
About 
Rewrite 
Rewrite is written by three 
students from Rutgers 
University, Zoe, Taylor, and 
Lubna. The ebook highlights 
flash fiction that was inspired by 
the work of other authors. These 
pieces are interpretations that 
highlight the unique styles of the 
original authors along with the 
talents of Zoe, Taylor, and 
Lubna. 
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Zoe 

In one word Zoe is curious. She enjoys reading a variety of genres 
but mainly reads biographies of a variety of people whom she 
considers role models in order to gain insight and new 
perspectives about the world we live in. Zoe is an avid YouTube 
fanatic and also enjoys watching the Today Show every morning. 
She is very proud of her Greek heritage and of her two younger 
sisters (even if they are the most annoying pair out there). Her 
writing often can be described as witty and sarcastic yet still very 
insightful and honest, which is a true reflection of who she strives 
to be.  

Taylor 

Taylor found an interest in creative writing as a Freshman, and 
since then has strived to become a better writer by trying out new 
genres and taking numerous different writing classes at Rutgers 
University. She typically prefers to write short fiction or poetry, 
using her personal experiences and relationships as inspiration. 
When Taylor is not writing or in school she enjoys working out and 
being outside. She loves spending time with friends and family, 
and enjoys finding inspiration through her day-to-day life.  

Lubna 

 Lubna is a hopeless romantic who delves into romcoms whether 
it’s in the form of books or movies. Something about picturing the 
perfectly imperfect love life for a fleeting moment in various works 
enthralls her enough to read or watch them over and over again. 
When she isn’t poking her head in a book, she’s probably busy 
shopping or biking around town during her free time. Her favorite 
pieces to write about are definitely poems. She loves making each 
and every line have a purpose to the greater whole of a poem 
itself. Figuring out how to make poems flow with even the slightest 
word choices invigorates her greatly. 

REWRITE 
A collection of inspired and interpretive writing



ZOE

We Are Sorry For Any 
Inconvenience 

 due to the inclement weather all trains have 
stopped for the night. As you’re now      
stranded in the pitted, underground of the 
city you find a bench to call home for the    
night. Families with small children push 
passed you and the youngest of the kids looks 
a lot like your little sister, who you know is 
sitting at the front door back home waiting 
for you to show up. Because God knows the 
kid hasn’t talked about anything else for 
weeks. We are sorry for the inconvenience is 
posted on the only empty stall in the station’s 
bathroom. You peak under the others for feet 
to find an unoccupied one. You spot a stall 
with four feet, two of which obviously belong 
to a man, and you roll your eyes. You lean 
yourself on the tile wall waiting for someone 
to finish and remembering when your 
roommate had come in a month ago from a 
very similar “hookup” and coincidentally she 
now had a plethora of adoption and abortion 
pamphlets sprawled out  on your coffee table. 
We are sorry for the inconvenience followed 
by the usual error page is flashing on the 
screen of your almost, dead laptop. The paper 
you had been assigned was due in an hour and 
of course the goddamn site was down. You 
thought of emailing your professor who you’d 
only known a short two weeks, and yet he’d 
already managed to make four passes at you 
(and every other breathing girl in the room). 
You’d take the zero instead. We are sorry for 
the inconvenience but visitor calling hours are 
over, please try again tomorrow. The nurse 
hangs up. You’d held it together until then. 

Reasoning with your dad not to grow 
distant.Keeping the brave face for your 
sisters. It may well be the last Christmas you’d 
all be together–she couldn’t hold on. I’m so 
sorry mom..I tried…I’m so sorry.

Inspired By …
This piece was inspired by Deborah 
Nedelman and her piece We are sorry for any 
inconvenience. I first found this piece on the 
popular literary magazine entitled Literary 
Orphans. Nedelman has battled  a lot of 
barriers to be where she is today in her 
writing, and this piece is a deep reflection of 
the relatable struggle on inconveniences we 
all face in life.
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ZOE

The Cycle 

I always feel like when the screen’s light is 
glaring at me at 2 am, that I’ve hit rock 
bottom. How did I end up here again? It’s like 
this never ending cycle of words screaming at 
me from every direction, pictures flashing 
with every movement, and the nuisance of a 
sudden pop-up scares the living hell out of 
me.

 And yet I fall for it. Every time. And that’s 
how I’m here again.

The thing is I wasn’t always like this. I used to 
be able to sit still and just…read. I  read the 
entire Harry Potter series in less than two 
weeks. I was only eight at the time too. So 
how could eight year old me stand reading 
thousands of pages about a fake wizard, and I 
can’t even get through a ten page article at 
twenty?

It’s that damn technology. At least that’s the 
way my Uncle Mike would have put it.

But he’s right. It’s all because of these screens 
that I stare out for hours on end each       
day. I sit here stumbling on words that I 
learned in kindergarten, and find myself 
clicking through link, after link, after link. 
And then I’ll eventually snap out of it and 
stumble my way back to where I started. But 
just for a minute or two. Repeat cycle.

What’s worse is now its everywhere. At first it 
was just at home at my desk. But now I carry 
the menace in my pocket and constantly fall 
to the temptation to distract myself from life, 
just for the sake of looking at a screen.

I wish I was eight year old me. Excited to get 
into my bed with a heavy book. Ready to 
devote my entire mind to just the words on 
the page. Determined to overcome any word 
I didn’t understand. That was reading.

Inspired By…
This piece was written as a reaction piece 
after reading the New York Time’s article 
Does the Brain Like E-Books? The article 
brings together a variety of perspectives on 
the topic of online reading and how we 
ultimately have changed as readers. This piece 
combines these points in the form of a flash 
fiction narrative that I personally put a lot of 
my own perspective on.  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TAYLOR 

“Taylor” 

Taylor built with surprise and confusion. 
“Taylor, are you listening to me?…Taylor?” She 
sweats the small stuff, Taylor is prone to 
causing others as much anxiety as she causes 
herself. Taylor is basking in her own laziness, 
melted into the crevices of the couch, “Law 
and Order” playing a marathon. Three years 
into college, Taylor wakes up. Taylor is trying 
not to drop the weight on her head or her 
chest, causing suffocation or a major 
concussion. A friend sees that Taylor read the 
text they sent twenty-eight minutes ago. They 
wait thirty-three more minutes until she 
responds. Taylor raises her hand but prays she 
isn’t called on.  Taylor enjoys a cup of tea in 
the morning, afternoon, and evening. Taylor 
struggles to distort her body to a soothing 
melody of the ocean. A man with a white 
helmet rides his bike past Taylor at nine 
fifteen every morning. Taylor breathes in the 
aroma of orchids, fields of cherry blossoms, 
and maui breeze. Taylor takes more chocolate 
chip cookies and vanilla cake off of the 
dessert table then any young woman should 
ever eat. Taylor knows that power definitely 
isn’t for the weak.  Travel is a word in Taylor’s 
vocabulary, but not a word in her resume. If 
there are twenty four hours in a day then 
Taylor is sleeping for six of them and napping 
for one and a half.  A man orders takeout 
from the Asian cuisine restaurant down the 
street, Taylor will have a large order of 
chicken pad thai. Taylor perpetuates 
sensitivity in insensitive situations. Do you 
know where Taylor went? There are many 
people who understand the square root of the 

variable “x”, Taylor isn’t one of them. An old 
woman gives Taylor a dollar and pets her 
head. In two thousand fifteen “Breakfast at 
Tiffany’s” is no more than an O.P.I nail polish 
color and a cute bridal shower theme. A 
woman smiles at Taylor as they scan the same 
display in the shoe department at 
Nordstrom’s. It is a bit cliche, but Taylor 
really does love the smell of the rain. 
Someone told Taylor to sit down and smell 
the roses. Only after they found the ones with 
the thickest thorns.

Inspired By…
This piece was inspired by “Bill”, written by  
Dan Kaplan. I felt as if the original flash 
fiction story aimed to describe the person 
without giving any direct descriptions. In my 
rewrite of the story where I try to describe 
myself I use small moments in my life or 
scenes that come to my mind when I think 
about myself and my experiences and I tried 
to put it all together in a way that was original 
and maybe even a little bit poetic. 
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TAYLOR 

Blurred Line 

He would let out a sigh of both hesitation and 
excitement as he pulled near her house. His 
1989 Nissan Maxima steaming out of the 
exhaust. Just cleaned but forever tattooed 
with the stains of life and worn out seats. 
Character built from a raspy engine and white 
rusted exterior. He would text her and tell her 
he was outside, but she would already be at 
the door hustling to put on her shoes and 
maybe a light sweater. She heard him from 
two houses away with his window down just 
enough to let a cold breeze sprinkle his arms 
and to bubble bits of music throughout the 
streets and into neighbors windows. She 
would grace his car with glimmers of vanilla 
bean and tight blue jeans to send sparks of a 
casual evening. He would pray that it didn’t 
rain so the crippled roof wouldn’t shower her 
with drops of water accompanied with 
embarrassment. They would go to the park, 
unplanned but enough to keep the seesaw 
going between a side of romance and 
friendship. If it tilted towards romance he 
would take her hand and lead her down a path 
lined with overgrown hedges and trees that 
told stories. They would flirt with the evening 
and he would take her to get something to eat 
before getting her home. When he gets to her 
house he wrestles with the idea of kissing her 
goodnight or letting her prance back to her 
door without ever blurring the lines. And 
then before he gets a chance to make his 
move she appears at his car door. She looks 
overwhelmed with happiness and anxiety, and 
he thinks he might already know where this 
night is going.

Inspired By…
This piece was inspired by “Conjecture”, a 
short fiction story from Literary 
Orphans written by Nancy Hightower. The 
original story describes a woman going on a 
first date, and imagining how the date would 
go before he picks her up. For my 
interpretation I used a similar theme, but 
described how the date might be imagined by 
the males perspective.  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 Mother 

A Short Story in Tweet Format

It’s been twenty years, yet I cannot seem to 
wake myself up without the help of my 
mother.

My mother is guaranteed to work better than 
the numerous alarm clocks spread apart in 
five minute intervals on my iPhone.

I worry about a day when I will no longer 
have my human alarm clock to help me wake 
up on time, a day I’ll never want to wake up 
to myself.

My mother is scared of that day, but never 
admits to it. Do not be mistaken: she is not 
afraid for herself, but for what will happen to 
me.

She comforts me with her fleeting hugs and 
kisses before we part ways. She tells me to be 
safe as I am putting my first foot outside.

Maybe when my mother tells me to be safe 
every single day, she wants that embedded in 
my memory even long after she is gone.

“Be safe” are the words she wants me to 
remember her by. This is her promise of the 
love she gives to me forever, even when she is 
gone.

I have learned that a mother’s love is 
showered upon her children even when she is 
not near. This is how I come to terms with 
my fear.

I now know I will be able to wake up myself 
with the help of my mother, even if she is not 
around. It’s the mere thought of her.

I will leave my slumber, fill mornings with 
love, and as I step outside once more, I’ll 
remind myself to be safe as my mother once 
told me.

Inspired By…
This piece was inspired by Jennifer Egan’s 
twitter story “Black Box”. She is a novelist 
and short story writer living in Fort Greene, 
Brooklyn. As an apology to her twitter 
followers after a recent hack, she tweeted in 
140 characters or less each line of the story 
one by one. “Mother” is also a short story 
formatted the same way.
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A Tribute to Sam Martone 

My parents never forced me to do anything. They 
didn’t command me to become a doctor. Instead, 
it was suggested strongly. My mother didn’t 
explicitly say I should never be friends with boys. 
Rather, she warned me about the dangers of 
getting close to them. All my life, I was never told 
what exactly to do with my life… yet I somehow 
was? I was stuck in this decision-making-not-
making-maybe-making purgatory.

I was ten years old at this stupid family party I 
didn’t want to go to. I probably only went for the 
food. I still only go for the food. Mom told me 
about death trap boys, yet I went to play video 
games with them. “She shouldn’t be here!” 
screamed the boy I could never stand. Stay away, 
my sweet angel. I snatched the controller and 
suddenly, I was a virtual soldier holding a gun. The 
boy told me I had to shoot people. I asked where 
I should go. He told me that was my choice. 
There again, stuck in decision purgatory I was. 
Better to be safe than sorry, my child. I had to 
find people to kill, but I did not know where they 
were hidden.

Just like how I had to find myself. I had to pick a 
career without exploring deep enough. I had to 
find these soldiers to kill without knowing how to 
get around. Everywhere I went, I was told about a 
certain destination. I just did not know how to 
get to it. Why couldn’t anyone just tell me the 
way?

I am now twenty years old. I still don’t know what 
to do with my career, but it’s not medicine. I 
explored the path, but I cannot get myself to 
delve into it. I talk to “men” who are boys at 
heart. The perils of falling deeply in love with 
them is what my mother warned me about. I 
finally understood, but it was too late. I have had 

my heart broken. I have changed my entire future 
career.

I have come to terms with it all. Decision-making 
purgatory will never cease to exist.

But whatever decision I make, I know I have a 
soldier just around the corner as my next target. 
All I need is to step forward myself. No more 
waiting to be shoved ahead. I must take matters 
into my own hands. Or feet I should say. I had felt 
this way recently. Ah. I remember now! Sam 
Martone’s piece. When I read myself inside a 
video game, I was reminded once again of that ten 
year old. She’s still in me. Thank you for 
reminding me of her. Thank you for reminding me 
of the decisions that I have to make day in and 
day out. Even the little ones.

 Inspired By…
This piece was inspired by Sam Martone’s 
interactive short story collection named An 
Object You Cannot Lose published by Cartridge 
Lit. Sam Martone is a writer and musician in his 
early twenties based in Tempe, Arizona. He is also 
an editor for the online literary publisher Origami 
Zoo Press. This tribute ties into the issues a child 
faces while growing up without having concrete 
directions that Sam Martone portrays throughout 
his short story.
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We Would Like To 
Thank The Following 
Flickr Users … 

Photo 1: Alan Cleaver 

Photo 2: sandragxh 

Photo 3: J.Pitt 

Photo 4:Teensy-Weensy Pouchou 

Photo 5:Janet Ramsen 

Photo 6: simpleinsomnia 

Photo 7: clement127 
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