a glass eye. Glass eyes are not made of glass anymore, they are made from some sort 
of space age plastic. That means a glass eye is a fake eye then in more ways than one. 
 
My fake eye is special. My fake eye is different. My fake eye is multicolored. 
 
I don’t know what other people think; maybe they believe I have seven different-colored fake 
eyes that I keep in a weekly pill calendar. Maybe they think I have a digital prototype that you 
can download colors to like iPhone apps. Maybe they think the truth, but I doubt it.  
 
The truth is that, like the broken eye it replaced, my fake eye is a window to another world. 
Something as small and inconsequential as a fake eye can still be important. 
 
Like most things in life, Zach and Caitlin’s honeymoon period eventually came to an end. Their 
break-up was the end result of something that seemed as small and as inconsequential as BB 
pellet. Caitlin let herself into Zach’s and scooted her way through his house, pausing to bend 
down and scratch his cat behind the ears. 
 
She found him in his bedroom room, sitting at his desk, staring blankly at the ‘Ski Terre Haute’ 
poster above his bed. Caitlin dropped into his line of sight. The bed bowed beneath her denim 
shorts. She snapped her gum when she spoke. He hated it when she snapped her gum. 
 
“Whatchya doing?” she asked. 
 
Zach tilted his head toward the desk to his left. His “It’s Four in the Morning” poster was laid out 
on the scarred wooden surface. “I’m supposed to be working on some stupid charity essay, but I 
can’t concentrate. Tara’s birthday is coming up,” he said, “I want to do something with this for 
her.” 
 
Caitlin didn’t say anything. 
 
“I think I can make it cooler, better,” He said. 
 
“I think she would like that,” He said. 
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When Caitlin still didn’t say anything, he added, “What do you think?” 
 
“You’re doing something else for her?” She asked. 
 
“Well, yeah. That’s what you do for someone on their birthday.” 
 
“Oh of course. You need to bend over backwards, you need to pour your soul into something for 
her.” 
 
Zach wasn’t a Rhodes Scholar, but he wasn’t exactly dumb. When he spoke his voice was as flat 
as Euclidean space. “You’re mad.” 
 
“You’re right. About that, at least.” 
 
“I don’t…” He leaned back forcefully. His swivel chair spun more than he meant it to, and he 
had to reach out a hand to steady himself. The knuckles on the hand that gripped his desk were 
white. “What’s the problem?” 
 
“You draw this for her, you draw that, now you’re drawing another thing. Where’s mine?” 
 
He laughed; it was a cold, sharp bark. “That’s what this is? You want me to draw you 
something?” 
 
“No. I mean, yes, I do, but it’s not just that, it’s what the drawing represents. How can you be 
present in this relationship when so much of your effort is going to her?” 
 
His voice popped like a flame. “So now you don’t want to date me.” 
 
“That’s not what I’m saying.” 
 
But, two hours later, that’s exactly what she was saying. 
 
The Olympian rowed for days and days and days and days. When he got thirsty, he would park 
his squeaking wagon near a cactus and poke one of his makeshift oars into it. Then he would use 
the tube as a straw and pull the moisture out. Eventually, the Olympian found the rural desert 
road he’d ridden down before and began to row home.  
 
When the Olympian passed the old elephant’s chair, he pointedly refused to look at his tusked 
tormenter. The elephant, however, watched with amusement as the Olympian rolled steadily 
past. A skinny plume of dust hung in the heavy desert air behind him. The elephant smiled and 
tickled himself with his trunk, sometimes he helped people remember and sometimes he helped 
them find something entirely new. 
 
There are places in our world where reality is only a whisper wide. One of these windows is only 
about 6 months old. At exactly 13 mm in diameter, it is slightly larger than the average human 
iris. 
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I know my eye is one side of the window, but I don’t know where the other side is. Maybe it 
wanders an alternate world, echoing my movement here. 
 
Picture a snowcapped peak under inky, swirling clouds. Lightning flashes, silhouetting an old 
wooden stepladder at the top of that Seussian stack of strata. There is a line of bearded men in 
white lab coats looping from the base of the ladder all the way down the mountain. One man 
stands at the top of the ladder and appears to be alternately squinting into the distance and 
scribbling on his clipboard. After 24 hours, he clambers gingerly off the ladder and another man 
takes his place. I like to imagine this is the world that holds the window into my eye. 
 
Like most college students, Zach was constantly seeking an identity. Being Caitlin’s boyfriend 
hadn’t worked out, and being her ex definitely wasn’t a step in the right direction when it came 
to knowing who he was. He’d already decided that his identity wasn’t his major, because his 
major changed like the seasons. He thought his round John Lennon glasses were an identity, but 
then he got contacts. Sometimes he would look at his driver’s license to remind himself who he 
was. After he got a fake id, he stopped doing that. Terrorist is an identity that lasts forever, but I 
doubt that would reassure him now. This is only my opinion, though. 
 
Zach accidently discovered his identity the night he and Caitlin broke up. After she left, he sat at 
his desk, muttering things like “that fucking girl” and “what does she know?” while he prepared 
to start his essay. To turn his mind toward the project, Zach googled the definition of ‘charity’. 
 
Zach was stumped by the definition he found; he was not any closer to understanding charity and 
his essay was not any closer to being written. This is the moment would go on to define the rest 
of Zach’s short life. A different person might have looked up the word in a different dictionary. 
But, then, the fact that Zach didn’t do that is the exact reason we’re talking about him. 
 
He looked at the definition of charity. He thought about the argument he’d just had. “I won’t do 
anything for someone I’m not trying to sleep with? I’m selfish? Okay, let’s do some fucking 
good.” 
 
But, before he could do good, before he could perform a charitable act or deed, Zach had to 
figure out what, exactly, charity was. 
 
The essay was long abandoned; Zach was resigned to getting a failing grade. The “Four In The 
Morning” poster lay forgotten behind his computer. There was something much more important 
on his mind: the true definition of charity. Charity, Zach decided, is doing something for 
someone else. That conclusion was easy enough to come to. Zach hadn’t even finished his first 
cup of coffee before he figured out that charity was doing good works. 
 
It took the Olympian days to row home, but for him it felt like no time at all. After passing the 
elephant, he paused to catch his breath. Looking down, he noticed that his shadow was right next 
to him. He challenged his shadow to a race home. 
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His shadow had a laugh like rustling feathers. “You can’t race me,” it said, “you’re facing East 
and the sun is above you. The longer the race takes the farther ahead I’ll get.’ 
 
“So you refuse? You forfeit?” 
 
Shadows may be sly, tricky creatures, with their intentions hidden by a placid surface, but they 
are not cowards. The two set off at full speed and, in less than a minute the Olympian had 
outraced his own shadow and skidded through the gate of his white picket fence. 
 
The truth is, I don’t know who or what is on the other side of my eye. That’s okay though, it’s 
not my job to know. You don’t blame a magnifying glass for the sadistic six-year-old using it to 
burn ants. 
 
It was the next part of Zach’s definition that took him awhile to decide on. He finished four more 
cups of coffee, his stomach soured and his hands shook. Charity isn’t just doing a good work; it’s 
doing something good without getting anything in return.  
 
By Zach’s definition, drawing something for your girlfriend (ex, he reminded himself) definitely 
wasn’t charity. But even the things generally accepted to be charitable, like giving to the poor 
and volunteering at soup kitchens were actually anything but. After all, someone who donates to 
others always gets something out of the situation, even if it’s only the respect of others or the 
contentment that comes with knowing you helped someone out. 
 
Zach was stumped, he thought about making another cup of coffee, but his hands had become so 
shaky that he was sure he would spill the grounds. It seemed, as Zach watched the rising sun 
painting the cold, grey sky purple and gold, that no one could actually be charitable then. 
Unless… Maybe the only truly charitable act by a person would be something that would bring 
the giver no joy or esteem. He would have to give to others in a way that hurt himself. That 
conclusion forever altered Zach’s life. 
 
Zach began looking for ways help others without receiving any respect. Dr. Jack Kevorkian 
became his hero.  
 
Maybe Zach would have tempered his opinions on the true nature of charity if he had been left to 
his own devices. Maybe his anger at Caitlin would have abated. Maybe they would have gotten 
back together. But, instead of spending time with her, with Tara, or with his family, Zach met 
Alf Maylor, former pool hustler and born-again Christian rug salesman. More important than his 
current job, his former job, or his views on Christ, was Alf’s opinion on women. He considered 
all women, or as he called them, ‘daughters of Eve’, to be temptations who only existed to draw 
men away from God. Zach didn’t agree with that, but he liked complaining about Caitlin, so the 
two spent time together. 
 
Alf Maylor was the type of man who liked to talk and talk, but he only had about four stories. 
Zach was especially tired of hearing Alf’s favorite story, the one about the time he helped 
smuggle six pounds of pot into the country, and he almost wasn’t listening when Alf said 
something new. 
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“… And part of me wishes I’d been hit by one of those bullets,” Alf scratched the top of his head 
where his thin white hair no longer reached, “Yup, that woulda saved me a whole lotta trouble.” 
 
“Wait,” said Zach. He paused. He thought. He repeated himself. “Wait. But that was before you 
were a Christian right?” 
 
Alf nodded proudly, talking about his transition from a man of the underworld to a man of God 
was his third favorite story, “Well before I was a Christian. I ain’t even heard the word yet. I 
knew about as much about God as a frog knows about barbequin’ a pig.” 
 
“Then wouldn’t you have been scared to die? I mean, wouldn’t you have gone to hell?” 
 
Alf didn’t even pause to think about his answer. He reached inside the chest pocket of his 
powder-blue collared shirt and pulled out his tiny, dog-eared copy of the New Testament. His 
long, thin fingers rifled quickly through the pages; Zach imagined those fingers chalking a pool 
cue in a smoky bar. 
 
“Here, in Romans,” Alf jabbed the book with his index finger. Zach imagined a thin cue gliding 
effortlessly over the green felt of a pool table. “It says that some people, the, uh, gentiles, haven’t 
heard of God, but they’ll be saved ‘cause they do the things required by the law… Which, ah 
where is it? I was just reading it… Oh yeah, which shows ‘the law is written in their hearts’.” 
 
Zach didn’t understand what that meant, and he told Alf so. 
 
Alf set down the thin Bible and took a sip of coffee. He grimaced. (Alf had told Zach long ago 
that the only drink he liked the taste of was a whisky ginger, but he had stopped drinking when 
he found God. It was his fourth favorite story.)  
 
“I’m saying that if you’re a good person, a person who’s doing the best they can, and you 
haven’t heard of God, you get saved. Heck,” Alf always said ‘heck’ with the conviction of a man 
saying something a lot stronger and a lot dirtier, “I was a good guy. I was the best man I knew 
how to be. But now, with all these rules, well, it gets tough.” 
 
Alf told Zach his second favorite story (the time he beat Johnny Depp in pool and Depp said he 
wanted to make a movie about Alf’s life) and the two paid for their coffee and left. Zach was 
quieter than usual when he said goodbye. Alf was so busy talking he didn’t even notice that Zach 
had barely said one thing about his ex. 
 
Tragedy is relative. On Facebook a tragedy is when a frat boy has to wait too long for a churro. 
In Chicago a tragedy is 42 killings a month. At the end of his life the great tragedy for Zach was 
that he thought he was doing the right thing. 
 
Anything can be found on the Internet. On April 4th, 2013, Zach’s Google search history 
included: best donuts Terre Haute, mosques Terre Haute, New Girl latest episode, and how to 
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make bombs. If the NSA was monitoring his computer, they somehow missed reading his 
searches that day.  
 
Zach had to look through fourteen pages of Google search results before he found a Fight Club 
fan-site that had what he was looking for. Under the picture of the site-owner’s Brad Pitt tattoo, 
and above the post where he misspelled Chuck Palahniuk’s name, there were instructions on how 
to make explosives. 
 
Zach worked at Home Depot, which meant two things: he got a great discount and he could ring 
up items for himself so that no one would ask uncomfortable questions. Over the course of three 
weeks he bought $314.87 worth of material. Due his discount, Zach only spent $220.41. 
 
Zach was praying everyday; he had to pray everyday. He wanted to make sure that he was as 
close to God as he could possibly be. Well, as close as he could possibly be while still being on 
Earth; that was an important caveat. 
 
On May 17th, 2013, it was a comfortable 67 degrees in Terre Haute, Indiana. The sun rose over 
the mighty Wabash River, shining warm light on its muddy depths. Outside the local White 
Castle Burger, home to the largest grand opening of any White Castle in the history of the 
company, a bum rifled through dumpsters. In Square Donuts, a local shop situated in the heart of 
Downtown, Zach ate his final meal. The maple bars were hot, fluffy, and delicious. He left a ten-
dollar tip behind. The tattooed girl behind the counter was so busy Facebooking about her 
boredom at work that she wouldn’t remember who her first customer had been that day. 
 
The day was warming up, and the sun was playing against the blue sky, so Zach decided to walk 
the 1.3 miles from Square Donuts’ location to the Islamic Center of Terre Haute, the only 
Muslim Mosque for over 20 miles around. He squinted into the cloudless sky and hoped it didn’t 
get too much warmer; Zach was already sweating underneath his heavy, black pea coat. 
 
What Zach didn’t realize that day, was that most people wouldn’t come to the Mosque until 
much later. When he walked into the building, no one asked him to remove his coat. Maybe they 
should have been suspicious, but what reason did they have to be? 
 
The main ingredient in Zach’s bomb vest was pool sanitizer, which is necessary to make the 
chemical triacetone triperoxide or, as it’s colloquially known, ‘the Mother of Satan”. Zach did 
not see any irony in this. 
 
Zach waited until he saw as many people as possible. If your mother ever tells you to be 
friendlier, use those who greeted Zach as an example. Ten were killed immediately. The 
remaining seven were seriously injured, but would go on to recover. 
 
After winning the race with his shadow, the Olympian sat in his paisley, wingback chair and 
stared at his mantle. Dust floated in a river over his medals, four gold and two bronzes. The 
Olympian looked at his pipe. It puffed silently to itself. They had stopped searching for the 
Olympian’s legs. 
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The Olympian had discovered something else on his search. His circumstances hadn’t changed 
who he was. The Olympian was still a strong, fierce competitor. In fact, his drive was now 
stronger than ever. The Olympian continued training, and, the next summer Olympics, he won a 
rowing competition. The Olympian was whatever he set his mind too. It’s beautiful moral, but 
it’s also only a children’s story. 
 
Mist hung above the cemetery like the fake beard on a department store Santa. Zachary Ribart’s 
mother wept behind round, turtle shell frames and touched her recently dyed hair. 
 
The man in red was nowhere to be seen, most of the crowd that had surrounded the church had 
either left or were behind the barricades put up by the police. The old woman with the grey hair 
held Zach’s mother’s hand. She didn’t mention that she had buried her four-year-old 
granddaughter the day before. She didn’t mention that her only son had died in service during 
Operation Iraqi Freedom. 
 
She just looked behind those turtle shell frames and said, “I forgive him and you should too.” 
 
The woman stayed throughout the entire service and invited Zach’s family to her house for 
lunch. They declined. 
 
But, 
Wait 
. 
. 
. 
 
What about my secret?  
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It’s Four In The Morning, Do You Know Who You Are? 

 
I have a secret and a fake eye. The secret is that I am Caitlin, and I’m the one who’s really to 
blame for the May Mosque Massacre. 
 
Go back, watch the YouTube video of the infamous man in red, as he bursts out of the crowd to 
berate Zach’s poor mother. I’m there. Watch the girl in black who he brushes by; notice the large 
Audrey Hepburn glasses she’s wearing, observe how she won’t look directly at any cameras or 
the Ribard family. And isn’t it odd that on such a cold and rainy day, she’s only wearing a thin 
black sweater? 
 
That was me. I couldn’t stand to watch their pain. I couldn’t bring myself to be a target of the 
rancor. And I didn’t dare wear my only black coat, that heavy, black pea coat Zach gave me for 
my birthday. 
 
Zach didn’t meet Caitlin at a party like the one where my eye got shot out; he met her, me, at that 
exact party. He saw my shirt, he laughed, he made his joke, he walked away. It’s hard to say 
whether that BB or that bastard affected my life more. 
 
I lay on the floor, crying and screaming, and he appeared out of nowhere. He grew larger and 
larger until my vision contained nothing but Zach. He blocked out the pandemonium, the chaos, 
the swirling horrors around me.  
 
He did reach out, he did touch my face, he did ask if I was okay, I did say I think I’m bleeding on 
you, he did laugh and say that was probably the least of my problems. That’s true.  
 
There were 297 people at the party. 131 left immediately when I was hit because they knew that 
‘trouble’ is synonymous with ‘police’. Of the remaining 166, only Zach thought to speak to me 
calmly and rationally. 
 
Our first date wasn’t at Who’s Hoosiers. That was our third. Technically, we had our first date in 
my shared room on the third floor of the Wabash Valley Medical Center. I pecked at limp lettuce 
with a firm fork and drank just-below-room-temperature apple juice. He drank chocolate milk 
and ate something that could be called Chicken Parmesan, if you were feeling charitable. 
 
For the 9 days I was in the hospital, the only people I saw were faceless, emotionless medical 
automatons, my mother, and Zachary Ribard. This is where I’d like to say that I was drawn to 
him due to some perversion of the Florence Nightingale Effect. I’d like to say that I could have 
never been attracted to a man capable of that. I’d like to say that when I got back to my real life I 
told my girlfriends about him over a pint of ice cream and we laughed at the poor, misled sop. 
 
But the truth is I found him handsome, damn him, charming, damn him, and even a little sweet, 
damn him. 
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The last day I was in the hospital, my mother looked up from her dog-eared Betty Crocker 
cookbook and said, “So what do you think about him?” 
 
“About who?” 
 
“That boy who’s been visiting you.” 
 
I rolled at least my good eye. I might have rolled my bad eye too, but I couldn’t tell. “Can we 
talk about something else?” 
 
“Sure.” She closed the cookbook and set it on a starched pant-leg. “Have you decided on a 
major—” 
 
“I like him,” I said. 
 
On our third date, our first real one, took place three weeks after I left the hospital. It would have 
happened earlier, but I wanted to wait until my bruises, swelling, and bandages had disappeared. 
This is called egotism. 
 
I don’t know if the gallantry was a show and I don’t know if his only intention was to sleep with 
me and I don’t know if he chose to watch No Strings Attached on purpose and I don’t know if he 
actually kept pressing, kept touching, kept kissing, kept kissing, kept kissing until I forgot my 
qualms about sleeping with him so early. You try thinking about a person so reviled without 
remembering them in a negative light. Go ahead, try. I’ll wait. 
 
I do know that he talked about Tara that night. He showed me the poster, he pretended it was no 
big deal; he couldn’t see how he felt about her. I do know that led to the end of our relationship. 
And I know the end of our relationship led to… Well, we’ll get there. I’m not ready to talk about 
it yet. 
 
I know the morning after that date, when I woke up in his bed, I didn’t just have a hangover. I 
didn’t know it yet, but that was the beginning of my infection, the start of the Ocular 
histoplasmosis syndrome. 
 
I know that even with my right eye, even with the things I could see, I never noticed anything 
evil about him. No shadows hung over him; no darkness lurked behind those Lennon-lenses or 
that white smile. 
 
I know the argument that ended our relationship started out being about Tara, but that’s not how 
it ended. I also know that I didn’t mention everything I said in that fight. 
 
It’s hard for me to say, there’s no simple way to put it. It seems like one truth always needs three 
more to explain it. 
 
We didn’t just fight about her; we fought about everything. 
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I was about to go under the knife.  
 
I was about to have my eye removed. 
 
I was terrified. 
 
It’s not an excuse, but it’s the truth. 
 
I did accuse him of pouring his soul out for Tara, but that’s not all. I told him he wasn’t there for 
me, I told him he was lazy, I told him he never did anything, I told him he ought to be ashamed 
of himself. A real man, I said, would have convictions. A real man would give his heart, his soul, 
hell even his life for something. You, I said, will never be a man like that. 
 
That was on March 19th. He googled homemade bombs on April 4th. He walked into the mosque 
on May 17th.  
 
The truth is, it’s my fault. 
 
I don’t know what conversations Zach had with Alf. I do know that Alf only tells those four 
stories, I met him twice and heard each of them about three times. I know he was a little sexist 
and a little racist, but also generally harmless. He wouldn’t hurt anyone. 
 
All I know is that in front of the church that day, I saw Alf. He was standing close enough that I 
could smell the stale cigarettes beneath his cheap cologne. 
 
He looked at me, shook his head, and said, “That poor boy, sometimes I wish I…” 
 
“I…”  
 
You what, Alf? I never asked, instead I filled in the blanks. I let him, Zach, anyone take the 
blame. 
 
I’ve only told one person this. And even that wasn’t explicit, it was vague, it was full of half-
truths and mitigating circumstances. 
 
It was the grey-haired woman who helped up Zach’s mother and invited his family over for 
lunch after the funeral. Her name was Fatima. She forgave me. 
 
She may have forgiven me, but I haven’t forgiven myself. 
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