
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

By: Laura Wright 
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“Though wise men at their end know dark is right, 

Because their words had forked no lightening they 

Do not go gentle into that good night….” 

 

“No, my father did not go gentle into that good night. He did not follow them in 

accepting his fate. When the realization hit, he did not accept the end. Nor did I. I 

refused to accept his fate with every shred of denial in my being.  How can a child 

accept something so hopeless?”  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

EVERETTE: 
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Maggie motions for him to sit on the opposite side of the couch. He 

cautiously watches Everette for signs of aggression. Everette won’t look at 

Bill, he looks at his hands and clenches his jaw. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight, 

Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay, 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.” 
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MAGGIE: 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

“The last thing I said to my father was that I loved him. I never knew what made me 

say it. We were not an affectionate family, nothing like we should’ve been. At our last 

talk, the urge came over me like a tidal wave, somehow, I think I knew he would 

die.... 

 

“And you, my father, there on the sad height, 

Curse, bless me now with your fierce tears I pray. 

Do not go gentle into that good night, 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light...” 

 

Lights dim. 

 

 


