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Short, to the point, and captivating is how I would describe Alligator and Other Stories. Dima Alzayat, the author of Alligator and Other Stories, was born in Damascus, Syria, and grew up in San Jose, California, and now lives in Manchester, U.K. Some of her accomplishments include being a winner of a 2018 Northern Writers’ Award, the 2017 Bristol Short Story Prize, and the 2015 Bernice Slote Award. Alligator and Other Stories has received starred reviews from places such as Publishers Weekly and GQ Magazine. The book of emotion-evoking short stories was recently released to the public on May 29, 2020. 
	Alligator and Other Stories contains nine stories that address many issues within society, and it does so through riveting language, imagery, point of view, and form. Alzayat makes her stories different by experimenting with form. In one story, she inputs poems in between the blocky paragraphs, and not only does this add another interactive element, but it also gives more insight and another interpretation into how the narrator felt while preparing her brother’s body to be buried:
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Another way she experiments with form is in “Daughters of Manāt,” through changing the position of the paragraphs when the speaker of the story changes. This not only helps the reader differentiate which woman is speaking, but it also helps transition the story when it’s changing to a different period in time. The woman who is speaking in the present is aligned to the left of the page, while the woman speaking on the traumas throughout different periods in her life is aligned to the right. Each woman speaks on the struggles that all women have to endure due to gender inequality and societal norms. This helps the story feel cohesive, but the way the formatting makes the story even more powerful since two different women are experiencing the same neglect.  
Alzayat’s stories show point of views from many different characters, from men, women, and children, and individuals from different backgrounds economically and ethnically. Even though the characters are so diverse, each character’s personality still comes alive on the pages. This is something that can be extremely hard for a writer to do, but Alzayat seems to have mastered it. These characters all also experience different types of trauma whether that be the oppression of women, the loss of innocence through experiencing the loss of a loved one, or abduction and even murder due to gain or racism. Alzayat does a good job of making her characters feel like real people.
In the story “Alligator,” it feels as though you’re reading from the diaries of each person that is mentioned. This story, the longest in the book but one that reads quickly, holds great relevance to what is currently happening within our country. Alzayat took real newspaper clippings and dialogue from interviews and videos from the past to create a story from the point of view of the oppressed. “Alligator” acknowledges groups including Syrians, black Americans, and Native Americans, and she discusses how all these groups have faced and still do face brutality. “Alligator” shows the graveness of just how long the United States has been racist, and it shows how the perspective of oppressing minorities isn’t a learned trait but something our country was built upon: 
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Alligator and Other Stories discuss the social issues that occur not only within our society but in other countries, as well. The stories all address topics that are still problems, such as how women are treated in different cultures. I recommend Alligator and Other Stories to anyone; books like it are the reason it is important to read literature. By addressing issues socially in other cultures, such books help readers step into the shoes of someone they don’t resemble, allowing readers to experience the sufferings of others. Literature like Alligator and Other Stories teaches us empathy. I know that while reading Alzayat’s stories, I felt more human because the book gave me insight into issues I had heard little of before or had not known about at all, and best of all, it made me feel something. 
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The three of them had arrived in a new country secking

darkness, the quiet of unlit rooms and the absence of knoc

A place where names had no meaning, Together they searched
for the missing pieces of their mother, the stories that had shed
their words. Not knowing why, she felt relief when he grew taller
and bigger than she was. When he was found in the early morn-
ing hours behind the shop where he worked, his skull opened
and spilling blood that ran through the black hair and onto the

asphalt, she had been the one to call for doctors.
1 had a little bird.
1 looked after him,

and when his feathers grew and he was big,
he started to peck my cheeks

KS.
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White Man Lynched
By Florida Mob

Lake City, Fla.,May 17, 1929.—(AP.)—A
white man, N. G. Romey, grocer, was
lynched near here early today sever-
al hours after his wife had been fat-
ally wounded in a gun battle with the
chief of police.

A coroner’s jury held an inquest in
a ditch two miles from here where
Romey’s body was found. Its verdict
was that Romey met death at the
hands of parties unknown.

The jury also found that Chief of
Police John F. Baker had acted in
self-defense in shooting the woman
five times after she had fired three
shots at Baker, breaking his shoulder
blade.
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For months after, Adele cried for her mama and baba, and
I couldn’t tell her nothing but that they were off and away work-
ing and soon they’d come home carrying sweets and stories. She
was only four, the youngest of us all, and no one could bear to
tell her. How do you make a child understand something like
that? No. It was for the best. Try and help the only one of us
who could forget. Not a year passed before she stopped men-
tioning them altogether and began calling Aunt Mariam Mama
even though the rest of us never did. This made Lily mad as
a wet hen. “That ain’t your mama, she screamed until Adele




