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President, F. Scott Fitzgerald Literary Conference, Inc.

Registration
Unitarian Universalist Congregation of Rockville 
100 Welsh Park Drive, Rockville, MD, 20850

Welcome and Opening Remarks

8:15 a.m. 

10:55-11:00 p.m. 

 

Schedule
– Saturday, October 15, 2022 – 

. . . . Tara Campbell
 . . . . William Jones

 . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Margaret Talbot

Morning Workshops
“A Little Weird Can Go a Long Way: Generating New Stories” (Fiction)
“What is Afrofuturism and Why Is It Important?” (Afrofuturist Fiction)
“The Art of the Interview” (Non-Fiction)

9:00-10:50 a.m. 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Hannah Grieco

Workshop for Fitzgerald Scholars
“Hermit Crabs: Writing stories in weird, unusual forms!” 

9:00-10:50 a.m. 

Lunch Break

 Awards Ceremony
Recognition of F. Scott Fitzgerald Scholars . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Taryn Trazkovich

Noon-1:00 p.m. 

 12:45-2:15 p.m. 

Keynote Talk
Alice McDermott

“Stories and the Quintessence of Dust”

2:30-3:15 p.m. 

 . . . . . . . . Richard Powers and
Kim Stanley Robinson

A Conversation About the Art of Fiction11:00-Noon 

Presentation of the Annual F. Scott Fitzgerald Literary Award for 
Outstanding Achievement in American Literature. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Gary Berg-Cross

Introduction of Richard Powers . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kim Stanley Robinson

2019 Recipient: Richard Powers
followed by acceptance & reading

 . . . . Eileen McGuckian

 . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Tope Folarin
  . . . . . . . Morgan Gendel

  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .(Fiction/Non-Fiction)  Robert K. Musil

Bus Tour of Fitzgerald's Haunts in Rockville 

Afternoon Workshops
        “Are You Done Yet? On the Art of Revising” (Fiction)
        “Create the Next (Hypothetical) Sci-Fi TV Series” (Science Fiction) 
        “Writing Comes Naturally: Catching the Wonders of Nature on Paper” 

3:30-5:00 p.m. 

3:30-4:30 p.m. 

Workshop for Fitzgerald Scholars3:30-4:30 a.m.  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Richard Powers and
Kim Stanley Robinson

A Film Screening of The Last Time I Saw Paris (1954)
Loosely based on F. Scott Fitzgerald's short story "Babylon Revisited" 

8:45-10:40 a.m. 

 . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Gary Berg-Cross
Mayor of Rockville  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Bridget Newton
Coordinator of Art Competition . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Patricia Dubroof
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F. Scott Fitzgerald never lived in Rockville, Maryland – 

so why is he buried here? 

F. Scott Fitzgerald is associated with the glittering, 

romantic and dissipated excesses of the Jazz Age — a 

phrase he coined — and venues such as Princeton's 

rarefied halls of ivy, the glamour of New York, Paris, the 

French Riviera and Hollywood. Yet Fitzgerald's 

Maryland roots were so deeply embedded that when he 

died suddenly in Hollywood, there was little question 

that Rockville would be his final resting place. 

He completed Tender Is the Night (1934) in Baltimore. 

People, places, and experiences in Rockville found their 

way into that novel and his other writings. Fitzgerald 

maintained his life long connection to Rockville through 

correspondence, family ties, and visits, and, ultimately, 

through his final resting place. As an adult, Fitzgerald 

may have visited Rockville more than research has 

revealed. We do know that he returned from Paris in 1931 

to attend his father's funeral at Saint Mary's Church. A 

passage in Tender Is the Night describes his feeling: "It was 

very friendly leaving him there with all his relations 

Francis Scott Key Fitzgerald was born on September 

24, 1896, in St. Paul, Minnesota. His mother, Mollie 

McQuillan, was the daughter of a prosperous wholesale 

grocer there. While his mother's family had the money, 

he carried his genteel Maryland pedigree in his name. 

His Maryland connections were his father's. Edward 

Fitzgerald was from a well-established Montgomery 

County family. Young Fitzgerald regularly visited his fa-

ther's relatives at Locust Grove, their farm in 

Montgomery County, returning home fascinated with 

family and Civil War stories. The 6-year-old was a 

"ribbon holder" at his cousin Cecilia Delihant's wedding 

at Randolph Station, south of Rockville, on April 24, 1903. 
Even as a youngster, Fitzgerald led a nomadic life. 

His father's unfulfilled search for success in business took 

the family to Buffalo and Syracuse, New York. Eventually 

they returned to live with his mother's family in St. Paul. 

Fitzgerald dropped out of Princeton, enlisted in the army, 

and in Montgomery, Alabama, he met Zelda Sayre. The 

two were married in New York City following the 

publication of his first novel. They never owned a house; 

after their marriage, they lived in Europe and in 

numerous locations in the United States. From 1932 to 

1937, the Fitzgeralds lived in Baltimore while Zelda was 

undergoing treatment for mental illness. 

around him... Dick had no more ties 

here now and did not believe he 

would come back... 'Good-bye my 

father — good-bye, all my fathers.'" 

Fitzgerald died at the age of 44 

on December 21, 1940, in 

Hollywood, California, and was 

buried in Rockville Cemetery. When Zelda died in 1948, 

she was buried with him beneath a common headstone. 

In 1975, they were reinterred at Saint Mary's Church 

cemetery on Veirs Mill Road. In 1986, their daughter 

Scottie was buried in the family plot. Today, 15 members 

of the family — Fitzgeralds, Delihants, Scotts, and 

Robertsons — rest in peace at historic Saint Mary's 

Church. 

Following World War II, his work and exquisite 

craftsmanship gradually received the appreciation and 

acclaim that it has today. The Great Gatsby, a tale that 

chronicles the corruption of the American Dream, is not 

only a staple of English classes but also, in two recent 

surveys of the best twentieth-century English-language 

novels, was rated as No. 1 and No. 2. 

Each year on his birthday, visitors find their way to 

Fitzgerald's gravesite at Saint Mary's Church cemetery. 

They leave flowers, packs of cigarettes, martini glasses, 

and gin bottles in silent homage to F. Scott Fitzgerald, the 

romantic legend, chronicler of the Jazz Age. 

Before he died, Fitzgerald considered himself a fail-

ure. He had written five novels — This Side of Paradise 

(1920); The Beautiful and Damned (1922); The Great Gatsby 

(1925); Tender Is the Night (1934); and The Last Tycoon 

(1941; left incomplete at his death). While he worked as a 

contract screenwriter in Hollywood, he had only one 

credited screenplay. Fitzgerald churned out short stories 

to pay the bills — first to support an expensive lifestyle 

and later to provide for Zelda's medical treatments and 

Scottie's education. Of more than 150 short stories, 46 

were published in four collections. He was an early 

success — his writing spoke to his time. At the time of his 

death, there was little market for his writing, perhaps 

because during the Great Depression, the glamour and 

wealth of his characters seemed less relevant. 

The F. Scott Fitzgerald Literary Conference appreciates the generosity and cooperation of St. Mary’s 
Catholic Church.  Starting in 1996, the centennial of FSF’s birth, the church has welcomed our 
tours and visitors to historic Our Lady’s Chapel and to the cemetery in which five generations of 
the Fitzgerald family are buried.
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– 2022 F. Scott Fitzgerald Literary Festival – 

Honoree: Richard Powers 

Richard Powers was born in Evanston, Illinois, in 1957. When he was 11, his family moved to Thailand, 

where they remained until 1972, when they returned to the U.S. He received a B.A. and M.A. in English 

from the University of Illinois. He has taught at the University of Illinois and Stanford University.

His thirteen novels, which explore connections among disciplines as disparate as photography, artificial 

intelligence, musical composition, ecology, genomics, game theory, virtual reality, race, biology, and 

business, include Three Farmers on Their Way to a Dance (1986), Prisoner’s Dilemma (1988), The Gold Bug 

Variations (1991), Operation Wandering Soul (1993), Galatea 2.2 (1995), Gain (1998), Plowing the Dark (2000), The 

Time of Our Singing (2003), The Echo Maker (2006), Generosity: An Enhancement (2009), Orfeo (2014), The 

Overstory (2018), and Bewilderment (2021). Gain won the James Fenimore Cooper Prize for Best Historical 

American Fiction; Plowing the Dark won the Harold D. Vursell Memorial Award Prize from the American 

Academy and Institute of Arts and Letters; The Time of Our Singing won the Ambassador Book Award and 

the W. H. Smith Literary Award; The Echo Maker won the National Book Award; Orfeo won the Silver Medal 

for Fiction from the California Book Awards; and The Overstory won the Pulitzer Prize, the PEN/Jean Stein 

Book Award, and the William Dean Howells Medal of the American Academy of Arts and Letters. He has 

also won the Rosenthal Award of the American Academy and Institute of Arts and Letters; a MacArthur 

Fellowship; a PEN/Hemingway Special Citation; a Lannan Literary Award; the John Dos Passos Prize for 

Literature; the Corrington Award; two Pushcart Prizes; and Time Magazine’s Book of the Year. He was 

elected to the American Academy of Arts and Letters in 2010.

His fiction and essays have appeared in The New Yorker, Harper’s, Esquire, Grand Street, Conjunctions, 

Granta, The Guardian, Common Knowledge, Wired, Tin House, Zoetrope, Paris Review, The Believer, Best American 

Short Stories, and The New York Times Sunday Magazine. His work has been translated into 35 languages.
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– 2022 F. Scott Fitzgerald Literary Festival –

Keynote Speaker: Alice McDermott
“Stories and the Quintessence of Dust”  

Alice McDermott has published eight novels and an essay collection, What About the Baby? 

Some Thoughts on the Art of Fiction.  Her eighth novel, The Ninth Hour, was a finalist for the 2017 

National Book Critics Circle Award and The 2017 Kirkus Prize for Fiction. In 2018 it was awarded 

France’s Prix Femina for a work in translation. Her seventh novel, Someone (2013), was a New York 

Times bestseller, a finalist for the Dublin IMPAC Award, the National Book Critics Circle Award, 

the Patterson Prize for Fiction, the National Book Award and the Dayton Literary Peace Prize. 

Three of her previous novels, After This (2006), At Weddings and Wakes (1992) and That Night (1987) 

were finalists for the Pulitzer Prize. Charming Billy (1998) won the National Book Award for fiction 

in 1998.  That Night was also a finalist for the National Book Award, the PEN/Faulkner Award and 

the Los Angeles Times Book Prize. In 2010, she received the F. Scott Fitzgerald Award for 

Achievement in American Literature at the F. Scott Fitzgerald Literary Festival. Her stories, essays 

and reviews have appeared in The New York Times, The Washington Post, The New Yorker, Harpers, 

Commonweal, and elsewhere. For more than two decades she was the Richard A. Macksey Professor 

of the Humanities at Johns Hopkins University.



 

– 2022 F. Scott Fitzgerald Literary Festival –

Special Guest: Kim Stanley Robinson 

Kim Stanley Robinson is widely recognized as one of the leading 

living writers of science fiction. The Atlantic called his work “the 

gold-standard of realistic, and highly literary, science-fiction writing.” 

He has published twenty-two novels and is best known for his Mars 

trilogy - Red Mars (1992), Green Mars (1993), Blue Mars (1996), and The 

Martians (1999). Red Mars won the BSFA Award for Best Novel and the 

Nebula Award for Best Novel; Green Mars won the Hugo Award for 

Best Novel and the Locus Award for Best Science Fiction Novel; and 

Blue Mars won the Hugo Award for Best Novel and the Locus Award 

for Best Science Fiction Novel. He has also won four other Locus 

Awards and two other Nebula Awards, as well as the Robert A. 

Heinlein Award and the Arthur C. Clarke Award for his body of 

work. In 2008, Time named him a “Hero of the Environment,” and in 2016, asteroid 72432 was 

named “Kimrobinson.” His work has been translated into 24 languages. Born in 1952 in Waukegan, 

Illinois, his family moved to California when he was a child. He received a BA in Literature from 

the University of California, San Diego (UCSD), in 1974, an MA in English from Boston University 

in 1975, and a PhD from UCSD in 1982, with a dissertation on Philip K. Dick. He married Lisa 

Howland Nowell, an environmental chemist, in 1982, and they have lived in Switzerland and, for 

four years, in Washington, DC, before moving back to California. At the 2022 Fitzgerald Festival, 

Kim Stanley Robinson will participate in the “Tribute to Richard Powers” at the Writer’s Center on 

Friday evening, October 14, and will engage with Richard Powers in a “Conversation about the Art 

of Fiction” and introduce Richard Powers for the Fitzgerald Award on Saturday, October 15.

McGuckian is the author of six books on Rockville history, 

including Rockville: Portrait of a City (2001) and F. Scott Fitzgerald's 

Rockville: A Guide to Rockville in the 1920s (1996). She served as 

executive director of Peerless Rockville for three decades and believes 

in preserving historic places for the benefit of future generations.

Eileen McGuckian, historian, will provide a personal tour of the 

small town Fitzgerald knew in the 1920s. Participants will get a flavor 

of Rockville in the Jazz Age and visit the places where he attended his 

father's funeral, where his mother was institutionalized, and the two 

historic cemeteries in which he and Zelda were buried. 

Bus Tour of Fitzgerald's Haunts in Rockville
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– 2022 F. Scott Fitzgerald Literary Festival – 

Workshop Leaders 

William Jones is the founder of Afrofuturism Network, a 

historian, educator, and self-described "comic book geek." He 

frequently speaks on the subjects of the history of black people in 

America, the image of black people in various forms of media, pop 

culture, and hip-hop music on various college campuses and at 

conferences both nationally and abroad. He is also the author of The 

Ex-Con, Voodoo Priest, Goddess, and the African King: A Social, Cultural, 

and Political Analysis of Four Black Comic Book Heroes (2016).  He has 

been featured on several radio programs and podcasts where 

discusses both history and Afrofuturism.  

Tara Campbell is a writer, teacher, Kimbilio Fellow, and fiction 

co-editor at Barrelhouse. She received her MFA from American 

University. Her work has appeared in , SmokeLong Quarterly Masters 

Review Wigleaf Jellyfish Review Booth Strange Horizons Escape , , , , , and 

Pod: Artemis Rising TreeVolution. She is the author of a novel,  (2016), 

and four collections:  (2017), Circe's Bicycle Midnight at the 

Organporium Political AF: A Rage Collection Cabinet  (2019),  (2020), and 

of Wrath: A Doll Collection (2021). Connect with her at 

www.taracampbell.com or on Twitter: @TaraCampbellCom.

Tope Folarin is a Nigerian-American writer based in Washington, 

DC. He won the Caine Prize for African Writing in 2013 and was 

shortlisted once again in 2016. He was educated at Morehouse 

College and the University of Oxford, where he earned two Masters 

degrees as a Rhodes Scholar. His debut novel, A Particular Kind of 

Black Man (2019), won the Whiting Award for Fiction in 2021. He is 

on the Board of Directors of the PEN/Faulkner Foundation.

Screenwriter and producer Morgan Gendel is perhaps best 

known as the writer of the heartbreaking, fan-favorite Star Trek: Next 

Generation episode “THE INNER LIGHT,” for which he was awarded 

the Hugo Award for Science Fiction Writing. In addition to writing 

other episodes of Star Trek: TNG and Deep Space 9, he has written or 

produced 250 episodes of TV for series including the CW Network 

hit The 100, on which he served as co-executive Producer; Law & 

Order, which earned him an Emmy nomination; The Dresden Files, 

which he developed for the SyFy network; and many more.
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– 2022 F. Scott Fitzgerald Literary Festival – 

Workshop Leaders (continued)
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Robert K. Musil is the President and CEO of the Rachel Carson 

Council, the legacy environmental organization envisioned by Rachel 

Carson and founded in 1965 by her closest friends and colleagues. He 

speaks widely at colleges and universities, leads RCC campaigns on 

global climate change and environmental justice, and is a leading 

advocate on Capitol Hill. From 1992-2006, he was the longest-serving 

Executive Director and CEO of Physicians for Social Responsibility 

(PSR), winner of the 1985 Nobel Prize for Peace. He is a graduate of 

Yale and Northwestern Universities and the Johns Hopkins School of 

Public Health. He is the author of Hope for a Heated Planet: How 

Americans are Fighting Global Warming and Building a Better Future 

(2009), Rachel Carson and Her Sisters: Extraordinary Women Who Have 

Shaped America's Environment (2016), and Washington in Spring: A 

Nature Journal for a Changing Capital (2016). Musil's forthcoming book 

is a new, annotated edition, with his Introduction and a Prologue by 

Deborah Cramer, of Rachel Carson's Under the Sea-Wind, with 

illustrations, photographs, and updated marine science.

Margaret Talbot has been a staff writer at The New Yorker since 

2004, and was formerly a Contributing Writer at The New York Times 

Magazine and Executive Editor of The New Republic. Her articles and 

essays have been anthologized in collections including The Best of the 

Best American Science Writing and The Art of the Essay. She is a 

recipient of a Whiting Writers Award and was a Senior Fellow at the 

New America Foundation. Her memoir/biography of her father, 

stage and screen actor Lyle Talbot, and his times, The Entertainer: 

Movies, Magic, and My Father's Twentieth Century, was published in 

2012. USA Today called The Entertainer a "fascinating social history of 

America...at the same time, a warm father/daughter story;"  and 

according to Slate, "Talbot has woven a tale as romantic and vivid as 

any film could hope to be, while still seeing every bit of it plain. She 

is as clear-eyed about her father as she is about history—no easy 

feat." Her book profiling 1960s and 1970s radicals, By the Light of 

Burning Dreams: The Triumphs and Tragedies of the Second American 

Revolution, written with her brother David Talbot, was published in 

2021 by HarperCollins



 

– 2022 F. Scott Fitzgerald Literary Festival – 

F. Scott Fitzgerald Scholars

Each public high school in Montgomery County is annually invited to designate a student who demonstrates a passion 

for literature and the craft of writing as an F. Scott Fitzgerald Scholar. All Fitzgerald Scholars will receive a certificate 

recognizing their accomplishments and books signed by Richard Powers and Kim Stanley Robinson, as well as an 

invitation to the Festival for special workshops with author Zach Powers and Richard Powers and Kim Stanley 

Robinson.

Congratulations to the

2022 Montgomery County High School Fitzgerald Scholars

Isabel Acuna Marin
Albert Einstein High School

Teagan Nam
Northwood High School

Noah Lewis
Quince Orchard High School

Jada Guerra
Magruder High School

Elisabeth Durso
Richard Montgomery High School

Malaak McDonald
Rockville High School

Langston Muller
Albert Einstein High School

Isabella Juarezowitz
Gaithersburg High School

Fraise Sossoukpe
Northwest High School

Caroline Chou
Churchill High School

Aleksandra Vesensky
Montgomery Blair High Schooll

Krista McKim, Rockville High School

Scot Ehrhardt, Magruder High School

The F. Scott Fitzgerald Literary Conference recognizes and thanks the efforts of nominating teachers

Nicole Hider, Maggie Ledrick, and Emily Asofsky, Northwest High School

Andrea Lo, Quince Orchard High School

Alexus Coston, Albert Einstein High School

Jasmine Simpson and Jon Brammer, Northwood High School

Johanna Young, Gaithersburg High School

Bethany Shaffer, Albert Einstein High School

Jen Miller, Churchill High School

Susan Leckie and Stephanie Halloran, Richard Montgomery High School

Kati Holmes, Montgomery Blair High School
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– 2022 F. Scott Fitzgerald Student Short Story Contest – 

Winner

The Misty Lake by Allison Xu

It saddened Suying that they would sell the 

painting. It was her favorite object in the house 

and the only decoration they had. In the 

painting, a traditional fishing boat with a 

blurred figure standing on it floated on a misty 

lake. Gray mountains ran along the 

background, with a tinge of steel blue. 

Whenever Suying felt tired or stressed, she 

gazed intently at the painting and imagined 

she was on the boat, cool air caressing her skin, 

water rippling and undulating as the boat 

crossed the lake. A moment of reverie allowed 

her mind to wander away from the worry of 

money and food. 

But she couldn’t bring herself to tell her 

parents that. She buried her face in the book 

she was reading, as her father took off the 

painting and rolled it up. He tucked it under 

his arm and headed out of the door. When the 

“It’s a nice painting and might be worth 

something,” he said. Her mother nodded with 

a 

During their poorest days, Suying’s mother 

sold her gold earrings for a bag of rice and a 

dozen eggs. The earrings were the last valuable 

items she owned and were given by Suying’s 

grandma, but she had no choice with a family 

of four children to feed. 

faint sigh. 

When they were about to run out of food 

again, her parents looked around the house for 

more things to sell. Her father locked his eyes 

on the watercolor scroll painting hanging on 

the peeling wall next to his desk. It was a gift 

from an artist from the small town where her 

father spent his childhood.  

Her father was back sooner than she had 

expected. Her eyes widened at the sight of the 

roll of the painting clutched in his hand. “The 

pawn shop gave such a low price since the 

painting is from an unknown artist,” he said, 

frowning. “Not worth it. I’d rather keep it.” 

Suying almost blurted out an exclamation of 

relief when she heard the last few words. Her 

throb of joy was soon replaced with a wave of 

concern when she noticed a look of dismay 

crossing her mother’s gaunt face framed with 

mousy gray hair. 

Suying was in no mood to read her book 

anymore, so she pulled out a few pages of her 

old homework and drew people and animals 

on the back side. She was good at drawing, but 

never had the chance to take art classes.  Her 

mother had told her it was expensive to learn 

arts and not practical for a family like theirs. 

Suying only drew occasionally to relax her 

mind.  

door clicked shut, Suying peered up at the long 

rectangular space which used to be the 

painting, the color there lighter than the rest of 

the wall. A sense of loss unfurled in her heart.  

Suying watched her father lift the painting 

and hang it back on the hook with measured 

“Keep the painting. We will figure 

something out,” her mother said, weariness in 

her tone. 

Her father was the only one working in the 

family. He was an editor at a small press 

company, with a meager wage. Her mother, a 

stay-at-home mom, washed and sewed clothes 

for others to make a little extra cash. Their 

income was barely enough to live on.  
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The day before her mother left for the 

nanny job, she called Suying to sit next to her 

and asked her to take care of her three younger 

sisters. At 14 years old, Suying had already 

helped with many family chores. Yet, the 

thought of assuming the role of mother to her 

sisters still pinched her heart. Her oldest sister 

was 10, and the twins were only seven. She 

noted down in her small notebook everything 

her mother told her to work on and pay 

attention to. When Suying reassured her 

mother that there was nothing to worry about 

in the family, her mother hugged her, her eyes 

rimmed with red. 

In the house without her mother, Suying 

felt like she had grown up overnight. Although 

her father could help after his work, she was 

the one to prepare meals, clean the rooms, 

wake up the twins, braid their hair, and make 

sure her sisters finished their schoolwork on 

time. On weekends, she hand-washed clothes 

for the whole family. She remembered her 

mother’s words, 

care, slowly unscrolling it into its full beauty. 

For a moment, she wondered whether he had 

really wanted to sell the painting. 

*** 

A neighbor told Suying’s mother that a 

couple was looking for a live-in nanny and the 

pay was appealing, but if she took the job, she 

could only come home once a month. Her 

mother hesitated at first. She had a long 

conversation with Suying’s father, who 

preferred her to stay at home with their 

children. But Suying’s mother convinced him 

that they didn’t have any alternatives, and she 

would rather make more money to get better 

nutrition for her children’s growing bodies than 

stay with them and watch them starve, with 

merely watery millet and pickled turnips.  

“We don’t have new clothes, but our clothes 

are always neat and clean. That’s important.” 

*** 

*** 

She missed her mother and counted the days 

when she would be back. 

In her scant spare time, Suying still sketched 

drawings. She made long, smooth sweeps with 

her pencil across her crinkled paper, mimicking 

the elegant stroke of an ink brush of the 

watercolor painting. She imagined the artist 

dipping and brushing colors on the Xuan paper 

with nimble and expert fingers, a beautiful 

feeling that eased her sore body and weary 

mind.   

At 16 years old, Suying entered a teaching 

school free for local students, instead of an art 

school that she wanted to attend but charged 

high tuition. She would become an elementary 

school teacher when she graduated. 

Things were looking up for her family 

financially. As a teaching school student, 

Suying lived in the free dorm on campus and 

enjoyed a stipend to cover her own costs, with 

even some extra money for her family. Her 

mother left the nanny job and stayed home to 

sew clothes for other families in the 

neighborhood. 

Suying came home every Saturday night 

and brought her sisters cookies she bought 

from the school cafeteria. The girls huddled 

around her, sharing their news and showing off 

their grades. They chatted and giggled like a 

flock of canaries. 

On Sundays, she mopped the floor and 

washed clothes with her mother. The twins 

always asked her to tie their hair since she 

could do it neater and prettier than her mother. 

Suying would braid and tie their hair extra 

tight so it could last for a few days. Before she 

left for school in the evening, she dusted the 

painting with a feather duster and relished the 

elegance of its serenity for a minute. 

On a Saturday night in September, when 
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Her father told her he was Uncle Shen, a 

distant cousin of his, from his hometown. 

“Your dad sent me photos years ago and 

you were just a toddler in them,” Uncle Shen 

said with a strong accent, his teeth yellow and 

crooked. “Look at you now. Taller than your 

mother.” 

Suying twisted open the door of her home, she 

saw a guest, an old man with a sunken face and 

receding hair, sitting next to her father at the 

round table in the living room. He stood up 

and revealed a slight smile when he spotted 

her walking in. His hunched body carried a 

stench of sweat and cigarette smoke that made 

Suying wrinkle her nose. 

Suying forced a smile and greeted him 

politely. 

Her father asked her to sit down with them. 

Uncle Shen scooped a palmful of red dates 

from the glass bowl on the table and handed 

them to her. “The new dates from the tree in 

my backyard. Very sweet.” His nails were dark 

with dirt. 

her hometown dialect that her parents had 

never taught her.  

All her sisters were doing homework on a 

desk in their shared bedroom. They told her 

they’d rather stay inside the room all day than 

go to the living room with that uncle. Suying 

shushed them with her finger. “Don’t let him 

hear that,” she murmured while unwrapping a 

small box of pastries for them to share. 

Then she went to the kitchen to help her 

mother with dinner. Her mother was cooking 

fried noodles with shredded cabbage and 

He asked her a few questions about her 

school and future job, and she gave him quick 

answers, without eye contact. Her oldest sister 

called her for help with a math problem, 

freeing her from the uneasy conversation. 

Her father resumed his chat with the uncle 

in a dialect Suying couldn’t understand. It was 

*** 

“For how long?” 

Suying wished she had known about the 

arrangement ahead of time, so she could have 

just stayed at school for the weekend. She felt 

sorry for her sisters who had to stay with the 

uncle for several long days and bear all the 

inconvenience in the cramped rooms. 

“Will he be living in our house?” Suying 

asked. 

“Yes,” her mother said, “too expensive to 

stay in a hotel.” 

That night, Suying slept with her sisters and 

gave her folding bed to her uncle, who set it up 

in the living room. She could hear his 

occasional coughing. Peering from the crevice 

between the door and the frame, she saw him 

standing by the window and smoking cigarette 

after cigarette. 

“A couple of days, at least until he gets the 

results of the medical exam.”  

chopped pork, something they had only on 

special days. A delicious aroma wafted through 

the air. She asked Suying to dice several 

cucumbers and mix them with minced garlic 

and chili sauce into a cold dish, a dish Suying 

was particularly good 

at. 

As she chopped the cucumbers, Suying 

couldn’t help thinking about the guest. “Why is 

Uncle Shen visiting us? I’ve never heard of 

him.” 

Her mother removed the wok of fried 

noodles from the stove to the chipped wooden 

counter. “He’s a distant relative that we haven’t 

interacted much with,” her mother said softly 

while wiping her hands on her apron. “He has 

been feeling sick for a while. Abdomen pain. 

The rural doctors couldn’t figure out what was 

wrong, so he came to the city to see a doctor.” 

She went on to transfer the steaming noodles 

into plates with chopsticks. 
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She decided to stop at home before lunch 

and give her monthly savings to her parents.  

“Poor guy. The cost of medical treatment 

will be huge. Impossible to afford. He just 

wants to go home,” her mother said, her voice 

trembling. “He went with your father to get 

some herbal medicine now to comfort his 

abdomen and relieve pain.” 

Her mother was sewing the hem of a new 

pair of navy-blue pants. Her oldest sister was 

studying for a math contest in her room, and 

the twins were playing at a friend’s house. Her 

“Not good.” 

“How’s the medical exam?” Suying asked. 

The next Saturday, Suying’s school had a 

field trip to a historical site in the afternoon. 

Suying perused the report one more time, 

hoping to find some optimistic words about a 

cure or recovery. But she couldn’t find any. Her 

eyes roamed to the name of the patient on the 

top—Shen Deyi. The name sounded familiar to 

her. Her mind groped to recall where she had 

on the sewing in her hands. 

“The pants are for Uncle Shen. He’s leaving 

tonight,” her mother said, her eyes still fixed 

After a moment, her mother let out a sigh 

and put down the sewing work. She paced to 

Uncle Shen’s worn suitcase and fished out a 

crumpled sheet of a handwritten diagnostic 

report, handing it to Suying. The doctor’s 

scribbles were hard to recognize, and the 

medical jargon was too difficult to comprehend. 

Still, Suying could make out the words “colon 

cancer, stage 4.”  Her chest grew tight and 

heavy.  

A prickly lump clogged Suying’s throat. She 

could almost imagine the helplessness he must 

have felt when he learned about the diagnosis.  

“What does the diagnosis say?” 

Her mother didn’t reply right away. The 

silence grated on Suying’s nerves. 

father went shopping with Uncle Shen. 

She remembered suddenly and rushed to 

the painting, pinning her eyes to the signature 

on the right bottom—Shen Deyi. Her mind 

swirled. 

seen this name before.  

Her mother nodded, pulling her eyes away 

from the needle in her hand and toward the 

painting. “That’s him. He was talented, wasn’t 

he,” she said solemnly. “But no one cherishes 

art in that rural area.” She continued to tell 

Suying how his wife had divorced him because 

he couldn’t make money and how he had quit 

painting after that and been doing all kinds of 

heavy work on a farm.   

Her mind roved to Uncle Shen and his 

sagging face. It had been three months since he 

left, and they hadn’t heard from him. She 

wondered how he was doing now. The 

crackling of sporadic firecrackers drummed in 

“Uncle Shen is the painter of that painting?” 

Suying questioned her mother. 

Suying felt a swell of disbelief and shock. 

What her mother just told her was so different 

from the graceful image of the painter that her 

mind had conjured countless times. She sank 

into a chair, listless and still, thoughts jumbled. 

When winter came around and the first 

snow drifted down, Suying moved back home 

for the holidays. She and her sisters cut red 

papers into flowers and birds and pasted them 

on windows. Her mother called her sisters to 

try on their new clothes. Suying sat next to the 

window, watching a light dusting of snow 

coating the bare branches of the poplar tree in 

front of the window. 

Suying left home before Uncle Shen was 

back. She didn’t know how to face him and 

what to say to him. She set the envelope with 

all her savings on the table beside her mother 

and asked her to give it to Uncle Shen for 

buying nutritious food. 

*** 
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At 22 years old, Suying got married to a 

technician who worked in an automobile 

factory. Her parents had introduced her to him 

after she graduated from teaching school, and 

they dated for two years. On her wedding day, 

her parents gave her the painting as a gift.  

Although she didn’t like his idea, she had to 

admit that the painting was a mismatch with 

other parts of the room—the russet wooden 

table skirted by red padded folding chairs, the 

lemon-yellow vase filled with silk flowers, the 

teapot set etched with golden dragons and 

patches of clouds.  

When they came back, she noticed the sad 

expression on her parents’ faces and an 

unfolded letter in her father’s hands. “Uncle 

Shen passed away,” he said.   

Suying and her husband moved into their 

new apartment, with shuttered windows and a 

narrow balcony. She hung the painting in the 

living room. Her husband thought the painting 

was too solemn and would affect the feng shui 

of the house. He wanted to change it to 

something more colorful, like a painting filled 

with peonies and butterflies. 

The next morning, Suying took her sisters to 

watch lion dancing in the downtown square. 

         Suying lifted the painting off the wall 

and rolled it up, wrapping it with an old cotton 

scarf. Pulling open the bottom drawer of the 

dresser, she laid the painting inside. She sat on 

the edge of  the bed, feeling empty and numb.  

her ears. There were still two weeks before the 

spring festival, and people couldn’t wait to 

celebrate. 

*** 

All these items were bright and cheerful, 

except for the painting of the misty lake, where 

everything was wreathed in a shade of gray, 

registering a bleak tone. She could almost feel 

the damp cold of the lake penetrating her 

clothes and bleeding into her skin.   

         After a while, she rose and poured 

herself a cup of jasmine tea, breathing in the 

subtle aroma. A mist of steam blurred her 

vision until it vanished in the air.  



 

– 2022 F. Scott Fitzgerald Short Story Contest – 

Winner

Little Men with Big Teeth by William Campbell

The patient, Evelyn Fuller, a frail, elderly woman, 

the widow of a farmer and mother of three who still 

lived alone in the family home, was brought in for 

neurological consultation because of visual 

hallucinations after telling her daughter there was 

“something in her house.” The daughter related her 

mom describing a man sitting on her bedroom ceiling 

fan looking down on her at night when she was lying in 

bed. A man who just looked at her. She had also 

described seeing other men in the house, men of 

different sizes who had big teeth. This had been going on 

for about a year. 

The patient had undergone bilateral cataract surgery 

in the past. The surgery went well, with good 

preservation of vision afterwards. She had no history of 

auditory hallucinations and no history of psychiatric 

disease. The daughter did describe her mom growing 

forgetful recently with a tendency to lose things, such as 

her purse. There was also a history of anxiety, 

misunderstanding things and becoming upset over 

trivialities. The family's concerns about dementia led her 

primary care practitioner to start a medication to help 

her memory. She was on no medications likely to cause 

hallucinations.  

“Well,” she said. “It's men. With old big teeth. And, 

uh, when I go to bed, I got a fan up there. And this one, 

he comes every night and he just sits up there on top of 

that fan. Do you believe that? Do you believe I see that? I 

see that. Do you believe it?”

“Is it just that one man?”

I said, “Ms. Fuller, tell me about these things you are 

seeing. Tell me what it's like.”

“Naw, it's a whole lot of 'em. Like around my walls 

at night. And sometimes they'll be messing around the 

window. I'll go and maybe push my blinds together, but 

they push 'em back. I wake up at night. I go to bed at 

nine o'clock, thinking maybe I'll sleep for an hour and 

then wake up and see what's going on. I keep a flashlight 

“Well, this is what I'm seeing, but other people, they 

look at me and say, you know. You know what they say. 

But I tell them, I say, well I know what I'm seeing in my 

house. I'm seeing these things.” 

“I believe whatever you tell me you see.”

“Looks like it to me.”

“Oh, yeah.”

“Tell me more about the men with big teeth,” I said. 

“Is it all men? Are there any women?” 

“All I can see is men.”

“Do they all have big teeth?” 

“Do you think they're going to hurt you?”

“I've got two or three of these. I always keep two or 

three around my bed. They try to hurt me and I'm gonna 

hurt them. Between my stick and my flashlight, they 

“Can you see any in here?” I asked.

“I see 'em in the daytime, too. Everywhere in my 

house.”

“I try not to be. I ask the Lord to help me be strong.”

“What do you think they're going to do?”

The patient was carrying a heavy, varnished stick, 

about four feet long, more hiking pole than walking stick, 

resting it against her knee throughout the visit.

and I lay it in the bed. It's so hot in there. Some people 

say keep a lamp on in there, a light on in my room, but 

sometimes it's too hot with that light on, so I cut it off. 

It'll be cool when I'm there in the dark but then I don't 

know what's going on.”

“Do you see them during the day or just at night?”

“I can see 'em working their mouths but no sound 

comes out. What they say, I don't know. They smile 

sometimes. They mostly just sit there and watch me. I get 

sick of 'em.”

“Are you afraid of them?”

“You think they're trying to get in the bed with you?”

“Do you use that stick to keep them away?”

“Do they ever talk to you? Do they ever make any 

noise?”

“What do you think men do?” she asked. “What do 

you think some men do when they come around? What 

do you think they want? What do men want? I'm gonna 

tell it like it is.”

“Oh, yeah, uh-huh, ya'll can't see it, but look,” she 

said, pointing. “There's one right there. When I ask 

somebody, they say they can't see it. But I see those 

things. Is it my eyes?”

“Oh, yeah, I know that's what they're trying to do. 

Sometimes they bump my mattress.”

16
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The patient's neurologic examination was normal. 

Her visual acuity was close to normal with her glasses 

and there were no visual field abnormalities.  There was 

no evidence of Parkinson disease, but her mental status 

examination showed she had dementia. MRI and EEG 

were normal, and the results of all her lab tests were 

normal. 

Always innovating, drug seekers discovered the 

hallucinogenic properties of the active ingredient, 

bufotenine, in certain glands of the Colorado River toad. 

Bufotenine is a controlled substance, but owning the 

toad is not illegal and by pressing on parts of the toad 

and then licking it, a determined, committed individual 

can get high and hallucinate. Such people are called toad 

lickers. The psychedelic properties of bufotenine come 

“Yes, Ma'am, I know you're not crazy.”

better watch out. I'm not crazy now. You know I'm not 

crazy.”

What would cause an elderly woman to suddenly 

develop isolated visual hallucinations? She was 

reminiscent of a patient I had seen several years before, 

also an older lady, but not as frail and not demented. In 

that case, the patient saw a squad of Lilliputian men who 

would come into her house through the windows at 

dusk. They would climb up onto the dresser and chest-

of-drawers in her bedroom and just sit there watching 

her. At dawn, they would leave. 

The most common cause of visual hallucinations is 

psychosis, and the most common cause of psychosis is 

schizophrenia. But schizophrenia is a disease seen in the 

young, and in the usual types of psychosis the most 

prominent hallucinations are auditory—the patient hears 

voices. Visual hallucinations in psychosis are usually 

much less prominent than the auditory ones, and 

isolated visual hallucinations are rare. 

Patients in alcohol withdrawal often have visual 

hallucinations—the infamous pink elephants. The effects 

of other substances, particularly those taken 

recreationally, may include visual hallucinations. Indeed, 

that is frequently the point. In modern societies, 

hallucinations occur with such drugs as amphetamines, 

cocaine, LSD and Ecstasy. 

The hallucinations are not an unwelcome side effect 

of the mind-altering properties of these illicit agents. I 

once saw a patient who loved to smoke marijuana and 

huff leaded gasoline so that he could hallucinate in color. 

Unleaded gasoline didn't work. With substance abuse, 

hallucinations can occur during acute intoxication or as 

part of withdrawal, and the hallucinations may occur on 

their own or as part of a drug-induced psychosis.

Long before LSD and Ecstasy, men devoted a lot of 

time and energy, and took risks, in pursuit of 

hallucinogens and other mind-altering agents. Some of 

their discoveries live on. Hallucinogens, primarily plant 

alkaloids, were often worshipped or held in an exalted 

status in Indigenous cultures, particularly in the 

Americas and specifically the Amazon, where there was a 

rich diversity of flora to exploit. The visual hallucinations 

these substances could induce were frequently rich, 

kaleidoscopic colors that seemed unreal and 

otherworldly to early man. The hallucinogens were 

smoked, swallowed, snuffed, drunk or applied topically. 

Some of the compounds used include peyote, mescaline, 

belladonna, ayahuasca, henbane and cannabis. In Siberia, 

it was found that the active ingredient of a psychoactive 

mushroom appeared in the urine unaltered. The 

psychoactive urine of intoxicated individuals was then 

consumed by others—an early form of recycling. 

Psilocybin and psilocin are the active compounds in 

hallucinogenic mushrooms, so-called magic mushrooms 

or just "shrooms." Magic mushrooms are psychedelic 

fungi that have been used for thousands of years, 

perhaps even by prehistoric hominids—McKenna's 

“stoned ape” theory of evolution. The effects are similar 

to LSD. Visually, colors brighten, halos and auras appear 

around objects, things appear larger or smaller than they 

are, objects shrink or stretch, and colorful patterns may 

appear. Synesthesia can occur: the user sees sounds and 

hears colors. 

from a naturally occurring hallucinogen akin to LSD.

The experience a particular individual has on 

ingesting a hallucinogen depends on their expectations 

and the environment, both physical and social, in which 

the drug is taken. Those who go into the rainforests of 

Oregon deliberating seeking to ingest hallucinogenic 

mushrooms usually have a pleasant experience; those 

who mistakenly ingest psilocybin while looking for 

edible mushrooms think they have consumed a 

poisonous variety.  

Certain hallucinogens commonly used in Old 

Europe, particularly belladonna, henbane, mandrake and 

jimsonweed are topically absorbed. Some of the rituals 

and ceremonies associated with witches are attributable 

to the use of these topical hallucinogens. Medieval 

witches would rub their bodies with hallucinogenic 

salves and ointments. The vaginal mucosa was 

particularly efficient at absorbing the compounds, and 

the original witch's broomstick was in fact an applicator 

for hallucinogens. They were tripping, but not across the 

sky. 
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On another occasion, I was asked to see an elderly 

man with confusion. As is often the case, it was a patient 

with dementia who had developed an infection, in this 

case pneumonia. He was apparently hallucinating Jesus 

hovering over his bed, because he was looking toward 

the ceiling and calling out to whatever he was seeing. He 

was agitated and spoke fervently: “OK, Jesus, I see you, I 

see you. Hold on now. A little to the left. A little to the 

right. OK, Jesus, hold it right there, that's close enough.”

There was no reason to suspect this nice, elderly lady 

might be abusing drugs, eating 'shrooms or licking 

toads.

Visual hallucinations can occur as a side effect of 

many medications, or because of medication 

interactions. Simple hallucinations appear as unformed 

lights, colors or vague shapes, or often as halos or 

shimmering around objects. Complex hallucinations 

may appear as images of actual objects, people or 

animals. Responsible medications include 

antihypertensives, vasoconstrictors, vasodilators, erectile 

dysfunction medications, anti-parkinsonian agents, 

psychotropic medications and some antibiotics. 

Physicians have speculated for decades that the yellow 

halos van Gogh painted around objects, such as the stars 

in The Starry Night and the lamps in The Night Cafe, were 

due to the effects of digitalis intoxication. 

Ms. Fuller was taking no medications likely to cause 

visual hallucinations.

Patients with severe brain dysfunction due to 

systemic illness may hallucinate, especially in the face of 

an underlying dementia. Once, while I was seeing a 

patient in the ER, the lady in the adjoining bed began 

doing excited color commentary on an imaginary 

baseball game across the room. She was in acute renal 

failure and about to start dialysis. Her brain, addled by 

the circulating toxins her failing kidneys could not 

remove, was causing her to see men on base. As I recall, 

she was very upset that the guy on first was about to 

steal with a man on second. She was yelling at him to get 

back as the pitcher was spinning to throw a pick-off. She 

seemed to see all this vividly.

So, if Ms. Fuller's hallucinations were not the effect 

of some substance or medication, and there was no 

intercurrent medical illness, could it be her eyes, as she 

had asked? She did have that history of cataracts and 

cataract surgery, but her vision was now fine. Was that 

possibly related?

Sometime in the mid-eighteenth century, an 89-year-

old Swiss man underwent bilateral cataract surgery. 

Although he did well initially, his vision soon 

The absence of visual impairment or visual field loss 

and the presence of dementia made it very unlikely that 

Ms. Fuller's hallucinations were due to Charles Bonnet 

syndrome. 

Having considered and eliminated all the non-

neurologic possibilities, I was now faced, as I suspected I 

would be from the beginning, with the neurologic 

possibilities. 

deteriorated, and, as his sight failed, he began to 

experience complex visual hallucinations that included 

vivid figures of people and animals that he knew were 

not real. In 1760, his grandson, the Swiss scientist Charles 

Bonnet, described his grandfather's visual hallucinations 

in an essay. In 1967, another Swiss scientist, Georges de 

Morsier, first used the term Charles Bonnet syndrome to 

refer to the visual hallucinations that sometimes 

accompany profound visual loss. Affected patients know 

the hallucinations are not real and do not suffer from any 

neurologic or psychiatric disorder. Charles Bonnet 

syndrome is well documented in the neurologic, 

ophthalmologic, geriatric and psychiatric literature. 

There is some uncertainty about the prevalence, as many 

suffer in silence lest they be thought mentally unstable. 

Patients with Charles Bonnet syndrome usually have 

visual field loss and/or moderate to severe bilateral 

visual impairment, typically related to cataracts, severe 

glaucoma or age-related macular degeneration. The most 

common underlying eye disease is macular degeneration. 

One neurologic condition that could cause such 

dramatic, formed visual hallucinations is a disorder 

known as peduncular hallucinosis. A peduncle in 

neuroanatomy is a large, dense white matter bundle. The 

cerebral peduncles are two huge, paired pillars at the 

base of the brain, located where the thalamus, a brain 

structure, transitions into the midbrain, a brainstem 

structure. Jacques Jean Lhermitte (1877-1979) was a 

famous French neurologist, best known for describing 

Lhermitte's sign, an electric shock sensation radiating 

down the back brought on by bending the neck, most 

often seen in multiple sclerosis. In 1922, he described an 

elderly woman with evidence of midbrain disease who 

had bizarre visual hallucinations. The condition is 

occasionally referred to as Lhermitte's hallucinosis. Two 

years later, van Bogaert described a similar case and 

proposed the term peduncular hallucinosis, which is the 

name that stuck. 

If peduncular hallucinosis had been the cause of Ms. 

Fuller's visual hallucinations, her MRI would have 

shown abnormalities in the region of the midbrain, 

thalamus or cerebral peduncles. But the study was 
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Patients with migraine may have all manner of 

visual disturbances. A migraine aura, which usually 

precedes a headache, may cause flashing lights, wavy 

lines, shimmering, jagged edges, and blank spots in the 

visual field. But these are transient unformed visual 

disturbances, lasting typically 20 to 30 minutes and 

usually seen in young women. Migraine patients may 

occasionally report more unusual episodes that include 

formed hallucinations, the illusion of objects becoming 

too large (macropsia) or too small (micropsia) or too 

close or too far away. These episodes are referred to as 

Alice in Wonderland syndrome. This syndrome is 

associated most often with migraine, although there are 

other causes, and tends to occur in children, with many 

growing out of it by the teenage years. Some patients feel 

as if their body, or body parts, are growing or shrinking. 

Perceptions of accelerations and decelerations of time 

can also occur.

normal, excluding that possibility.

Authorities have debated for years whether Lewis 

Carroll had migraine and whether suffering these sorts 

of episodic migraine related visual distortions and 

misperceptions led to his writing of Alice. Others counter 

that he was just taking hallucinogens. The best judges 

would be those who have experienced this syndrome 

and also read Carroll's book. I cannot help but think 

most of them would come down on the side of the 

migraine hypothesis. 

Patients with seizures, particularly those originating 

in the temporal lobe of the brain, often experience 

strange visual distortions, especially macropsias and 

micropsias, as an aura to the seizure or as part of the 

ictus. Formed hallucinations such as Ms. Fuller's would 

be unusual. She had been experiencing hallucinations on 

a near constant basis for a year. These considerations 

made seizures as an explanation for the hallucinations 

most unlikely.

Visual hallucinations occur commonly in patients 

with Parkinson disease, but only in the context of long-

standing disease and exposure to anti-parkinsonian 

drugs, especially dopamine agonists. Visual 

hallucinations are not a feature of early Parkinson 

disease. Ms. Fuller had no evidence of Parkinson disease 

on examination and had never taken any anti-

parkinsonian medications. 

So, I was rapidly coming face to face with the 

diagnosis that seemed most likely from the moment I 

saw “visual hallucinations” written on the referral form 

and noted her age. I knew then she would most likely 

turn out to have dementia with Lewy bodies (DLB).  

Most people know about dementia and know about 

Alzheimer's disease, but get a little fuzzy on whether or 

not they are the same thing. They are not. Dementia is a 

broad disease classification and refers generally to loss of 

cognitive abilities, but also to conditions that can begin as 

behavioral aberrations, visuospatial dysfunction and 

other kinds of impairment before cognition is affected.  

After excluding treatable conditions such as an 

under-active thyroid gland or vitamin B12 deficiency, 

four diseases account for 90% of all cases of dementia:  

Alzheimer disease, the most common cause; vascular 

dementia, which results from multiple strokes and 

impaired blood supply to the brain; DLB; and 

frontotemporal dementia. The only one of these that 

causes early and prominent visual hallucinations is DLB. 

A Lewy body is a round, reddish inclusion found in 

the cytoplasm of neurons, named for its discoverer, Dr. 

Friedrich Lewy. These inclusions are composed of a 

protein, alpha-synuclein, and are seen most commonly in 

Parkinson disease. Lewy bodies in Parkinson disease are 

found primarily in the substantia nigra, a structure in the 

midbrain that contains a heavy concentration of 

dopamine-containing neurons. It is the loss of these 

dopamine-containing neurons that produces the motor 

manifestations of Parkinson disease. Lewy bodies can 

occur in other locations. They may be found in the 

cerebral cortex of some patients with Parkinson disease, 

but are seen in the cortex of all patients with DLB.  

DLB is the second most common cause of dementia 

after Alzheimer disease. As with most neurodegenerative 

diseases, the etiology remains unknown. The clinical 

hallmarks are dementia, visual hallucinations and 

parkinsonism, but many other features can occur in some 

patients. The term parkinsonism refers to a combination 

of clinical signs and symptoms, including tremor, 

rigidity, paucity of movement, impaired balance and a 

host of other motor and nonmotor manifestations. 

Parkinson disease is the most common cause of 

parkinsonism, but it is far from the only cause. Another 

common cause is DLB. 

A characteristic clinical feature of DLB is extreme 

sensitivity to neuroleptics—potent tranquilizers and anti-

psychotics such as Thorazine and related drugs—which 

are the very drugs we might ordinarily give to a patient 

to control hallucinations. Neuroleptics in DLB patients 

may exacerbate any parkinsonian features and cause 

severe, even life-threatening, side effects at relatively low 

doses. 

Parkinson disease is far more common than DLB. The 

typical patient with early Parkinson disease has primarily 

motor manifestations. The disease causes tremor and 

rigidity, often unilateral, and progresses slowly over 



years, responding well to treatment initially. Some 

patients with advanced Parkinson disease develop 

dementia, referred to as Parkinson disease dementia 

(PDD). The typical patient with early Parkinson disease 

has prominent parkinsonian signs (tremor and rigidity) 

and no dementia. The typical patient with early DLB has 

dementia with no parkinsonism, or minimal 

parkinsonism not enough to warrant a diagnosis of 

Parkinson disease. 

Ms. Fuller had no evidence of parkinsonism and 

there was nothing to suggest PDD as a consideration. 

Having excluded all other reasonable possibilities, a 

diagnosis of DLB appeared most likely. 

The most famous victim of DLB was Robin Williams. 

He suffered with an array of symptoms: insomnia, 

constipation, gut discomfort, urinary difficulty, memory 

loss, anxiety, paranoia, loss of smell and an intermittent 

tremor in his left hand. He was thought to have 

Parkinson disease. His wife described the illness in an 

editorial titled, “The terrorist inside my husband's 
1brain.”  As she put it, “He died from suicide in 2014, at 

the end of an intense, confusing, and relatively swift 

persecution at the hand of this disease's symptoms and 

pathology.” He kept saying, “I just want to reboot my 

brain.” Mr. Williams never complained of visual 

hallucinations, but his wife speculated that he probably 

had them but never talked about it.

Ted Turner, founder of CNN, revealed in 2018 that 

he too suffers from DLB. Fame and fortune offer no 

protection from neurodegenerative diseases—did not 

protect Ronald Reagan or Glen Campbell from 

Alzheimer disease, Michael J. Fox or Neil Diamond from 

Parkinson disease, Lou Gehrig from ALS or Dudley 

Moore from progressive supranuclear palsy.

 There was not much to do. There were no 

pressing safety concerns and, given the potential 

sensitivity to neuroleptics, trying to control the 

hallucinations might pose more risk than benefit. And 

Ms. Fuller seemed to be dealing with the 

situation—dealing with the little men with big teeth.

 As long as she had her stick.

1. Williams SS. The terrorist inside my husband's 

brain. Neurology. 2016;87:1308-1311. 
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The F. Scott Fitzgerald Literary Festival 

committee comprises a diverse and talented group 

of individuals who all share one common interest — 

an appreciation for the art of writing and a love of 

literature. 
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• Montgomery County Public Library, MD 

The festival committee thanks its partners 

whose contributions of services, facilities, and staff 

make the festival possible: 

• Members, F. Scott Fitzgerald Literary 

Conference

• F. Scott Fitzgerald Society

 City of Rockville  

Major Supporters 

The 2019 F. Scott Fitzgerald Literary Festival is 

organized by the F. Scott Fitzgerald Literary Confer-

ence, Inc. The festival committee thanks its major 

supporters and members, whose generous 

contributions of services, facilities, staff and/or 

funds make the festival possible: 

• Arts & Humanities Council of 

Montgomery County  

• Rockville Cultural Arts Commission  

Partners 

• Assisting Hands Home Care Potomac

• Friends of the Library, 

Montgomery County, MD

• Peerless Rockville

• Rockville Cultural Arts Commission

• The Writer’s Center, Bethesda, MD
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A Special Thank You To Our Major Supporters, 

Partners, and In-Kind Services

Montgomery County Executive's Ball

Friends of the Library, Montgomery County, MD

Peerless Rockville, LTD

Rockville Cultural Arts Commission

The Writer’s Center, Bethesda, MD

F. Scott Fitzgerald Society

Montgomery County Public Library, MD 

John A. Lauer, Design and Print Services 



SAVE THE DATE

F. Scott Fitzgerald

Literary Festival 

October 24, 2020

Glenview Mansion 

603 Edmonston Dr

Rockville, MD 20852

fscottfestival.org

Winners of  the
F. Scott Fitzgerald Award
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William Styron

 John Barth

Joyce Carol Oates

E. L. Doctorow

Norman Mailer

Earnest J. Gaines

 John Updike

Edward Albee

Grace Paley

Pat Conroy

Jane Smiley

William Kennedy

Elmore Leonard

Julia Alvarez

Alice McDermott

Maxine Hong Kingston

Robert Olen Butler

James Salter

Richard Ford

Garrison Keillor

Annie Proulx

Richard Russo

Amy Tan
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