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• Note from the Editors •
We rdeeply egret that Jessie Teel’s 3rd place Nonfiction essay was 
inadvertantly omitted from the printed magazine. We are posting 
it online with our sincere apologies!
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 • “I Don’t See No Need In It” •
jessie teel

At six in the morning, I dragged myself into the kitchen to pour 
a cup of coffee. I stood staring out the window over the sink and into 
the silver morning air, and as I lifted my mug up to the edge of my lips 
and breathed in the steam, it rushed over my face and warmed the tip 
of my nose. I had always enjoyed drinking coffee, even on sticky warm 
summer mornings like this one. It was late August. I would be starting 
my first day of school at Northeast Mississippi Community College in 
Booneville, MS in only a few days and I was going to miss waking up 
in the morning and walking through the dark living room and into the 
kitchen to peer out the window of my house before everyone else was 
awake. It seemed like I had been doing that almost every morning since 
Mama started homeschooling us kids when I was in second grade. It 
was scary to think about moving away from home after being sheltered 
within those walls for the past ten years. I was going to miss being the 
last person to fall asleep each night after staying up to watch an episode 
of Andy Griffith with Daddy when he got off work at midnight. I would 
miss watching The Walking Dead reruns with my cat on Saturdays when 
I was procrastinating on homework or laundry that needed to be folded. 
And I would miss sipping coffee from my favorite snowman mug on 
mornings like this one.

“Hey, kid!” said Daddy as he emerged from his and Mama’s room 
to let the dogs out.

“Hey,” I said as I took another short sip, “sleep good?”
He answered with a quick, “All right, I reckon.” as he stepped out 

onto the front porch.
I followed behind him after first grabbing a blanket from the back 

of the couch to drape over the dusty old rocking chair before I sat down.
“Can I just skip college and be a hobo?” I said somewhat jokingly.
Daddy smiled and looked at me over the top of his glasses.
“I don’t see no need in it.”, he said in his deep warm voice.
Daddy always said that when he didn’t want to give me a straight 

answer, which was almost always. He liked making me think about 
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things on my own. I never liked that. 
It was getting close to eight o’ clock when we finally got everything 

packed into the trucks. With blankets, clothes, and all of my other 
essentials - like my Buzz Lightyear teddy bear that I couldn’t stand 
leaving behind - filling every empty space in the back seats and floor 
boards, we were finally ready to head out (with the exception of Daddy 
who had to work later that afternoon.) When I hugged Daddy, I buried 
my head into his shoulder breathing in the smell of his shirt. He always 
smells like Head and Shoulders shampoo, even after a long day of 
working on his truck or building Mama another shelf for her plants and 
movies in his shop. I have no idea how he does it, but I knew it would 
be a little while before that smell would be there to comfort me again. 

“I love you” he said with a hint of a crack in his usually stern voice.
“I love you, too” I choked out as calmly as I could before turning 

around and getting into the driver’s seat of my old Ford, trying to hide 
the tears welling up in my eyes, although I’m sure he noticed.

By eight-thirty, we were pulling down the driveway. Mama was 
leading the way with my little sister, Kelly, as her sidekick in the 
passenger seat, and I followed in my truck by myself. I didn’t mind 
being alone. It gave me time to get all of my crying over with before we 
got there. I was bawling before we even made it to the end of the road.

The drive to Booneville wasn’t awfully far or unfamiliar to me. We 
had been to Corinth, which was only a few miles north of Booneville, 
plenty of times on our way to our cabin at Pickwick Lake on family 
vacations. It was a drive that I would grow accustomed to making almost 
every Sunday afternoon during my years at Northeast. The drive brought 
back memories of my childhood and those vacations as the number of 
miles between me and home grew into the double and triple digits. I 
remembered learning to swim at the lake when Daddy finally let me 
take off my lifejacket in open water for the first time, and I remembered 
waking up to the smell of Mama’s homemade biscuits and frying bacon 
every morning from my room on the second floor of the cabin. 

By the time I finished reliving my past, we were pulling up to 
Murphy Hall, the dorm that I would be living in for the year. I parked 
next to Mama and got out of my truck, and immediately there were 
people walking across the street to come help us unload everything.

“What room?” asked a tall attractive man wearing a grey t-shirt that 
said East Booneville Baptist Church across the front.
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“305”, I blurted out sheepishly as I let the tailgate down for him.
Without saying anything else, he smiled and grabbed a crate of books 

and a couple of blankets to carry up to my room. I followed behind him 
with my room key and a bag of clothes in hand, trying to hide how out-
of-breath I was by the time we made it up the two flights of stairs that 
didn’t seem to faze him a bit.

The room was dim and musty and felt like it had been abandoned 
years before I arrived.

“Where do you want these?” the attractive man asked, still holding 
my things.

“Oh! Anywhere is fine!” I said as I shuffled around him to toss my 
clothes on the bed closest to the window, “Thank you.”

He put the crate in the floor and draped the blankets across the bare 
bed as more people in matching t-shirts filed in carrying my belongings. 
Before I knew it, everything was unloaded and placed in chaotic little 
piles around my crowded little room. It was even beginning to look a 
little bit inviting, to my surprise. Mama helped me get everything set up. 
She made the bed and organized my closet and she even arranged my 
cleaning supplies under the sink the same way she had them arranged 
at home.

Despite my excitement while decorating, anxiety crept back in as 
the day drew to a close. I knew that when we finished unpacking, it 
would be time for my family to leave me on my own for the night, and 
even though my roommate, who was my childhood best friend, would 
arrive later, it wouldn’t be enough to ease my mind. I loved home, I 
missed home, and I wanted to go home already.

*****
I wish that I could say that that butterscotch pudding rained from the 

sky and that my teachers were great and that I fell in love with college 
on my first day, but sadly that wasn’t the case. College was hard and 
I wanted to quit and go home a lot of times. But as the days passed, I 
found myself hating it less and less.

Besides studying and going to class, most of my afternoons were 
spent wrapped up in the blankets of my bed that was never made because 
Mama wasn’t there to make me do it, or exploring Booneville as I tried 
to make it my new home. Sometimes my roommate and I would just stay 
up all night talking about any and everything, or go get French fries at 
midnight just because no one was there to tell us that we couldn’t. We 
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even went to a few football games, not so much to cheer on our team, 
but to cheer for the friends we had made in the marching band. Before 
we knew it, December had rolled around.

During finals week, I called Mama and Daddy to let them know how 
my tests were going. After a few minutes of hallow chatter with Mama, 
I asked her to put Daddy on the phone.

“Hey, Sweetheart,” he said.
“Hey, Daddy!”
“What’s up? Everything okay?” he asked in his usual warm voice.
I always found comfort in that voice.
“Yeah, everything’s okay I guess”, I said.
“Wanna quit college and be a hobo?”
Despite the fact that Daddy couldn’t see my face, I smiled.
“I don’t see no need in it.”
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