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Mercury: A Broadcast of Hope 

“I Heart Anus” 
By Nicole Isaak, Diana Lancaster, and David Benedict 

 

Max:   Okay. You’ve got about five minutes. Go for it 

 

Agnes:  Um… Okay. So...welcome to Mercury: A Broadcast of Hope! This is day 8 since 

we came back on the air. 

 

Max: Agnes, we haven’t actually decided that’s the name. I still don’t even think we 

NEED a name and you keep obsessing over it. 

 

Agnes: It’s my turn to address our loyal listeners, Max, and when it’s my turn I can call it 

what I want. Wait, loyal listeners? We don’t know that anyone is even listening! I 

keep having to remind myself that I was supposed to be here doing an internship. 

It’s been the craziest internship ever! It feels like we’ve been here forever! We 

are surviving though, and that’s everything right now, isn’t it? 

 

I think the key to survival, to all of our survival, is to hold onto everything that has 

made us who we are. But who am I? Who. AM. I? I’m Agnes Charlie Drew, 

English literature major, college radio account exec intern turned host, daughter, 

aspiring novelist, lover of Wonder Bread grilled cheese sandwiches when I can’t 

sleep, and the smell of Banana Boat suntan lotion, and Billie Holiday records and 

the sound of my mom’s longshoreman laugh and my brother… God, Milo.  

 

Milo was my parents’ “oops” baby who was never supposed to happen. I was 10 

when he came into our lives. Milo the Miracle, who made me understand how 

the human heart is like the universe and keeps expanding just when you think 

it’s full up.  

 

Milo couldn’t pronounce the “g” in my name when he was learning to talk. At first 

he was calling me “annice,” instead of Agnes, which sounded like that weird 

licorice-tasting seed in middle-eastern dishes. When he was first learning to 

write in kindergarten, he drew a picture of me and wrote A-N-U-S, because he 

was sounding out my name. Of course that spells “anus.” That became hands-

down the longest running joke in my family. After that he actually called me 

“Anus,” too.  And (usually in public), he’d shout things like, “I lub you anus.”  For 

his birthday one year, I gave Milo a pillow that I had cross-stitched to say, “I 

Heart Anus.” He slept with it every night. He clung to it like a life jacket holding 

him afloat amidst the crashing waves of his dreams. He held onto it for years, far 

longer than most children hold onto things like that. I guess it brought him 
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comfort. It eventually started falling apart, so he took the stuffing out of it and 

carefully folded up the fabric and put it in a drawer so he could still look at it 

whenever he wanted to. 

 But the point is that that’s what he called me. That was my name and that stupid 

mispronunciation of my name shaped me and contributed to who I am today. I 

spent countless hours with him trying desperately to get him to say the G and 

after a while I think he was doing it just to spite me. It led me to my love of words 

as I tried so hard to find some way to get the idea across to him that my actual 

name was important and that what he was calling me was embarrassing. 

 

 Names are important! Names give identity and purpose and help us understand 

that we’re all unique, special individuals in our own way. Even when you meet 

someone who has the same name as you, you still feel a sense of ownership of 

your name. It’s one of the few things that can’t be taken away from us, even in 

the world we’re living in now. Our loved ones that we’ve all lost...we remember 

them for who they were and what they did, but we remember them BY their 

names. We remember Treva and Marie and Brad and Thomas and … and Sam. 

 

Max Your boyfriend? I thought you’d heard from him right before everything went to 

hell. I’m sure he’s ok somewhere. 

 

Agnes That’s the problem - I don’t know. I did hear from him, but...I haven’t told you 

what he said. He was supposed to meet me here at the station after my shift that 

day, like he always did. But he wasn’t here yet. Something happened. He left me 

a voice message that I’ve played over and over. I keep my phone off most of the 

time to conserve what battery power is left but when I get really lonely and miss 

him so much I can’t bear it, I turn it on to hear it again.  

 

“Don’t let THIS strip the good from you. Don’t let it spoil your beautiful history. It isn’t 

you. It’s happening to you, but it isn’t YOU ! *I* Heart Anus! ...I love you Agnes 

Charlie Drew.”  {sniffle} And then the line went dead. There were some of those 

… things chasing him. I could hear them. 

 

{booth door opens} 

 

Max  You know what, Agnes? You’re right. We do need a name. 

 

Agnes  I’m sorry, I shouldn’t be getting into all of this on the air. 

 

Max No, this is the perfect place. And it’s the perfect place for me to apologize. I never 

let you show me what’s so special about the name Mercury. If it’s going to define 

us, we need to understand. 
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Agnes Ok, well, thank you. Um. So, here in my journal I wrote down all this stuff I found 

in some of the books we’ve been collecting. So you know the Roman god 

Mercury, yes? 

 

Max Sure, the guy with wings on his ankles. He ran really fast, right? 

 

Agnes ...sort of. He was the messenger of the gods, just like we’re messengers, 

bringing hope and news and advice to our listeners. But he was so much more 

than that! He was also the patron god of travelers and luck and poetry. And he 

guided souls to the underworld. Sometimes I think that’s what’s going 

on...that...they...are just lost and need someone to guide them where they 

belong. Plus, there’s also Mercury the element, which some people called 

quicksilver. A metal that’s a fluid, adaptable and flexible, just like we’re going to 

have to be to survive here. 

 

Max You’re right, Agnes. You know what else?. Dr Clark isn’t ready  to admit that she 

likes it, but she did point out that it’s in our call-letters: WEHG. The chemical 

symbol for mercury is HG!  So *WE* already are HG...mercury. It’s a great name. 

So...Mercury: A Broadcast of Hope? 

 

Agnes That’s right! 

 

Max Alright then. Mercury it is. And so, from the newly named Mercury: A Broadcast 

of Hope, this is Max O’Brien and Agnes Drew signing off until tomorrow.  

 

Agnes Wait, don’t forget what Jennifer told us we should tell people.  

 

Max What’s that? 

 

Agnes Take care of each other.  

 

[END] 


