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Words on a page. Not to be reduced to 
merely their presence on a blank can-

vas, but commended for prompting the wid-
est range of  human emotions. It is our very 
existence that inspires these words to have 
the power to transport us through time and 
space, evoking the raw emotion of  lived ex-
periences. Each of  the writers in this edition 
have created these scenes and moments in 
classes and workshops.

The Department of  Writing Studies, 
Rhetoric, and Composition encourages its 
students to pursue every aspect of  writing, 
nurturing writers of  creative nonfiction, pro-
fessional writing, and every style in between. 
Although students may thrive in the class-
room and produce exceptional work, it is 
frequently only professors who have the op-
portunity to read it. This publication aims to 
change that. By publishing submissions from 
SU students, Intertext gives us the chance to 
learn from their perspectives. Many are ac-
counts of  sorrow, hope, and overcoming the 
past. Each piece illustrates the stories of  our 
students and community, creating an endur-
ing image for everyone to enjoy.

Several of  these narratives feature emo-
tionally heavy content, serving as a testimo-
ny to the bravery of  our authors for making 
scenes from their lives public. We at Intertext 
ask only that you approach each story with 
an open mind. While working behind the 
scenes, we were privileged to analyze every 
submission and collectively share our inter-
pretations. We encourage our readers to do 
the same, not just with Intertext but in your 
daily lives. Do not shy away from topics that 
scare you or make you uncomfortable but in-
stead acknowledge them, discuss them, and 
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benefit from the experiences and perspec-
tives of  others.
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Zach Barlow, “Shattered,” WRT 422
Major: Writing & Rhetoric
This piece is the product of a willingness to explore  
my own cracked windshield with the hope of  
delivering the courage to others to do the same. It 
wouldn’t have been possible without the guidance, 
wisdom, and encouragement of Professor Eileen Schell.

Sarah Crawford, “A Picture in Time,” WRT 114
Major: Public Relations and Writing & Rhetoric
Minor: European History
While she certainly favors over-involvement in a diverse 
range of campus activities, and never shy’s away from 
being incredibly busy, writing has been the undeniable 
solace and constant in her life.

William Cross, “Taming My Rage,”  
Syracuse Veterans’ Writing Group 
A reflection on the yin and yang of experience — 
it’s both/and vs. either/or. 

I write in order to understand my experience and to 
walk more peacefully here. 

Anuradha Desai, “Storytime at Northside,” WRT 209
Major: Architecture
The piece advocates for the accurate representation  
of children of color in books and documents my 
interactions with the kids at NSLC. As an architecture 
major, I am interested in understanding the dialogue 
between design, communication, and literacy.

Adam Dvorak, “The Disney Effect,” WRT 440
Major: Psychology and Economics
This piece explores the impact the Walt Disney  
Company has had on intellectual property over the 
years in their pursuit to lengthen copyright durations, 
while simultaneously drawing from the public domain.
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Skyler Gausney-Jones, “Wanderlust,” WRT 422.
Major: Writing & Rhetoric
This piece encompasses the pure bliss I  
experienced while studying abroad in Madrid, 
Spain. It is written as a montage essay so that the 
reader gets a glimpse of the several experiences 
that played a vital role in the creation of the selfless 
individual that I am today

Maizy Ludden, “Climate Compassion,” WRT 205
Major: Biology and Writing & Rhetoric
The fight against climate change has become a 
battle between opposing factions: Is it time to try 
a different approach to tackling our environmental 
woes? Maizy is an adventurer at heart who loves  
using her travels as inspiration for writing and art.

Taylor Parks, “The Day the Flowers Stopped  
Smelling Beautiful,” WRT 105
Major: Writing & Rhetoric and  
Communication Sciences and Disorders
This piece explores the effects assault has on a 
person and the severity it holds in modern society. 

Grace Richardson, “Her Name Was Hayley,” 
WRT 114
Major:  Writing & Rhetoric
This piece is about loss, but more than that, it’s 
about learning how to overcome it and celebrate 
life. It explores the different stages of grief as well 
as how to accept pulverizing truths such as the one 
explored within this piece. 

Olivia Velazquez, “The Reason Behind My Tattoo,” 
WRT 105
Major: Environmental and Interior Design
I wrote this piece to bring awareness to the 
importance of mental health through my personal 
experience. I am a very outgoing, bubbly, creative, 
and I strive to change the outlook on mental health 
through design. 
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Our memories often have a way of  influencing our lives long after we’ve experienced 
them. Good or bad, they shape us into who we are. Each piece in this section pres-
ents a significant moment in these authors’ lives that have done just that. They show 

us how much these moments have impacted them. 
There are certain parallels within these four pieces that link them together—the feelings of  

love, loss, and growth. This section begins with Grace Richardson’s “Her Name Was Hayley,” 
a moving piece about the death of  an infant and how an older sister was forced to grow up too 
fast. “The Day the Flowers Stopped Smelling Beautiful,” by Taylor Parks, illustrates a young 
girl’s loss of  innocence after experiencing sexual assault. Both of  these pieces are stories of  
strength and growth. 

Sarah Crawford’s “A Picture in Time” and Olivia Antonia Velazquez’s “The Reason  
Behind My Tattoo” exhibit similar expressions of  love—the love of  friendship as well as the 
love for a mother who was there during a time of  need. Even though these stories are very 
different in terms of  what each author was going through, they both display how the people 
around you can change you as well.

Our pasts greatly impact our futures. Sometimes our memories come back to us in flashes, 
in pieces that make up the puzzle of  our lives. Sometimes they resurface when we least expect 
them to. But most often we remember things in echoes. They reverberate around our minds 
over and over again, and sometimes the only way to get them out is to write them down. 

—Ryley Bonferraro, Tyler Howcott, and Katie Randall

INTERTEXT 2018 | 7

La
yo

ut
 b

y 
Ty

le
r H

ow
co

tt.
 P

ho
to

gr
ap

h 
by

 M
ax

 F
re

un
d.



8

She came two weeks earlier than we had 
expected. The day she was brought 
home my dad was still struggling to 

assemble her crib. Screws and various tools 
were scattered precariously across the tarps 
on the floor, and painter’s tape still covered 
the walls of  her freshly painted pink room. 
He was worried about the paint fumes—
which had dissipated last week—and that 
she wouldn’t like the color he had chosen. 
He worried about her crib collapsing, her 
stuffed animals scaring her, and a slew of  
other unlikely events. Her size intimidated 
him, like the way an elephant fears a mouse. 
I was adopted when I was nearly two, so he 
had never actually had to take care of  a new-
born. His worry aged him. 

My mom, on the other hand, was inexpli-
cably calm, entranced by the little bundle she 
was holding in her arms. She walked slowly 

around our apartment with Hayley wrapped 
in a series of  blankets telling her, “This is 
your kitchen.... This is your living room.... 
This is your room,” acclimating her to her 
new space. Hayley was familiarized with ev-
ery inch of  the white walls that encased the 
apartment. I swore by the end of  my mom’s 
exhaustive tour, she even knew which way 
the grain ran in our hardwood floors and 
how many paint chips hid within our lofty 
ceiling. “This is your home” she told Hayley, 
“this is your home.”

For the first month, everything was per-
fect. The second month came and went, and 
Hayley began to fuss more than expected, 
eliciting some worry. Were we not doing enough? 
Were we doing something wrong? By the third 
month there was a constant, bone-chilling 
wail erupting from her at a volume that was 
seemingly impossible for a person no bigger 

Her Name Was Hayley
Grace Richardson

Richardson_4-3-18.indd   2 4/16/18   10:33 PM
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than a squash. I can’t say we didn’t expect 
this; babies cry, it’s what they do. They cry to 
be picked up or fed, but not Hayley. Picking 
her up would only make her scream louder 
and putting a bottle to her lips was an at-
tempt in vain. Her whole body was like a 
bruise you couldn’t see; it was tender and 
sore to the touch. With her skin like pins and 
needles, picking her up only hurt her more 
than it soothed her. This was the hardest 
on my dad—watching her cry and not be-
ing able to comfort her. He was supposed to 
be her protector, but unable to help her, he 
felt useless. She wouldn’t eat, her appetite di-
minished by her pain. She was rapidly losing 
weight, and her breathing became labored. 
My mom thought that she had the flu; her 
body aches and congestion perfectly mask-
ing her illness. But days passed, and then a 
week, and none of  the medication was work-
ing. She took Hayley to her pediatrician, and 
within the span of  a fifteen-minute check up, 
we were told to take her to the hospital im-
mediately for testing. We knew at that mo-
ment that she had something much worse 
than the flu.

“Something is wrong, Mark. Something is 
wrong with her.”

“Nothing is wrong, honey. She’s fine. She’s 
a baby. She has a cold,” my dad replied. He 
was trying to reassure my mom, who was 
now feverish with worry. “She has a cold,” 
he said again, this time to reassure himself.

• • •

“She has cancer.” 
I was twelve years old when I heard those 

words coming out of  the doctor’s mouth, and 
I could feel my very being begin to splinter. 
My mouth went dry, and my words choked in 
the back of  my throat. My stomach turned, 
but the rest of  my body, unable to process, 
showed no response. I did not cry, I did not 
scream, I was not angry at the world or the 
powers that may or may not be. I couldn’t 
be. The pain and outrage came later, I assure 
you, but it was unable to rear its ugly head 
until I had accepted that this was indeed a 
reality. No, it was not sorrow nor anger that I 
felt, but disbelief. At four months old, my lit-
tle sister had been diagnosed with leukemia. 
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She had gone in for what we thought was the 
flu and left with a cancer diagnosis. Nobody 
expected this and now, nobody could speak, 
their words stolen from them just like the 
many years that would be stolen from her. I 
finally broke the silence, but my feeble ques-
tion was no match for the crushing weight 
that the sickening quiet carried with it.

“How...how long until...” I choked out 
before shutting my mouth, fearing I would 
be sick. 

“Less than a year,” the doctor replied.
My splintered being shattered. The doc-

tor began to apologize and console us, but 
I wasn’t listening—I was staring at her. She 
was smiling and cooing and kicking her legs 
in the air, completely unaware of  the pulver-
izing truth of  her diagnosis. Less than a year. 
The words spiraled within my head, but my 
brain couldn’t wrap itself  around them. Less 
than a year. This had to be a lie. A lie even 
bigger than the sugary phone calls we would 
begin to receive the next day from relatives 
we didn’t even know we had telling us, “It’s 
going to be okay.” No, this was worse. Less 
than a year gave us hope that we would at 
least have six months to say goodbye, when 
in truth, we were only given two.

At the time she was diagnosed, she was 
only four months old. She was too small to 
undergo the aggressive chemotherapy she 
needed, as the treatment itself  would bring 
the same grave results. Surgery was our only 
hope, but it was quickly taken off the table as 
her cancer progressed past an operable part 
of  her body. They told us that the only thing 
they could do for the time being was ease her 
pain and make her more comfortable.

“How did this happen?” my mom sobbed 
into my dad’s shoulder.

I saw her ask, but I wasn’t listening. It was 
like those moments in the movies where the 
sound of  everything surrounding you disap-
pears and all you can hear is your breath-
ing and the pounding of  your own heart. It 
was deafening. I tried to escape into my own 
thoughts but they were just as uncomforting, 
if  not more so. I wondered how you could 
make someone, who couldn’t speak and 
hadn’t lived long enough to even figure out 
what they liked and disliked, comfortable.

“Did we do this?” my dad asked the on-
cologist.

I looked at him as he awaited a reply. 
He looked like he didn’t want to know the 
answer. Why did he ask? Out of  guilt? Did 
he think the answer would exonerate, or 
imprison him? The answer, of  course, was 
no, but no matter how many times we heard 
it, or what tone of  voice the doctors said it 
in, it was never reassuring. For the next two 
months she had tubes that were longer than 
she was constantly connected to her body. 
They helped her breathe, helped her eat, 
and eased her pain, but they also acted as 
constraints—or at least I’d like to think that 
they did. That sounds cruel, but the treat-
ments made her ill, and her cancer made 
her weak. So I really wasn’t sure at that 
point if  she could even move at all. It’s crazy 
now to think that the thought of  her being 
restrained was reassuring to me, but it was 
far more comforting than accepting that she 
didn’t even have the life left in her to try.

Following her diagnosis, we took visits 
twice weekly to the Memorial Sloan Ketter-
ing Cancer Center. Although they couldn’t 
treat her, they helped to ease some of  the 
symptoms of  her cancer. The hospital itself  
was dreary, draped in lifeless colors such 
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as off-whites, faded blues, and washed-out 
greens. It smelled of  old people and hand 
sanitizer, and my skin crawled every time I 
heard a noise I couldn’t discern.

“I don’t like the chairs here,” I randomly 
burst out while walking down the hallway to-
wards the children’s wing where Hayley was 
being treated.

“The chairs?” my mom said, looking con-
fused.

“Yeah, the chairs. They’re uncomfort-
able and plastic-y. We have to sit in them for 
hours; they should have better chairs. My 
legs get sweaty sitting in them for too long, 
and then it makes an awful squeaking sound. 
I just don’t like them. They should have bet-
ter chairs.”

My mother didn’t respond, knowing that 
my outburst about the comfort level of  the 
hospital chairs was only an analogy for my 
discomfort with cancer. The children’s wing 
where Hayley spent her time was far differ-
ent from the rest of  the center. It was satu-
rated with deep blues, vibrant yellows, and 
bright reds, as if  color was the key to distract-
ing those who entered from the harrowing 
reality that existed within. It’s purpose was 
to create feelings of  happiness and hope, and 
although it seemed trivial, it helped. Color 
wasn’t their only tactic—there was also a 
play area to keep the kids distracted from 
their diagnoses. It was overdone and lavish, 

but constantly being sanitized and wiped 
down. Germs are a nuisance to us, but to the 
children with weakened immune systems, 
they become deadly. Because of  this, every 
corner of  every room was dustless, floors 
spotless, and windows stainless, but not 
without consequence. The rooms smelled 
of  chemicals and bleach. If  you closed your 
eyes you might even think you were stand-
ing near a freshly chlorinated swimming 
pool rather than a hospital room. Even the 
bed linens that encased and comforted the 
ill carried the faint scent of  disinfectant. The 
militant level of  cleanliness took away from 
the childhood innocence that all those bright 
colors and toys were supposed to exude, but 
then again, what’s innocent about cancer?

She died at six months old, but it felt like 
she had died the second we stepped back 
into our apartment following her diagnosis. 
The phone rang every hour on the hour, but 
after a day my parents stopped picking up. It 
was easier to ignore the cancer if  they could 
ignore the phone calls, adopting it like a vow 
of  silence. The news spread and everyone 
began to hold their breath when they were 
near us, treading lightly as if  the quietude 
would keep her illness away. Flowers ar-
rived to our house by the dozens, neighbors 
brought food, and coworkers and friends 
sent letters giving us their condolences, but 
these were just duct tape gestures. It was as 

“The day she was diagnosed was the day I grew up.”
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if  the whole world was mourning her before 
she was even gone, and no amount of  pre-
made food or delicately worded notes could 
have made it better. This hurt my mom the 
most. She would throw the flowers in the 
trash as they arrived and smash the casserole 
dishes on the floor. I didn’t blame her. To this 
day, I cannot stand the smell of  lasagna and 
orchids without feeling sick to my stomach. I 
knew that eventually I would have to watch 
her tiny and unknowing body bow into the 
throws of  her terminal illness. 

But what nothing could prepare me for 
was that cancer had a smell. A smell that the 
world does not know to hide from me be-
cause it is not inherently bad in and of  itself. 
Cancer smells like tasteful arrangements of  
white lilies and orchids. Like pot roasts and 
casseroles. Like warm milk and the laven-
der lotion my mother rubbed on her back to 
make her fall asleep. But worst of  all, cancer 
smells like her. Cancer smells like her and 
I hate it, and I hate that I hate the smell 
of  her but I do. I hated that she would not 
grow up, that she would not fall in love, and 
that she wouldn’t even get to experience real 
food. Even convicts on death row receive a 
last meal of  their choice, and it infuriated 
me that she had become a prisoner to noth-
ing but powdered formula and water.

The day she was diagnosed was the day 
I grew up. I was only twelve, but I felt forty. 

The toys in my room began to seem child-
ish and useless, and the light pink walls, too 
sanguine.

After that day, more often than not, I was 
the adult in my home. I had to remind my 
mom to shower and my dad to eat. I even 
used my weekly allowance of  ten dollars to 
do the laundry. It seems petty, but for this, 
I resented her. Hayley had come into my 
home and broken my parents, my life turned 
upside-down. I no longer came home to din-
ner on the table, or a fridge full of  food. My 
clothes were no longer magically washed 
and returned to my drawers before the start 
of  school on Monday morning. No, instead 
my windows had gotten dusty and there 
were crumbs on my unswept floor. There 
was medicine and baby toys scattered on 
every surface, and scattered minds in every 
head to match. I look back on my resent-
ment with regret. I loved her, I still love her, 
but it’s hard to remember that my forty-year-
old sense of  responsibility did not align with 
my twelve-year-old maturity. It seemed that 
everyone, including myself, had forgotten 
that I was just a kid.

There were things that at twelve years old 
I couldn’t understand about Hayley’s illness 
or why my parents reacted to her diagno-
sis the way they did. There are things I still 
don’t understand. I never understood why, 
after that day, they continued to buy her 

“It seemed that everyone, including myself, had forgotten 

that I was just a kid.”
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baby toys and accessories. They would come 
home every other day with a new blanket 
or trinket in hand for her to play with. I re-
member getting so angry one day when my 
dad walked in with an infant car seat.

“Why do you keep buying her stuff? It’s 
not like she appreciates it!” I yelled at him, 
tears streaming down my face. “She won’t 
even be alive long enough to use that stupid 
thing—where is she going to go, huh? Are 
we going to take her on a nice road trip? Are 
we going to bring all her machines and tubes 
with us? Where are they going to go, they 
don’t even fit in the car! You’re so stupid, 
you’re so fucking stupid.”

That was the first time I ever cursed at 
my dad. He didn’t even yell at me. He just 
looked down at the car seat in his hand and 
said, “Because I have hope.”

• • • 

Some days I wished that I had dis-
tanced myself  from her from the start, 
that I had never gotten so attached to 

the role of  “big sister” and that I had not 
promised her that everything was going to 
be okay the day she came home. I felt guilty 
for resenting her presence initially, knowing 
that I would have blindly embraced her if  
I had known I would have such little time 
with her. But in the end, I was glad. Glad to 
have known her, to have been lucky enough 
to be her big sister, to share my home and 
my parents with her, and glad because I 
knew that she had taken on the inevitable 
surrounded by those who loved her. 

It’s been six years now, since she passed, 
and the anniversary of  her death still stings 

like a fresh wound. But, slowly, the wound 
is beginning to heal. It will scar—I never 
had any expectation that it was going to 
mend perfectly—but the skin is grow-
ing back thicker in its place. After a year 
I could say her name without crying; after 
three, I came to terms with talking about 
her in the past tense, and now I have even 
reached the point in my grieving where I 
can write about her, both fondly and about 
her pain. In some ways I wish I had been 
older when she came into our lives, think-
ing maybe I would have handled it better. 
But the truth is, death hurts no matter how 
old you are. Its painful reach knows no age 
limit, and losing someone you love will al-
ways be devastating. Because of  her, I knew 
anger, sorrow, and loss more than I ever 
thought I would, but in turn it has taught 
me to celebrate her life rather than mourn 
her death. My anger and sorrow, although 
devastating at the time, showed me the 
value of  patience and forgiveness, while my 
loss helped me to understand the fragility of  
human life. She had been given a lifetime’s 
worth of  love in six months, and somehow I 
think she knew that.

In her last week, she slept. She drifted in 
and out of  consciousness, only leaving her 
crib to be changed or bathed as needed. On 
April 14th, 2012, we read her last bedtime 
story. We all sat in the room as my father 
struggled to read the last pages of  The Giv-
ing Tree.

“I don’t need very much now,” said the boy. “Just 
a quiet place to sit and rest. I am very tired.”

“Well,” said the tree, straightening herself  up as 
much as she could, “well, an old stump is good for 
sitting and resting. Come, Boy, sit down. Sit down 
and rest.” And the boy did. And the tree was happy.

INTERTEXT 2018 | 13
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I distinctly remember the juxtaposition of  
our appearances when we first met in the 
fifth grade. He was short in stature with 

dark, closely cropped hair and pale skin that 
contrasted with the freckles scattered across 
his face. I was an awkwardly tall ten-year-old 
with long, dirty blonde hair and skin so tan 
you would have thought that I spent the ma-
jority of  my existence outside. Even though 
he was a good five inches shorter than me, 
his presence was commanding and tough, 
which was downright terrifying for a girl 
who could barely form the words to answer 
a question in class. However, as the year pro-
gressed, we discovered one trait we shared: 

competitiveness. Everything between us was 
a challenge. Who could write the longest pa-
per? Who could get the highest test score? 
Who could finish the math problem first? It 
was the foundation of  a friendship that had 
yet to be built. 

Flash forward seven years to our senior 
year of  high school. We are hardly recog-
nizable from our elementary school selves. I 
am no longer the fragile, shy girl that used 
to hide from strangers and foreign situations. 
He no longer tries to intimidate other people 
to compensate for his lack of  height.

One day, he calls me. He tells me he has 
stumbled upon a “fun” place that’s 15 min-
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utes from our high school—he had been 
killing time while waiting to pick his little 
brother up from wrestling practice.

“It’s a really long stretch of  railroad tracks 
and it leads to a giant overlook,” he explains. 
“I thought you might like it since you’re al-
ways taking photos of  that kind of  stuff.”

“I take photos of  more than just scenery,” 
I reply.

“Sarah,” he says in a light tone of  voice 
that always accompanies a serious, yet brief  
evaluation of  my inability to lie. “No you 
don’t. Just bring your camera.”

“Okay.”
We agree upon noon the next day, a Sat-

urday, and I hang up, then immediately go to 
charge my camera battery.

He arrives thirty minutes late, as per 
usual. His habit of  staying up at night, per-
haps due to undiagnosed insomnia, makes 
it nearly impossible for him to wake up and 
get anywhere before two in the afternoon. 
If  he didn’t have a lead foot, and a respon-
sible younger brother, I doubt he would even 
make it to school in the mornings.

He steps out and opens the car door for 
me in a way that suggests he is indirectly 
apologizing for his tardiness. He’s nicer than 
he would like to admit, no thanks to that 
tough guy exterior which exists only to thinly 
veil his true self. Sometimes his personality 
reminds me of  the layers of  the earth we 
used to learn about in middle school sci-
ence class. His outer appearance–muscular, 

toned, dark, and mysterious–is akin to the 
lithosphere; it’s misleading to the true depths 
of  what lies beneath.

As we drive, a steady downpour of  rain 
splashes upon the windshield and darkens 
the road before us. This is my favorite kind 
of  weather. His too.

“The sun just makes everything too 
bright,” he remarks, as if  reading my very 
thoughts. “When it rains the world becomes 
tolerable. It’s like I can actually see it for what 
it is, with all of  the colors and details.”

 “I always feel like the sun drains the color 
out of  the forest, but the rain brings it back,” 
I say. “That’s why days like these are perfect 
for taking pictures.” He gives me a look that 
reads I told you so, even though he doesn’t say 
it. He’s secretly smug like that.

We whiz by residential neighborhoods, 
crammed with colonial style houses, and turn 
down a backcountry road that takes us past 
an expanse of  farms and pastures. The rural 
scene is so distinctly characteristic to south 
central Pennsylvania that it makes me won-
der if  I’ll long for its familiarity when I leave 
for school in the fall. I think of  the saying 
“we don’t miss what we have until it’s gone,” 
but I can’t help wishing that there were some 
way to appreciate what we have while it’s still 
ours. I think about mentioning this to him. 
It’s the kind of  thought he would appreciate 
contemplating.

Right as I turn to do so, he jerks the car off 
the road onto a hidden gravel path that runs 
alongside the railroad tracks. My head hits 
the low ceiling as the car changes elevation, 
and for some reason I find myself  laughing, 
not crying out in shock.

“Are you incapable of  slowing down even 
for turns?” I say, readjusting myself  and slid-
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ing lower into the seat in case there’s another 
cataclysmic, abrupt turn in the road ahead.

“When you signed up to be my friend, 
your safety was not guaranteed on adven-
tures,” he responds jokingly. I roll my eyes at 
him and his apathy toward my bruised head.

He pulls to a stop at an indiscernible loca-
tion along the tracks and we get out of  the 
car.

The rain has dissipated for the most part 
and left behind a sweeping gray sky that il-
luminates the trees and grass around us.

“So, where do we go now?” I say, already 
taking out my camera to snap a few photos.

“Follow me,” he replies confidently. He 
jumps onto the railroad tracks and sets off at 
a quick pace. I wait until he’s about twenty 
feet ahead and snap a candid of  him walk-
ing in the center of  the two straight metal 
bars. His black hair stands out against the 
sky, but his green jacket and jeans match the 
surrounding forest and river that runs under-
neath the tracks in the distance. I examine 
the photo as I hurry to catch up and wonder 
what someone could determine about him 
from this one shot. Would they know he hates 
horror movies but watches them anyway in 
order to conquer his fears of  the unknown? 
Would they be able to tell that he has a pas-
sion for writing, but no plan to do anything 
with a journalism degree once he graduates 
college? Certainly not. They’ll judge him 
based on his physical appearance. He’s just a 
boy, casually striding down a seemingly end-
less stretch of  railroad tracks with no clear 
purpose or intention, and yet, somehow, that 
description sums him up pretty well too.

About a mile into the walk, the gravel 
beneath us gives way to a wooden bridge, 
with gaps spanning half  a foot across to each 

board. Below is a drop of  forty to sixty feet, 
straight into the fast, unforgiving water of  
the Susquehanna. A seagull, one of  the odd 
and unnative birds in our area, swoops over 
my head before taking a plummeting nose 
dive down the steep drop into the river. My 
stomach seizes as I imagine myself  falling 
down too, just as fast, but with no graceful 
entrance into the water. I feel my feet stop 
moving before my mind fully registers my 
surroundings. He doesn’t stop. He doesn’t 
fear what I fear. He knows what will happen 
if  he slips and he’s okay with it.

“What?” He asks, spinning around grace-
fully, practically teasing me with his confi-
dence and ease on the rickety boards.

“I don’t know about this,” I say hesitantly.
“Sarah,” he replies in that familiar teas-

ing, yet honest, tone of  voice. “You know it’s 
fine. Trains go across this bridge every day.” 
He holds out his hand for me, which I take 
reluctantly and lean on his strength as I take 
my first, unsteady step onto the beam.

“See, you got this no problem,” he says 
encouragingly as I take a few more steps.

Suddenly, he releases my hand and begins 
gallivanting off down the tracks at an incred-
ibly fast pace.

“Hey, wait for me,” I call out, my words 
immediately getting dragged off by the wind 
that has suddenly picked up now that we 
have no trees to protect us. He glances back 
with a smirk and shrugs. Suddenly, I feel a 
rumbling stir within and I swear I can feel 
the competitive aspect of  our friendship ris-
ing from the grave of  our past. A fire ignites 
in my feet in an intense need to not only 
break free from my fears, but to prove to him 
that I can also be confident 40 feet high in 
the air with no safety net below. He lets out 
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one concise, signature chuckle as he realizes 
that I’m picking up speed. Game on.

We’re different now, but in some ways, the 
children we used to be still exists within us. 

A month later, he calls again. There’s a 
new hiking trail he had just finished reading 
about in the local paper that promises great 
scenery and adventure.

We set out early 
the next morning 
so as to avoid the 
stifling humidity 
strongly associat-
ed with southern 
Pennsylvania in 
mid- July. By some 
miracle, he arrives 
on time, clad in 
one of  his signa-
ture white shirts, 
jeans, and work 
boots. I don’t 
think I have seen 
him wear shorts 
since we were in 
the seventh grade, 
but I never thought to ask him why. 

We walk for an hour, him running ahead in 
an attempt to grab hold of  our final fleeting 
moments of  reckless youth by jumping across 
small ravines and climbing up trees. I straggle 
behind, always stopping to snap photos of  the 
leaves that perfectly catch the soft morning 
light and colorful wildflowers that stand out 
amongst the common green of  the forest.

After awhile we come to a bend in the 
trail. It has been recently sliced open by the 
storms of  summer and a small creek travers-
es through the mud, carrying the fresh rain-
water and an admirable, temporary beauty. 

We stop and he sits down.
“I don’t want to fade into oblivion,” he 

says, his voice thick in a serious undertone I 
do not commonly associate with his normal, 
sarcastic behavior.

“Then don’t.”
“It’s not that easy,” he replies with a heavy 

sigh. “What’s easy is for people to fall into 
the trap society has 
placed for them. 
You graduate, you 
get a job, you have 
kids, and then you 
die. There’s noth-
ing more to your life 
than routine.”

His words slip 
away with the soft 
babble of  the water, 
but the weight of  
their honesty settles 
around us.

We don’t speak, 
but let the sounds 
of  the forest create 
a white noise that 

drown out our own thoughts about the fu-
ture. He is positioned so firmly on the rock 
that it almost looks as though he has been 
painted into a picture and I am merely a pa-
tron in an art gallery observing the scene. He 
is the silent king of  this forest, at least for a 
few seconds that is–and I need to commem-
orate his existence. So, I raise my camera,  
and snap.

We’re different now, changing almost ev-
ery day. But, if  we’re lucky, perhaps, enough 
parts of  us will stay the same so that our 
memories are safe from the routine oblivion 
of  life.

Crawford_4-3-18.indd   5 4/16/18   10:42 PM



18



INTERTEXT 2018 | 19

      THE DAY THE FLOWERS
 STOPPED SMELLING BEAUTIFUL
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Inside a small trapped car that smelled like musk and self-pity sat the boy that would soon 
tear my soul into a million pieces, throwing it out of  his window while driving away despite 
the no littering signs. He was driving to our usual spot, a field that was near one of  the more 

popular roads in my town. Instead of  going straight into the bright lights that led to the field, 
he turned down a dark abyss and gave me a forgiving look with his ocean blue eyes and fiery 

Taylor Parks



20

red hair. I knew he enjoyed driving, so I just 
figured we were taking the long way. As the 
heat radiated around my toes in my bright 
pink Crocs and my fuzzy pajamas wrapped 
around me like a constant warm, reassuring 
hug, I felt safe. I knew, no matter what, he 
would protect me. I trusted him. 

I blinked my eyes, and we were pulled over; 
a dirt road was all that laid before us. Before 
I could even process what was happening, 
his words turned into hands, and my words 
turned into silence. His eyes were locked on 
mine as they began to swell up to the brink of  
tears. I had nowhere to run, nowhere to hide; 
all I had was him and all he had was me, but 
he was the last thing I wanted.

Instead of  the comforting arms I expected 
wrapped around me, his hands reached for 
my neck as he pushed me down. Heavier 
than a river after a flash flood warning, a 
rush of  tears fell from my eyes. Everything in 
me became dry like every drop of  water had 
escaped through my eyes, yet all the parts of  
me that wanted to escape were still there. He 
hadn’t realized this though; he was too busy 
furthering the deterioration of  my body.

The only words I could muster up were 
“no,” but he didn’t seem to care what I said. 
As if  every fabric of  his being was built on 
making me trust him only to have him reach 
into me and steal all the trust I ever had, for 
anyone, out of  my body.

As I stepped out of  the car, “it was okay 
for your first time” echoed through my head. 
I could replay his voice saying those words to 
this day. He zoomed away before I could shut 
the door fully, never looking back.

As I laid in my bed, I realized it didn’t feel 
like my bed; I didn’t feel like myself. I couldn’t 
stop repeating his words as he carved me out 

like a cantaloupe: “I’ve been waiting for this.” 
We had been friends for years. How long had 
our friendship been on the backburner? How long had 
objectifying me been his main priority?

It was as if  I had just been baptized with 
filth. He covered me in a layer that I would 
never be able to wash away. 

My computer screen lit up my face as 2 
a.m. rolled around, and I was staring at an 
empty Google search bar. I couldn’t piece 
together what had just happened to me. I 
didn’t even know where to start, but I figured 
it wasn’t good. I knew that what happened 
was wrong, but I wasn’t sure if  I could tell 
anyone, and I didn’t want to hurt my best 
friend. It took months and months of  self-
discovery and reflection to realize that this 
was not what love, friendship, or respect was.

“Every ninety-eight seconds an Ameri-
can is sexually assaulted” (“About Sexual 
Assault”). At the time I hadn’t known what 
exactly had happened to me and if  it would 
be considered sexual assault, so I just kept it 
to myself, as many women do. “Seven out of  
ten rapes are committed by someone known 
to the victim” (“Perpetrators”). Because of  
this, many assaults go unreported. Despite 
this, “Only six out of  every 1,000 rapists end 
up in prison” (“About Sexual Assault”). Giv-
en these disappointing statistics, who would 
want to report their sexual assault? Too often,  
the cons outweigh the pros, which is very sad. 

While consent is a major topic discussed 
throughout college, my high school had 
taught me nothing about such things. Sexual 
education was taught at the bare minimum, 
which meant that there was little to no dis-
cussion of  consent, sexual abuse, or assault. 
While not everything can be taught in the 
classroom, basic human rights need to be. 
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I had never thought of  myself  as the perfect victim—until I remained silent, telling no one. 
I now realize that by not reporting my assault, I was just reassuring my assaulter that it was 
completely fine. He had gotten away with it. Too many men get away with sexual assault with-
out any penalty. Reporting means more than trying to get someone in trouble. It is unraveling 
the chains that were tied around your mouth and yelling out that you’re a person too.

A Collection of Freedom
as I push you to the back of  my mind
I hear your footsteps
creeping back to my thoughts
so loud they keep me up at night
—remnants of  you
 
twelve months later
I unraveled the chains you tied around my mouth
 
my body is not your throne
I am not the crown atop your head
I am my own goddamn kingdom
don’t make me send out my knights in shining armor
they’re a lot stronger since you’ve last seen them
they will not let you into my castle anymore
I have built moats and walls
added crocodiles
you are not welcome anymore
 
I felt filthy
no matter how many times I showered or bathed
you left a layer on me I would never be able to wash away
  
right when I thought everything was ending
it began

 Works Cited
“About Sexual Assault.” RAINN. https://www.rainn.org/about-sexual-assault.

“Perpetrators of  Sexual Violence: Statistics.” RAINN. https://www.rainn.org/statistics/
perpetrators-sexual-violence.

 

parks_4-3-18.indd   5 4/16/18   10:51 PM



22

THE REASON BEHIND 
MY TATTOO  

IX
.X

X
IV

.M
M

X
IV Olivia Velazquez

Picture this: a lovely looking and friend-
ly building. A nice, red brick structure 
with lots of  windows and open spaces. 

There are people outside conversing and 
minding their own business. But on the inside, 
there are broken souls, sad, tired eyes, and 
skittish teenagers who avoid your eyes when 
you try to talk to them. They are all housed 
in what seems like an invitation to satisfaction. 

But it’s chaos inside.
It was a breezy autumn day on September 

24th, 2014. The night before, I had told my 
mom I didn’t want to live anymore. I was sit-
ting at the dining room table, surrounded by 
piles of  papers. I was trying to do my geom-
etry homework, which was one of  those lame 
memory cue pictures where you had to make 
a picture out of  a word. My word was “cir-
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THE REASON BEHIND 

MY TATTOO  cumference,” and I was making many poor 
attempts to make a circle out of  that word. 
There were about ten crumpled up pieces of  
paper next to me; they sat next to each other 
in defeat. My mom walked into the room with 
a concerned look on her face.

“Olivia, are you okay? You haven’t been 
yourself  for a while. I’m starting to worry 
about you.”

“I’m fine, mom. I’m just frustrated with my 
geometry homework.”

“Olivia, don’t lie to me. I know you, and I 
can tell when you’re upset about something.”

One part of  me thought, Yeah, she does. 
Just tell her how you feel. The other part of  me 
thought, You really are fine. Just keep your feelings 
to yourself. No one cares. It was like a devil and 
an angel were sitting on each of  my shoulders 
fighting for attention. Thankfully, I listened 
to the shoulder that had the angel on it. “Just 
say it,” I thought. My mom was still standing 
there, and I knew she wasn’t going to move 
until she got an answer.

“Mom, I don’t want to live anymore.”
 I saw her composed facial expression sud-

denly drop like a rollercoaster at the top of  the 
hill ready to plummet to the ground. Her face 
was as white as a ghost. She started to tear up. 
I hated seeing my mom cry.

Her voice trembled as she said, “Olivia, 
you’re skipping school tomorrow. You need 
help.”

I sulked back to my room, ready to face 
insomnia again for what seemed like months 
on end. Studies say that approximately 18 to 
34 percent of  young people with high levels 
of  depression seek professional help (Gulliver 
et al.). I’m so thankful my mom was able to 
help me get to a professional. I got out of  the 
car from what seemed like the world’s longest 

car ride.
“You okay, honey?”
“I guess. I’m just nervous. And tired.”
“Well, this is going to help you.”
We walked through the heavy glass door. 

A rush of  frigid air hit me as I walked into 
the building. I looked around. The environ-
ment was quite bland. It kind of  looked like a 
doctor’s office. My mom walked to the front 
desk to talk to the receptionist. I sunk into 
one of  the black leather couches. I heard 
muffled voices as my mom talked to the re-
ceptionist. About ten minutes later, I heard 
my name. 

“Olivia, come here. You’re going to meet 
with a counselor.” 

I broke into a sudden sweat. The hallway 
leading to the room felt like a long, endless 
tunnel. Finally, we arrived. My mom and I 
walked in. There were lockers, a couch, and 
a mysterious door. 

The stranger who brought me there said, 
“Please put your belongings and your coat in 
the lockers. Olivia, you can follow me into this 
room.” 

A flood of  questions entered my mind, like 
an overflowing river after a hurricane had hit. 
Why do we have to put our stuff in these lockers? Why 
is it so cold in here? What’s behind that door? How is 
this going to help me?

I entered the other room, and the stranger 
opened a computer. She asked me all the or-
dinary questions, “When is your birthday?” 
and “What is your address?” Then came the 
tough questions. They were like a slap in the 
face. Have you been experiencing feelings of  
hopelessness? Are you having trouble sleep-
ing? Do you take medication for anxiety and 
or depression? Do you have trouble focus-
ing?” All the questions were overwhelming 
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me, and my head began to spin. I answered 
them timidly. Then it happened. The face 
drop. “Why is this happening again?” I thought.

The stranger then said, “Based on your an-
swers to these questions, we’re going to have 
you stay overnight so we can do some more 
evaluations.”

My stomach dropped so far down it felt like 
it was never going to come back up. My mind 
went blank. My breathing became fast and 
heavy. My world was falling apart and there 
was nothing I could do about it. I didn’t even 
notice the stranger leave the room. My mom 
walked in. She just sat there and looked at me.

I got up in what seemed like slow motion. 
My mom walked me out of  the room, and 
we retrieved our belongings from the lock-
ers. Then, we walked down that endless hall-
way again for what seemed like forever. The 
stranger swiped a card, and a door opened, 
leading to another hallway. The walls were 
dark blue, and pictures of  “happy things” like 
puppies, kittens, and flowers were hanging on 
the walls. Everything felt like a weird, scary 
dream.

The stranger swiped her card again, and 
we entered what looked like a typical hospital 
hallway. It was eerily quiet. Suddenly, a rush 
of  patients came to the side of  the nurse’s 
desk. They were given a Dixie cup full of  pills 
and a larger cup of  water. One by one, the 
patients took their pills. A nurse came up to 
me, and I was broken out of  my trance.

“Hi sweetie, I’m going to take you into 
this private room to check for any scarring on 
your body.” I reluctantly went into the room, 
because what other choice did I have? The 
nurse spoke again. 

“I’m going to need you to take off all of  
your clothes, including your underwear. I 

know this is awkward and scary, but I promise, 
it will go by quickly.”

 I succumbed to the awkwardness and took 
off my clothes. The floor tiles were cold. I 
felt so vulnerable, so weak. She inspected me 
and saw I had no signs of  scarring or cuts. 
She looked surprised, but in a good, hopeful 
way. In fact, I’d never self-harmed before. I’d 
only thought about it, as well as suicide. It’s a 
term known as “suicide with no intentions.” 
It’s common.

After that, I put my clothes on and went 
back outside to see my mom. The nurse sat 
us both down and explained that the suicide 
ward was full, so I’d have to stay in the eating 
disorder ward until someone got discharged 
and a room opened. All of  this was so foreign 
to me. The inviting red brick building sud-
denly made me feel alone. More alone than 
ever before. As my thoughts wandered, I felt 
my mom grab my hand.

“Alright,” said the nurse, “We have to take 
away your shoelaces, your necklace, your 
sweatshirt string, and the drawstring from 
your pants, because those are all things you 
can harm yourself  with, even though you 
haven’t shown any signs that you’ve been self-
harming. Also, your mom can bring you more 
belongings. I gave her a list of  acceptable and 
safe items. I know this is hard, but we’re here 
to help you.” 

I felt my mom squeeze my hand even tight-
er. The nurse said, “I’ll leave you two alone, so 
you can say goodbye for the night.”

Goodbye? I thought. Then, a new set of  
questions arose from my brain. Does my dad 
know I’m here? What about my siblings? What 
are my friends going to think, and how are they go-
ing to react? What about my teachers and peers? I 
felt so numb inside, so empty. My mom em-
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braced me so tightly, I never wanted her to 
let go. After I said my painful goodbyes to my 
mom, I was walked down that dark blue hall-
way again. The happy pictures on the walls 
seemed to mock me. The nurse swiped her 
card again and we entered the eating disorder 
ward. Inside the ward it was quiet, and I was 
led to my room. I already knew I wasn’t going 
to be sleeping that night, let alone any night 
going forward.

The nurse then turned to me and said, “In 
a couple minutes another nurse is going to 
come in to do some blood work.”

I looked at her and nodded my head. She 
left, and I sat on the bed in silence, alone with 
my thoughts yet again. A knock on the door 
interrupted my thoughts. A nurse walked in 
with a rolling machine. The first thing she did 
was take my blood pressure. She put the gad-
get around my arm and started pumping. I 
thought to myself, This is how I feel right now. 
Life has a hard grip on me and it keeps getting tighter 
and tighter and tighter and tighter. I just want it to 
stop. The nurse stopped pumping and it slowly 
started deflating and losing its grip. Finally, I 
thought.

“Alright, now it’s time to do the blood 
work. I know needles aren’t fun, but it’ll be 
over before you know it.”

I had a feeling I’d be hearing that phrase 
a lot. “It’ll be over before you know it.” Next 
thing I knew the nurse was saying, “Relax, 
I’m going to insert the needle now. 1, 2, 3.” 
It felt painless going in. I was so preoccupied 
that it was over in a flash. The nurse left with 
her rolling machine that now held a capsule 
of  my blood. I heard the wheels scrape and 
drag across the floor until the sound faded 
away. I fell asleep shortly after.

It was hustling and bustling when I woke 

up the next morning. I sat up and realized 
where I was. A feeling of  uncertainty and 
loneliness crept into my mind, like it always 
did. But this time it was deeper, rooted inside 
myself.

A nurse walked in and said, “Olivia, your 
mom brought some more of  your things. We 
can get them to you after you eat breakfast.”

About an hour later, I came back after eat-
ing breakfast and a nurse gave me my clothes. 
She then handed me a folder. Inside of  it was 
a piece of  paper with two names on it, a psy-
chiatrist and a counselor.

The nurse said, “You’re going to meet 
with your psychiatrist today to discuss pos-
sible treatment options.” I nodded my head 
dismally.

An hour later, I met with my psychiatrist. 
He started saying words like “clinical depres-
sion” and “pills” and “lower doses versus 
higher doses” and “side effects.” All these 
words gave me extreme anxiety. My stomach 
started doing somersaults.

“Uh, my mom specifically said she wanted 
me to try counseling instead of  pills,” I said.

“Well, that usually doesn’t work, so pills it 
is.”

“I want to talk to my mom, you’re not lis-
tening to me.”

“Alright,” he said with a tone of  annoyance 
in his voice.

I called my mom and explained the situa-
tion. The psychiatrist then tried to speak over 
me, and my mom stopped him dead in his 
tracks.

“My daughter will not be taking any pills. 
Period.”

“Alright,” he said.
I got up and left the room, then it came. 

Tears flooded my eyes and wouldn’t stop. A 
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nurse came over to comfort me, and I cried it 
all out, because that’s all I could do. I later got 
assigned a room in the suicide ward and trans-
ferred my things there. I looked in my folder 
and saw a calendar. It laid out the things we 
did each day. I saw “Art Therapy” and “Visit-
ing Hours” and “Individual Sessions.” These 
words comforted me and made me feel a little 
better than before.

The next morning, we had breakfast. 
When we came back there was an art ther-
apy session. The lady was super nice, and 
she played happy music. We sat there, drew, 

colored, and discussed releasing our bad 
thoughts. I could tell the lady’s intentions to 
make us feel better were genuine, and it made 
me feel better about being where I was.

After another sleepless night, we had group 
sessions with our counselors. We filed into a 
room with our counselor, and he asked us to 
share our stories. Many of  the patients de-
scribed their addiction to drugs and alcohol, 
their self-harming problems, or their abusive 
relationships. Suddenly my problem seemed so 
insignificant. I didn’t want to even say why I was 
there. But I had to. And I was dreading it.

“Alright Olivia it’s your turn.”
All eyes were on me. I broke into a nervous 

sweat.

“Umm...uhhh…” I stuttered. “I’m here 
because I have really bad anxiety and depres-
sion. And suicidal thoughts.” Everyone stared 
at me in awe. It was as if  it was difficult for 
them to understand that I didn’t self-harm.

My counselor looked at me and said, 
“Good Olivia. Thank you for sharing.”

Visiting hours arrived, and I felt relief  for 
the first time in what felt like forever when I 
saw my mom. She hugged me with tears in 
her eyes.

“Mom, I’m scared. I feel so out of  place.”
“I know honey, I know. It’ll be over before 

you know it.”
The visit felt like two minutes rather than 

an hour and half. I said my goodbyes once 
again, and it was time for bed. Yet another 
sleepless night was upon me. The next morn-
ing, I felt extra sluggish. Not getting any sleep 
was catching up to me. Today we had individ-
ual sessions with our counselors, and I wasn’t 
looking forward to it. I’m not good at being 
vulnerable. I walked into the room and sunk 
into the leather arm chair.

“Hi Olivia. How are you today?”
“Tired,” I responded.
“Have you been having suicidal thoughts 

lately?”
I sat there and pondered my answer to this 
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question for a couple of  minutes.
“I haven’t as much,” I said. “I just feel anx-

ious all the time, especially about my school-
work and catching up.”

“Well that’s a nice improvement. You know 
Olivia, a lot of  the patients look up to you. 
They see how strong you are.”

But I didn’t feel strong. I felt the exact op-
posite.

“Oh,” I mumbled, looking down at my 
feet.

I suddenly understood why the other pa-
tients thought I was strong. They saw I was 
somehow okay, and so did my counselor. I was 
a ray of  hope in this chaos.

My counselor spoke again and said, “Since 
your suicidal thoughts are beginning to sub-
side, we are going to discharge you, and have 
you go to the outpatient center associated 
with the hospital, so you can slowly transition 
back into school. I think it’s going to help you 
tremendously.”

I let those words sink in. I felt like I was 
perpetually falling again. Why? Because it 
wasn’t going to be “over before I knew it.” I 
had a whole other stage to go through, and 
I’d just gotten used to this one. I looked at my 
counselor and nodded my head quietly. 

I was discharged the next day. My belong-
ings were picked up and put into bags. I sat 
there waiting for my parents to be done talk-
ing to the nurses about slowly transitioning 
me back into school, and what it would be 
like for me to catch up with my peers. About 
twenty minutes later, I was allowed into the 
room. My mom held my hand. My counselor 
and the nurse explained to me what they had 
just discussed with my parents. Then, my 
dad started crying. Never in my life before 
that moment had I seen my dad cry. It was 

extremely painful. We were then allowed to 
leave. I walked down that damned dark blue 
hallway one last time. The happy pictures 
didn’t mock me this time. It felt relieving to 
finally escape what seemed like a scary, never-
ending dream. 

We walked out of  the heavy door and I felt 
the cool, crisp air of  fall. I still felt helpless, but 
I felt at peace in a sense. My mom started the 
car, and the song “Rather Be,” by the band 
Clean Bandit played on the radio. To this 
day, when I hear this song, it reminds me of  
my time at the mental hospital. The car ride 
home that day didn’t feel like it dragged on 
like when I first arrived. Maybe I was going to 
be okay, and maybe this was going to be over 
before I knew it.

• • •

Anxiety, depression, and mental illnesses 
are very serious, and it’s time we stop 
romanticizing them and discrediting 

people’s feelings. It’s time to break all the nega-
tive stigmas concerning mental illness. You’re 
never alone and getting help doesn’t mean that 
you’re weak. I hope my essay shed some light 
on how serious mental illnesses are, and what 
it’s like to have one. 

Please see my brochure on mental illnesses 
and how to help people who have them on the 
Intertext site. An adaptation of  the brochure ap-
pears on the next page. 
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Mental Health:

Breaking the 
Stigma

Olivia 

Velazquez

A guide to recognize mental health illness, help someone with mental illness, and provide resources to check out

Types of Mental Illness

There are multiple forms of mental ill-
ness. The most common four are depres-
sion, anxiety, Obsessive Compulsive 
Disorder (OCD) and eating disorders. 
Depression consists of feeling severe 
despondency and dejection. Anxiety 
is a constant or reoccurring feeling of 
worry, nervousness, or unease that 
typically arises in an imminent event or  
something with an uncertain outcome. 
OCD is an anxiety disorder in which 
people have unwanted obsessions and 

engage in behaviors or mental acts in 
response to such obsessions. Any range 
of psychological disorder character-
ized by abnormal or  disturbed eating 
habits is known as an eating disorder. 

How to Break the Stigma

Get Educated! Know that a person 
struggling with mental health does 
not choose to have a mental illness. 
Mental illness does NOT equal “cra-
zy.” Being able to recognize men-
tal illness is the first step in helping. 
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disorders that affect your mood, thinking, 
and behavior

What is Mental Illness?
Possible 
Treatments

There are plenty of ways to help some-
one with mental illness. One thing many 
people resort to is counseling. While 
counseling is generally a helpful re-
source for many people, it doesn’t work 
for everyone. There are different types of 
therapy, such as DBT Therapy, Art Ther-
apy and Music Therapy. It is suggested 
to try counseling and different types of 
therapy before considering medication. 
Like most antibiotics, certain medica-
tions have side effects which have the 
potential to hurt a patient instead of 
helping him or her. If you or a friend 
are seeking out treatment options, re-
fer to the resource information below. 

Campus Resources
Syracuse University Counseling 
Center
315.443.4715
200 Walnut Place
Syracuse, NY 13244

Syracuse University Health Services
315.443.9005
health@syr.edu
111 Waverly Avenue
Syracuse, NY 13244

Other Resources

Suicide Prevention Lifeline 
1.800.273.8255

Substance Abuse and Mental 
Health Services Administration

1.877.726.4727

To see Olivia Velazquez’s  
brochure, visit Intertext online at 

http://wrt.syr.edu/Intertext
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Life has the power to take us on a journey. Some routes are planned strategically and 
others are not, leading us to places we never could have imagined. Sometimes, we 
are overjoyed—filled with gratitude in a given moment—and other times, we are in 

darkness, searching for light. But wherever we go, whichever route we take, it is our roots that 
ground us, reminding us where we began, allowing us to grow. 

Each of  the stories featured in this section highlight a journey of  self  discovery and a 
transition from one place to another. These authors demonstrate the routes we can take and 
the places they can lead us. But their stories also share their roots, which are the foundation 
of  their work. Skyler Gausney-Jones begins the section with “Wanderlust,” a story of  self-
discovery and her redefinition of  home through her travels abroad. 

We then move to Anuradha Desai’s “Storytime at North Side,” which highlights the ref-
ugee community in our own backyard. Desai investigates immigrant and refugee equality 
through the lens of  children’s literature. As a sanctuary city, Syracuse has given many refugees 
the opportunity to start a new life. At the North Side Learning Center, Desai works with refu-
gee children and creates a book that aims to celebrate their lives and experiences. 

The section finishes with Zach Barlow’s “Shattered,” a heart-wrenching piece of  when life 
takes a wrong turn and is routed in darkness. It is then when we realize we must stop, reflect, 
and re-navigate.

Together, these pieces demonstrate the different paths we take in life and the way they 
influence us. We are constantly reflecting on where we were and envisioning where we are 
heading. Whether it is relocating to a new country, traveling the world, or taking a turn down 
the wrong path, at the end of  the day, all of  these routes—and the roots within us—write 
our story.

—Michaela Marano, Callie Chute, and Denise Romero
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Skyler Gausney-Jones

a strong desire to travel 
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John F. Kennedy Airport

The air is cold and uncomfortable.
I am cold and uncomfortable.
The sweat on my forehead, sucked out of  

my pores by the humid August afternoon, 
starts to dry, making my face feel stiff. Hun-
dreds of  New Yorkers are bustling around 
me; they are being New Yorkers. I hear 
quick moving, jangling keys, telephone con-
versations, and clicking dress shoes coming 
from all directions. Where is everyone going? 
Not nearly as far as I am, for that, I am sure. 
There is a man and a woman standing by 
the Delta Airlines check-in; he has his large, 
strong hand placed on her lower back, his 
thumb caresses it in a circular motion. She is 
wearing a knee-length blush pink dress that 
flares at the bottom and mint wedges, re-
vealing ten French pedicured toes. They are 
waiting to check a bag while the airport at-
tendant shifts over to help her colleague who 
can’t find the confirmation number for the 
impatient family of  five; but the couple isn’t 
getting frustrated, they are happy. A thick 
gold band sits snug at the bottom of  his ring 
finger. They are going to Maui.

“No, I told Paul to schedule my meeting 
for 3 o’clock,” says a white-haired gentle-
man as he whisks past me. He smells like 
the strong aftershave that comes from our 
bathroom some mornings, as my father gets 
ready for work. I am going to miss that smell. 
The charcoal madison fit suit, exclusively 
woven for Brooks Brothers, hugs his body 
perfectly. His left hand is gripped tightly 
around a chestnut colored briefcase. He is 
going away on business, to Chicago perhaps.

It’s now that I notice a woman of  about 
5’2’’ a few feet in front of  me. She is holding 

a white sign with orange lettering that spells 
out “Syracuse Abroad.” That is where I have 
to go.

I cannot believe I’m doing this.
I start to feel faint.
What did I get myself  into? I don’t 

know any of  these people. What if  my 
host family doesn’t like me? What if  some-
thing happens to me? What if  something 
happens to my family while I am away? 
Oh my god.

I’m trying to keep my face as nonchalant 
as possible. If  my parents see that I’m wor-
ried, we’ll be back in the car and on the way 
home in no time. They don’t want me to go, 
especially my mom. She thinks I’ll get home-
sick, call her crying, start to stress out, end up 
lost, kidnapped, dead, who knows. I want to 
reassure her that I’ll be fine, but I don’t even 
know if  that’s true.

I hate being home alone yet I’m going to 
Europe for four months, by myself.

Jesus Christ.
"I’ll be right back, I have to use the bath-

room." My family slides over to hold my 
place in line.

I turn the faucet on until it’s as cold as 
it can get and place my hands beneath the 
running water. I hold small pools of  it in my 
cupped hands, pat my face down, and then 
glance up into the mirror.

I see a girl. She is wearing a short, jean 
dress with white polka dots. She has her hair 
pulled back into a ponytail and her face is 
bare. A look of  uneasiness echoes from her 
being, but there is fire in her eyes. Her Syra-
cuse backpack pulls her shoulders down; 
she’s carrying such great weight, on her 
back, in her mind, and in her heart. No one 
is with her but she knows she’ll be okay. She 
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knows that everything she’s ever wanted is 
just on the other side of  fear. She is going to 
Madrid. The girl is me, and this is the crazi-
est thing I’ve ever done, but I kind of  like it.

Momma

Trying to distract herself  from crying, she 
asks, "Where is your passport? Do you have 
a sweater? It’s going to be cold on the plane. 
Call me as soon as you land." She just doesn’t 
want to say goodbye. I hug her tightly and I 
can hear her sniffle; my god do I love her.

My eyes stay fixated on the black lines on 
the floor because I know that if  I look up, I’ll 
see the rest of  my family watching from a 

distance, eyeballs glazed with tears. "Ma’am, 
you have to keep walking, you can’t stand 
here," I hear an airport attendant bellow 
from about fifteen feet away. I start walk-
ing towards the group of  unfamiliar faces 
and turn around to give her the same half-
smile and obnoxious wave I’ve been giving 
her since the first day she dropped me off at 
school in second grade. "See ya later mom-
ma!" I yell, and she smiles, right before bury-
ing her face into my grandma’s shoulder; I 
know she is crying now. 

Security is giving me a hassle as always, 
convincing me that they all hate their jobs, 
patting me down for weapons, drugs, and a 
bunch of  other things I don’t have. I’ve been 
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standing here for nearly twenty-five minutes 
and I’m starting to grow impatient, but it’s 
helping me keep my mind off of  my distressed 
mother who I know is still watching me.

"Take your belt off please and walk 
through again.”

I toss my belt into the plastic bin. Finally, 
the light is no longer red. Green, go.

I’m on the other side of  the gate now, 
about to travel eight hours away from my 
home, to a country where English isn’t the 
native language. My anxiety is starting to 
gain on me.

Take Off

"In case of  emergency, oxygen masks will 
drop down in front of  you." Blah, blah blah. 
I lean back and close my eyes. My neck 
muscles tighten and my ears pop; we’re off. 
"Well, here goes nothing," I whisper, and 
then I dive. I dive into uncertainty for the 
first time in my life.

Cenar

Luisa Gordillo Gonzalez. She is my host 
mom. She lives alone in a grand apartment 
on the corner of  Pilar Millan Astray 2. I’ve 
never seen her without makeup on or dressed 
in anything that a typical seventy-year-old 
grandma would wear. Her wardrobe consists 
of  fancy dresses and bedazzled sandals, dia-
mond bracelets, and pearl earrings. Her five 
grandkids come over on Friday afternoons 
and she cooks them lunch; Friday’s are the 
best days of  her week.

Every night around nine, she cooks me 
dinner. I never know what she’s whipping 
up in there, but there hasn’t been a time that 

she’s made me something I didn’t like…ex-
cept gazpacho of  course. I hate gazpacho; 
it’s thick, cold, chunky texture is enough to 
make me sick to my stomach. Tomatoes have 
never been my fruit of  choice, so trying to 
slurp down cold, spicy tomato soup is a big 
no no for me.

"Quieres cenar?" she’ll yell from the kitch-
en at 8:58pm. I don’t know why she always 
asks. I’d never turn down any of  her meals 
and she knows I love to eat. I informed her 
of  my greediness the first day I arrived. "Me 
gusta comida," I randomly said one night 
at the dinner table. I’m bad at starting con-
versations, even worse in another language. 
She laughed, and since then, I’ve been leav-
ing the kitchen as stuffed as a Thanksgiving 
turkey.

The kitchen is a bright orange color with 
white and black tiles lining the floor. The 
table is glass and the chairs are cushiony. She 
leaves the window cracked open so that the 
warm European air can circulate; it creates 
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the perfect balance. Fresh air mixed with 
spices and warm bread; it is delightful.

First comes soup or salad. I usually go for 
the salad. She dresses it nicely with a sprinkle 
of  salt, a dash of  olive oil, and a splash of  
vinegar. Then comes the entrée, my favorite. 
Spaghetti con bacon, pollo, tortilla, paella, 
pescado, she constantly mixes it up, rarely 
giving me the same dish twice in one week. 
For dessert, she’ll reach over to the freezer 
and pull out a box of  vanilla and chocolate 
ice cream bars. By this time, I am normally 
full but I always take one. Sometimes, she 
gives me fruit; sweet, soft melon and kiwi.

We don’t speak much at dinner. Mostly 
because she doesn’t know any English and 
the last time I took a Spanish course was in 
eleventh grade. She’ll ask me how my day 
was and I’ll try to formulate a response she’ll 
be able to understand before reciprocating 
the question. Sometimes, we just eat with 
our heads in our plates. I’ll glance up when 
I think she isn’t looking, and I can feel her 
do the same when she thinks I’m not look-
ing. When our eyes meet, we both burst out 
in laughter. It’s like we are children playing 
peek-a-boo, and for some reason, I don’t find 
it awkward; I don’t think she does either. Oc-
casionally, she’ll tell me a story; that of  which 
I can only pull out a few words. 

"Entiendes?" she’ll ask about half  
way through.

"Sí, sí." She catches on eventually; I have 
no idea what she is saying.

We’ve both become accustomed to the 
mutual preference for silence; it’s just easier 
that way. I’ll sit and listen to her dentures 
clank around in her mouth and the clicking 
of  her long fingernails against the fork. She 
always finishes before me but never leaves 

the table until I have eaten the last portion 
of  whatever delicious meal she’s prepared. 
"Muchas gracias," I’ll say as I scoot my chair 
back away from the table. "De nada guapa!" 
she replies and back to my room I go, con-
tent and full.

Metro Sainz de Baranda

I take the metro to school every day. If  I 
leave the house at approximately 8:45am, I’ll 
get there by 9:17am, giving me exactly thir-
teen minutes to indulge in a café con leche 
and chocolate croissant before my first class.

To get to the station, I have to turn right 
at the first stop sign, and then make my way 
through a short back alley. I tend to speed up 
at this point. It’s eerie back there at night, 
but my professor told us that Madrid is one 
of  the safest places to live. I believe her. 
Sometimes, I hear rustling in the bushes so 
I try to stay in the middle of  the walkway. 
My heart speeds up, only to be reassured as 
the squirrel jumps out onto the rail. When I 
get to the end, I’m welcomed onto the busy 
street by children in uniforms, parents rush-
ing to work, and autobuses beeping their 
horns; a sense of  relief  washes over my body.

I have to pass the churro truck parked on 
the corner right before I reach my destina-
tion. The older couple that runs it brings me 
joy, giving me a warm smile and wave with 
sugar dusted fingers as soon as they see me 
emerge.

The man is in charge of  handling the 
giant pot of  hot oil, delicately placing each 
churro inside, taking them out once their 
cream color turns a golden brown.

His wife stands on the opposite side, her 
hands artfully working the dough, making it 
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just the right size to fit into the machine that 
molds it into its cylindrical shape. I can taste 
the gooey inside and the thin, crunchy exte-
rior. I imagine dipping it in the cup of  deca-
dent, melted chocolate, but I have to keep 
walking; they don’t open until noon.

Sainz de Baranda reads the sign above the 
escalator that leads to the mysterious under-
ground world. You never quite know what’s 
going on down there.

There is a blue line, green line, red line, 
purple line, yellow line, and orange line. I 
take the red, the number 6 train. I get off 
at the fourth stop, Avenida de America, and 
then take the number 7 train, the orange 
line, which brings me to Gregorio Maranon 
where Instituto Internacional, my school, is.

***

The Madrid metro is clean compared to 
New York’s subways. I’ve yet to see a roach 
run across the platform, a mouse nibble on 
garbage below the tracks, or smell the foul 
stench of  urine. Although there is one man 
I see all the time. His rubbery, dry skin scat-
tered with indentations makes me think he’s 
been severely burned. "No tengo dedos y 
no puedo trabajar," he’ll say as he pushes 
through crowds of  anti-morning people; he 
doesn’t have fingers and he can’t work. Ev-
eryone ignores him; we have fingers and we 
can work.

People-watching is how I pass the time 
both to and from school.

I entertain myself  by creating imaginary 
lives for everyone in my head, sometimes 
even dialogue since I can’t understand what 
they’re actually saying. Other times, I’m just 
curious. I wonder where she works. What is 

that book about? How old is that kid over 
there doing last minute homework? What’s 
his family like? I wonder if  he had a chance 
to eat breakfast this morning. That girl looks 
like she bosses her boyfriend around. I bet 
that old man with the shabby beard smells 
like peppermints and tobacco. I’m in my own 
little world but never forget to remain aware 
of  my surroundings. People who pickpocket 
prowl over us like owls on mice. They’re dis-
guised as ordinary locals, but are far from it. 
If  I were to lose something, momma can’t do 
much to help me from her apartment in Bri-
arwood. Actually, I’m not even sure I’d need 
her help. I’d say I’m getting pretty good at 
this whole ‘independent’ thing.

From 8:45 to 9:17, I am on the train; this 
thirty-two minute journey is the best part of  
my day.

Parque de Retiro

The humming of  the wave-song beguiles 
me. Boats float by with an occasional splash 
from the rowers’ heavy wooden paddles. I sit 
with my butt pressed against the cool cement 
steps descending from the statue of  King Al-
fonso XII and look out into the picturesque 
view.

The sun is setting into a hole in the sky; 
one that resembles a deep cut that only a 
butterfly bandage can close. I watch as it 
heals, leaving me in the darkness and wel-
coming my family, occupying another time 
zone, into the light. When I squint my eyes 
hard enough, I can make out people on the 
other side of  the lake, roller-skating, biking, 
and out for evening jogs; the sun, that lumi-
nous medallion in the sky scorches us during 
the day, preventing such leisurely activities. 
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There is a woman to the left of  me unpack-
ing her violin from the case. She says some-
thing in Spanish to all of  the people in the 
area who are now her audience. With the 
dulcet melody resonating from the small 
instrument, I close my eyes. I think about 
how much I love being here. This time with 
myself  is something that I’ve never had be-
fore. This time with myself  is allowing me to 
figure out the things that have never made 
sense. I am freed from the chaos and all of  
the small things that caused me tremendous 
stress in the past.

I peel my eyes back open and everything is 
blurry. Rubbing my crunchy eyelashes, coat-
ed with a thin layer of  mascara, things start 
to refocus. I peer down at my phone. Shit. 
Luisa called me twice. It’s 9:21pm. I jump up 
and toss two euros in the case of  the violinist 
and start running back down the wide streets 
of  my neighborhood. The wind makes my 
eyes water and all I can do is laugh.

They say that if  you travel far enough, 
you meet yourself. I am free and I am fi-
nally me.

Pink Luggage

It’s December 15th, 2016 and here it is; ev-
erything that has composed my life for the 
last four months packed away in three mea-
sly suitcases. My portrait sketched diligently 
by a street artist in Italy, my tote from Lon-
don fashion week, my Eiffel Tower keychain 
given to me by a homeless man in the train 
station in Paris, my paintings from the ab-
stract art museum in Cuenca, my worn out 
vintage shoes bought from a market in Valen-
cia, hundreds of  dollars in European cloth-
ing that can’t be found in the United States, 

faded tickets from Real Madrid games, free 
chupito flyers, a map from the Alhambra in 
Granada, postcards from Museo Sorolla, 
leather bracelets with Firenze engraved in 
them, my gold dangling elephant earrings 
from Mercado de San Miguel, and Moroc-
can tea. Now if  only I could pack Luisa and 
Madrid in there too, deep down in my neon 
pink American luggage.

I hear a short beep come through my win-
dow from the street below. My taxi is here. I 
take one last deep breath in and when I let 
it out, tears come with it. I turn towards my 
door and Luisa is standing there.

"Dios mio guapa," she says as she holds 
my head in the nape of  her neck. It takes 
me a few seconds to gather myself  before 
I can speak. "No quiero irme. Me encanta 
Madrid y me diverti mucho."

"Entiendo y espero que vengas pronto. Se 
que volveras, eres feliz aqui." I smile. "Por 
supuesto! Muchas gracias por todos." She 
grabs my hand and one of  my bags that is 
much too heavy for a seventy-year-old wom-
an to carry, and we head downstairs. Her 
friend sees us struggling when we get to the 
front door of  the building and immediately 
runs over. All of  my things are stuffed into 
the trunk within two minutes. It’s really hap-
pening now. Luisa and I look at one another 
because we know what comes next. She 
kisses me on both cheeks and wipes my tears 
with her gown. "Te vere pronto guapa." "Te 
vere pronto guapa!" I say back and we both 
laugh like we’re back upstairs at the dinner 
table. I want to tell her that I’ll never forget 
her, but I don’t know how to say that. I get 
in the car and look through the window. She 
blows me a kiss and waves with both arms. I 
just know I’ll see her again; I have to.
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. Ms. Malinda, the class teacher for the 
elementary school girls at the North 
Side Learning Center (NSLC), dis-

tributed blank paper and paint bottles in class.
“Draw whatever you feel like,” she an-

nounced. The girls dipped their brushes in the 
bright colors and started filling up the paper. 
Once they were done, we pinned up each of  
the paintings on the wall. I was amazed to see 
that all seven girls had painted a Somali flag.

Most of  the students at NSLC are refu-
gees from countries in East Africa, primarily 
Somalia. The drawings of  the Somali flag 
were a clear indication of  their need for im-
ages and content to connect with. Not only is 
there a lack of  material that they can relate 
to, but the existing information that they are 
provided with is inadequate, uninteresting, 
and inappropriate for their age and read-

ing level. For example, on my first day as a 
volunteer at NSLC, I read an extremely mo-
notonous book about weather to the girls. 
The book did not have any visuals and relied 
heavily on scientific language. Since they 
are not native English speakers, it was even 
harder for them to comprehend.

After spending several weeks at NSLC, I 
began to understand the need for more rep-
resentations of  children of  color. I decided to 
explore the different ways this has been done 
in the past, testing out existing children’s  lit-
erature written by authors from across the 
globe. These studies would culminate into 
a children’s book that coherently bind these 
ideas of  representation and communication.

Kira Pirofski emphasizes the need for 
“multicultural, inclusive and gender-bias 
free” literature for children and introduces 



the concept of  a “new classroom,” which 
caters to the rapidly growing diversity of  cul-
ture and race in United States (1). She believes 
that the purpose of  such a curriculum is:

To engage an array of  students’ intel-
lects, increase language skill, provide 
minority children with a sense of  pride 
about themselves and their history…
[and give] children of  the ‘majority’ 
an understanding of  their ‘minority’ 
peers’ struggles, triumphs, and contri-
bution to our culture and society. 

She acknowledges the power of  children’s 
books to “educate and inform” and insists 
that they must “mirror the diversity of  the 
larger society they represent.” Analyzing sur-

vey data from classic lit-
erature, best-selling novels, 
and basal readers, Pirofski 
highlights that children’s 
books fail to “authentically 
show children of  color” 
(3). She points out that a 
recommended children’s 
reading list generated in 
1992 by William Bennet, 
U.S. Secretary of  Educa-
tion, “did not contain any 
Asian, Hispanic or Afri-
can-American characters 
but relied heavily upon 
their stereotypes.”

Pirofski’s research reso-
nates with my interest in 
analyzing children’s books 
as a tool to bridge the gaps 
of  racial and cultural dif-
ferences while providing a 

foundation to build upon.
In her aptly titled article, 

“Children Are Not Colorblind: How Young 
Children Learn Race,” Erin Winkler reveals 
the complex relationship between children 
and their understanding of  the idea of  race. 
Providing concrete scientific evidence, she 
contests the popular belief  that “children 
only have racial biases if  they are directly 
taught to do so” (2). She also writes to per-
suade parents of  young children who are 
avoiding the conversation of  racial differ-
ences because “the kids are too young to un-
derstand” (4). 

Winkler asserts that children “develop ini-
tial awareness of  race as early as six months 
of  age” and they often “construct their own 
beliefs without adult instruction” (2). For ex-
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ample, children notice that skin color is re-
lated to neighborhood and occupation when 
they travel around, leading them to “infer 
that these are norms or rules” (3). Thus, she 
enforces the importance of  “educating our-
selves and discussing [race] with the children 
in an age appropriate way” (4). This enables 
all children to maintain pride and a positive 
sense of  self  while learning that ethnic preju-
dices in our society exist and need reform.

She warns parents to be careful of  using 
language and symbolism that could evoke 
“subtle messages that whiteness is preferable” 
(3). For example, she mentions how associa-
tions with “white” are considered positive, 
such as “Snow White,” and black are nega-
tive, like the “wicked witch.” Children tend 
to “generalize these linguistic connotations to 
people” (4). This also aids my research on chil-
dren’s books as the primary medium for young  
children to connect to the realities of  society. 
These books cross borders of  
culture and color, while edu-
cating children about race. 

I was extremely curious to 
test these ideas in the NSLC 
classroom. I requested over a 
dozen children’s books from 
interlibrary loan that per-
tained to various themes like 
refugees and immigration 
and that depict children of  
color.

“Are these all books about 
Somalis?” asked Durato (Du-
ra-tu). She beamed when she 
saw the cover page of  I’m New 
Here as I removed the rest of  
the books from my backpack.

“No, but all of  these show 

stories of  children like you who are new to 
America. Would you like to read them?” I 
asked. She nodded enthusiastically. 

“These are perfect!” Ms. Malinda ex-
claimed as she went through the titles. After 
explaining my research topic to Ms. Malinda, 
she allotted me time with the girls who were 
at the highest reading level so that I could 
gauge their responses to the books.

I laid out the books on a desk in front of  
Durato, Sumiya (Su-mai-a), and Nimo (Nee-
mo), who were all in third grade. I wanted to 
see which book enticed them the most.

“My…Friend…Jamal!” Sumiya read out. 
“My brother’s name is Jamal!” she jumped 
excitedly.

“I know him! Actually a boy who looks 
just like him. I want to read this,” Durato 
announced, pointing at Jamal on the cover 
page. They all agreed to read My Friend Jamal 
by Anna McQuinn. I turned the book to face 

Anu and Nimo
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them and let each student read a page. Sum-
iya commented as she read about Jamal’s re-
strictions. “Even I am not allowed to eat pork 
because I am Muslim,” she said, Nimo and 
Durato nodding in unison.

Instantly, the girls had identified with the 
character that reflects their religion and cul-
ture. My Friend Jamal had enabled the girls 
to form a connection with Jamal’s character 
in a way that would keep them engaged and 
connected on a deeper level.

Durato laughed when she saw Joseph and 
Jamal sitting on the floor eating at Jamal’s 
house. “We eat like this every day, on the 
floor,” she remarked.

“Really? We eat on the dining table,” 
Sumiya replied.

Nimo was a tiny, quiet girl, but she was 
an exceptionally good reader for her age. 
“What about you Nimo? Where do you sit to 
eat?” I asked to break the ice.

“On the floor too,” she replied with a 
smile. “It is like a picnic,” she added, pick-
ing up from a line in the book that reads: “At 
Jamal’s we get to eat sitting on the floor. It is 

like a picnic every day!”
By using the term “picnic” to describe 

a Somali tradition, McQuinn ensured that 
the cultural difference is seen as positive 
and cheerful and not strange or bizarre. Al-
though this may seem like a positive gesture, 
one could argue that calling the religious tra-
dition a “picnic” is an act of  whitewashing 
their cultural practices when they should be 
accepted as they are.

“They came here because there’s no 
fighting.” Nimo read out. When we flipped 
to the page that illustrated the genocide with  
Somali militias, their faces lost all expression.

“That is the reason you guys came here 
too, right?” I asked.

“My father got shot by one of  these 
men,” Nimo pointed at the photograph of  
the armed men. “He was the last one, and 
he was trying to escape from them. Now he 
walks with a limp and very slowly,” she con-
tinued.

I took a few seconds to respond. “I’m re-
ally sorry to hear that, Nimo,” I said. This 
event was not explained by the scholarly 

44

Select pages from Anne Sibley O’Brian’s I’m New Here. 

NSLC_4-3-18.indd   6 4/16/18   11:34 PM



sources that I studied: a moment of  literary 
catharsis. Nimo opened up to me because 
of  the synergy between the book, specific 
imagery, and our interactions.

“So what did you like about this book?” 
I asked the girls.

“I like that Jamal and Joseph are such 
good friends and that they go to each oth-
er’s houses,” Sumiya replied.

“I like that they show real Somalis,” 
Nimo commented.

“I’m done reading now!” Durato sighed 
and walked away.

I was very pleased with my experience 
with the children’s books that I collected 
and read with them. By analyzing some 
of  the books, I tried to understand ways in 
which the author achieves his or her pur-
pose and techniques that I can use in writ-
ing my own book. In the book, McQuinn 
crafts the story of  the strong friendship be-
tween Joseph, who is white, and Jamal, who 
is a refugee from Somalia. She very cleverly 
overlaps art and photography to weave the 
colorful, bright, and heart-warming nar-

rative: a rhetorical tool that would entice 
young children to read this book. My Friend 
Jamal fosters interracial friendships, intro-
duces American children to new cultures, 
and promotes self-love and pride in children 
of  color. The book pertains not only to chil-
dren but also targets parents who would read 
the book to them. The language is simple yet 
aims to teach children new words and con-
cepts like, “Muslim” (5), “Koran” (14), and 
“refugee” (18).

The cover page portrays Jamal and  
Joseph with their arms around each other to 
illustrate their bond. Throughout the book, 
McQuinn subtly portrays the cultural differ-
ences in food, religion, clothing, language, 
and family life from Joseph’s point of  view. 
She is successful in conveying that these dif-
ferences can be positively embraced and a 
powerful bond can be maintained. For ex-
ample, she writes, “Sometimes I go to Jamal’s 
house. It smells different from ours because 
his mom cooks with special spices” (6). This 
line achieves multiple goals: it demonstrates 
the normalcy of  going to the home of  a 
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person who is dissimilar in many ways, it 
prepares one for various sights, smells, and 
sounds by explaining why it is different, and it 
assures the children that it is unusual because 
it is “special” and not pejorative. My Friend 
Jamal offers insights on the diverse content 
that can be discussed in children’s books and 
presents how such delicate information can 
be translated into a narrative for children.

In contrast to My Friend Jamal’s real pho-
tographs, Anne Sibley O’Brian illustrates 
the challenges of  three immigrant students 
as they navigate their first day of  school 
in America in her book, I’m New Here. She 
bases the book on her own experiences as an 
immigrant child from South Korea, which 
strengthens her purpose and renders the sto-
ry more convincing. The purpose of  the book 
is not only to prepare the majority group for 
a new classmate from another country, but 
also to offer comfort and hope to an immi-
grant student in America. Through the nar-
ratives of  the three characters from Korea, 
Guatemala, and Somalia, she describes the 
common struggles and problems faced by 
immigrant children such as language, writ-
ing, new ways of  doing things, and making 
friends.

In the beginning of  the book, she intro-
duces each of  the characters’ problems on 
a two-page spread: the left page begins with 
the phrase, “Back home...” and reveals their 
comfort and happiness in their home coun-
try; the right starts with the word, “Here...” 
and shows the corresponding issue they face 
in their new environments. The book ends on 
a positive note as the students overcome the 
hurdles of  assimilation by developing cour-
age with the help of  their classmates. This 
leaves the reader with a feel-good, happy 

emotion that subtly inspires both majorities 
and minorities. She does not shy from using 
an extremely precise graphical style that re-
sembles the realities of  the immigrant’s ap-
pearance: clothing, skin color, and facial fea-
tures. Additionally, the author’s note briefly 
explains reasons for immigration and encour-
ages young readers to aid their transition.

The simplicity of  the story is enhanced 
by the vibrant watercolor artwork illustrat-
ing scenarios to which children would con-
nect. Although she paints everyday scenes of  
an elementary school, Sibley adds layers of  
deeper meaning to each page by using short 
poetic sentences. For example, Sibley writes:

Back home I could read and write. I 
shaped the letters and stacked them like 
blocks into words. The words open like 
doors and windows into a story. Here 
there are new letters. They lie on a 
page like scribbles and scratches. All the 
doors and windows are tight and shut.

Although this quote suggests the difficulty 
faced in writing English, phrases like “win-
dows are tight and shut” and “scribbles and 
scratches” can also be interpreted as meta-
phors to express the character’s loneliness, 
frustration, confusion, and chaos. Such mo-
ments are heartfelt and evoke deep empathy 
for the children’s situation.

I’m New Here stands as a great example for 
my research to understand and analyze Silb-
ley’s tools and ideas to structure the book, put 
forth the concepts of  immigration and adjust-
ment and use visuals to support the theme.

I chose to analyze the books I’m New Here 
and My Friend Jamal because they are the only 
books I came across that illustrated Somalis 
and their culture. The two titles, although 
similar in their presentation of  Somalis, have 
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different underlying themes: I’m New Here is 
based on assimilation into a new classroom, 
while My Friend Jamal discusses inter-racial 
friendship. My research and experiences 
inspired me to create a children’s book that 
relates to the theme of  representing children 
of  color. I found out that there is extremely 
little children’s literature that depicts Soma-
lis in English. Thus, I decided to photograph 
my students and design a book on weather, 
drawing upon my first experience with the 
children. The purpose was not only to teach 
them about weather in an engaging way, but 
also to provide them with images, ideas, and 
concepts to connect with.

Ms. Malinda helped me conduct photo-
shoots at the end of  each class and the girls 
were more than thrilled to hear that they will 
be featured in a book. They sat down and 
acted out a summer picnic, smelled roses and 
picked up leaves, huddled under umbrellas, 
and jumped to splash water from “puddles.”

“What should I pose for next?” they 
would ask. We would pick a season and they 
would quickly act out their favorite activities 
for each: spring, monsoon, fall, and winter.

“You took her picture and not mine,” the 
girls would complain. “Now’s my chance!” 
they would exclaim and grab my arm to 
photograph them.

At the end of  my volunteering, I had tons 
of  images of  the students in different envi-
ronments and poses and from different an-
gles so that they could easily be created into 
pages for my book on photograph-editing 
software, Adobe Photoshop.

The girl in the first page of  my book (fea-
tured on the first page of  this piece) is Nimo, 
who read a lot of  the books I brought. She 
happened to be eating ice cream during one 
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of  the classes, so I quickly captured the mo-
ment into an image. I wanted the pages to 
be simple yet colorful and bright—something 
that would appeal to my audience, primar-
ily children. I chose images for the scenarios 
in such a way that the juxtaposition of  the 
real photograph and animated graphics is 
complemented.

I plan to create about 12-14 pages, a few 
pages dedicated to each season. The phrase 
“When it is…” will be repeated throughout 
the book to enforce seasonal changes in the 
childrens’ minds, since repetition enables 
easier learning. To highlight the representa-
tion of  the girls, I will scale their images to 
have larger proportions on each page than 
the background.

When I showed the girls the first page of  
the book, they were extremely fascinated 
and eager to see more. Nimo was elated, 
and when her father came to pick her up, 
she proudly told him that she was part of  a 
book. I smiled for a very long time.
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Shattered
  Zach Barlow



My name is Joseph Leon Barlow.

I tread carefully. Because as my feet grow, I learn that my steps 
may crush something else.

A creature of  God, a little beautiful thing that deserves life as 
much as me, if  not more.

I wish to never destroy anything, ever again. 

The fear of  being the last giant any ant sees has the power to 
paralyze me.

When the fear has bubbled and frothed and is spilling out  
of  the top.
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I go to where I know I am accepted.
To my comfort. To what has always been. 

The bottoms of  these bottles look the 
same. 

Yes, it takes some effort to get there, but 
when I do, I am met by the woman who 

has always made me feel like a man. 
She caresses me and tells me, “Everything 

will be okay.” 
“There is nothing to fear.” 

“Don’t step anywhere, and you will crush 
nothing.” 

“Put your feet up and rest with me for a 
while. I will make it all go away.” 

One day, after the fear had bubbled,
I came to the bottom of  the bottle and 

saw only empty glass. 
Maybe she is away tonight with an-

other, I thought.
Maybe she will be in tomorrow. 

But more and more I sought her to find 
nothing. 

Only the empty glass, the road, the dust 
on my feet, the ones I had to leave behind in 

order to get to her. 

“She hasn’t left you, friend,” a voice spoke 
up to me. “She has only moved houses. 
She now lives at the end of  this needle, 

inside the vein in between your toes. 
That is where you can find her.” 

I told the voice no, I could not embark on 
that journey. 

It was too far away from the ones I loved, 
and too dangerous. 

A route back to my home was not clear, 
or promised. 

But as the days passed me by,
 and my feet continued to grow, 

the fear within me bubbled. 
It bubbled and frothed, and wished 

and washed, until I felt as though I might  
explode. 

Maybe one night, I thought to myself. 
For old times’ sake. 

It would be nice to see her new neigh-
borhood. 

It might be only right to see what 
she’s been up to.

What kind of friend would I be if I 
didn’t?

“Here, I was safe, and so  
was the rest of the world. 

Here, I could be at 
peace.”  
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Her new home was magnificent. 
She was so beautiful. More beautiful than 

I remembered. She held me for so long, I 
could tell she’d missed me. 

All my fear had vanished. She put my feet 
up and told me I would not smash a single 
thing here. Here, I was safe, and so was the 

rest of  the world. 
Here, I could be at peace.  

I began to go and visit her at her new 
home more often. 

It was farther away than her last. 
But it was always worth the journey.
It was here that I fell in love with her. 

When I got home, the journey left me so 
exhausted that I always had to rest. 

I would sleep through birthdays; I would 
sleep through soccer games; I would sleep 
through play recitals; I would sleep through 

fatherhood.  
But what could I do? 

I was in love. 

Then one day, when the fear was boiling 
and frothing like an ocean storm, 

I decided to pay my love a visit only to 
find that once again, she was not there. 
Again and again, I tried to find her in her 

home. 
Her home was empty, and she had once 

again left me. 
I was so devastated that I couldn’t control 

my body. 
I would shake uncontrollably and vomit 

at random. 
I would sweat ice and shiver while it felt 

like I was on fire. 

I was so heartbroken that I felt for sure 
that this was where I would die. 

Then a voice said to me, “She has not left 
you, friend; she has once again moved.” 
“Tell me, please, tell me, where she is. I 

will go anywhere. 
I have to find her, or else I will die.” 

“She is in the church, behind the words 
and phrases the pastors speak, in between 
the pulpit and the pew—that is where you 

can find her.” 

Another journey. One that I have nev-
er embarked on. One that I must if I will 

find my one true love, I thought. 
“This journey, however, cannot be taken 

alone. You must take your family with you, if  
you are to find her; only with them can you 

truly find her comfort.” 

Simple enough. 
I will gather my family and together we 

will venture forward into the church to find 
Lady Comfort, so I can no longer be afraid. 

“I hate you,” my son said. 
“I want a divorce, and I’m taking the 

kids,” my wife said 
“I don’t know who you are, and I don’t 

care to get to know you,” my daughter said. 

And so here I am, 
staring at a road I cannot travel.

 Because those who would travel with me 
I have left, or they left me long ago. My love 
has gone, my family has gone, and all I have 
now is the road, the dust on my feet, and my 

fear of  stepping in the wrong place.  
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The past is always with us. It is a relic of  time that we nev-
er seem to forget as we traverse through the journey of  life. 
In any situation we battle, our decisions and actions affect the 
future. The past can sometimes come to us through memories, 
or appear as an outcome—or a consequence—of  our actions.

However, the past does not necessarily determine the fu-
ture. The past is consequential—but not final. What de-
termines the future are the outlooks and stances we hold. 
What determines the future are the changes we choose to 
make as a result of  one thing, hoping that the outcome 
of  the next appears to be more substantial. The pieces 
in this section showcase how different authors respond 
to the past on personal, political, and social levels. 

In “Taming My Rage,” William Cross reflects on his 
memories as a veteran, contending with two emotions—
love and rage. He demonstrates the deep emotions he 
feels as he remembers friends he lost in the war. For him, 
the past is still anchored in the present, as he holds the 
memories of  those who have emotionally impacted him. 
In “The Disney Effect,” Adam Dvorak offers a critique  
of  Disney and the company’s failure to free the 
past and make culture available to all. Finally, in  
“Climate Compassion,” Maizy Ludden helps us see the 
environmental consequences of  our past actions. She 
persuasively argues that we need to be conscious of  how 
our decisions and actions affect the planet we call home. 

In essence, the past affects the future. Experiencing the ef-
fects of  past memories and the results of  certain actions al-
low us to gain perspective on the way we act today. It is ultimately 
up to humanity to take a stance and use the past to our benefit.

 —Camila Wanderley Mendonça, Ali Merrill, and Jamie Steinberg

52

MOMENTS

SECTION INTRO

Layout by Camila Wanderley Mendonça and Ali Merrill. Photograph by Flickr user Roberto 
De la Parra CC 2.0 https://www.flickr.com/photos/143684744@N07/32802740333/N07/32802740333.



Layout by Camila Wanderley Mendonça and Ali Merrill. Photograph by Flickr user Roberto 
De la Parra CC 2.0 https://www.flickr.com/photos/143684744@N07/32802740333/N07/32802740333/



54

Taming My Rage
William Cross

Two forces occupied me as I’ve grown: 
Love and Rage.

Love is related to nature and service to 
others. I loved the woods where I would 
wander as a kid, exploring fossils, pine 

glades, and lady slippers. Gathering moss 
in the Catskills with my grandfather for my 
grandmother’s flower pots. And I loved 
the military—following my father’s ven-
eration of those who served in World 
War II, traveling with him across 
the country during the war in the 
back seat of an old Chevy as he 
taught airmen the technology of 
aircraft engines, mimicking my 
neighbors’ older brothers in the Kore-
an War by digging trenches and fox-
holes in the fields around my house, 
watching parades, graduating from 
a military high school and West 
Point, volunteering for service in 
Vietnam, always yearning to do my 
part in protecting my country. I felt 
a part of the whole.

Rage was first felt while in 
those pretend foxholes as an elev-
en-year-old when I destroyed our 
trenches in a fit of blind rage against 
some kids who had messed up my work. Shortly 
after that, I beat up the bully who had harassed me for 
four years, even though he was two years older than 
me. The rage bubbled up as a bunch of us shot up a 
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flying squirrel with our BB guns. But then I felt love, sadness, and shame as I viewed 
his limp body. I think the rage went undercover then, but it was till there bottled up. 

Years later, I had a similar reaction of rage calling in a barrage of rockets from a 
helicopter gunship, then again that sadness and shame when seeing the body of a 

young Viet Cong, armed only with a bolt action rifle against the missiles 
I struck him down with.

There are so many intertwining memories of love and 
sadness and rage. Among them:

• Marching with the Troop 12 Fife and Drum
Corp. in Kingston

• Marching with the Albany Academy Cadet
Battalion in Albany

• Marching with the US Corps of Cadets
in New York City and Kennedy’s Inaugura-
tion in D.C.

We were, I was, “Marching as to War,” 
as the old hymn expressed it. The rage 

grew as I witnessed and experienced 
the corruption and lies during the 

Vietnam War. My close friend 
and mentor after telling me 
“this war is not what they 
say it is” was killed by his 
counterpart because he had 

discovered his counterpart’s 
rampant corruption.

Then there’s the rage over 
our wars in the Middle East, 
spurred on by the lies of peo-
ple we trusted. And it still goes 

on.
And then there’s the mem-

ory of Little Joe Kniffen, my 
great-grandfather, the last 
member of my immediate 
family to be in the military be-

fore me. He was fifteen when 
he joined the 25th NY Volunteer 

Cavalry and fought in the Second Shenandoah 



Valley Campaign of the Civil War with 
General Sheridan (the General who lat-
er, I’m ashamed to say, led the slaughter 
of the Cheyenne and 
Lakota Sioux). Sev-
eral stories of Little 
Joe were passed 
down: of his tears and 
shame laying waste to 
the farms in Virginia’s 
Shenandoah Valley, 
and his twinkling-eyed 
remarks about “those 
damn Johnnies.” He 
was the third member 
of his family to fight in 
the Civil War.

His oldest brother 
died in Anderson-
ville Prison, and an-
other brother died 
of wounds at home. 
Little Joe made a 
point of showing my 
mother his brother’s 
grave before he died 
(my mother did the 
same with me—it was 
a remote, overgrown 
graveyard near Mid-
dletown).

I also carry the 
memory of friends: Jim Ray, Bob Dicken-
son, Bill Whitehead, Bob Fuellhart, Mike 
Casp, Mike Crabtree, Turk Griffith, Ron 
Zinn, Frank Reasoner and fifteen other 
classmates who died in Vietnam, and 
Chuck Chandler, who was murdered in 
his driveway by an insurgent as he was 
leaving his home while on embassy duty La
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in Brazil. And I carry the memories of my 
Vietnamese colleagues: Ba, Sang, Si, 
Hieu, Hen, Manh, Khoi, Ninh and Tien. 

And I’m remember-
ing my classmates 
who still are alive 
and whose friend-
ship kindle my 
life with profound 
love—I don’t know 
how else to de-
scribe it.

Somehow there 
is a place deep in 
my heart where 
these men or my 
feelings about 
these men have 
a special place. 
Some have called 
this place Fid-
dler’s Green or 
Benny Havens—
it’s a special 
place, verdant, 
loving, connected, 
where there is no 
pretense, no pos-
turing, no bullshit 
(well maybe a 
little), where I and 
everyone there 

are fully accepted despite political affili-
ation, race, position of power or status. 
We all are ourselves there and it’s beau-
tiful.

Those people and that place give me 
courage and spur my acts every day. 
Reflecting on these memories help me 
tame my rage.
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In 1928, a young, up-and-coming car-
toonist named Walt Disney approached 
his boss, Charles Mintz, at Universal 
Studios looking for a budget increase 

for his popular cartoon, Oswald the Lucky Rab-
bit. Mintz informed Disney that not only 
would his budget not get an increase, it would 
be getting a cut, and most of  the animation 
staff working on the Oswald cartoons had al-
ready signed the paperwork agreeing to their 
new budgetary constraints. To make matters 
worse, even though Disney had created the 
character, Universal owned Oswald, which 
meant if  Disney were to leave the studio, he 
would also leave the rabbit. Angry and un-
willing to play by Universal’s rules, Disney 
left Oswald behind and decided to start fresh 
by opening a new animation studio, one that 
would give Disney complete control of  his 
characters. Later that year, after several rounds 
of  trial and error, the first Mickey Mouse car-
toon short was released by The Walt Disney 

Company. Despite a rocky and unpopular 
start, the cartoon mouse hit its stride in the 
third short, Steamboat Willie, one of  the most 
iconic Mickey cartoons ever made. Fast for-
ward 90 years, and The Walt Disney Com-
pany, more commonly known as “Disney,” 
has become more of  a media titan than even 
Walt Disney could have imagined. Disney has 
managed to expand its influence into almost 
every aspect of  entertainment, including film, 
television, radio, publishing, theme parks, and 
much more. All under the logo of  Mickey 
Mouse, a character created to spit in the face 
of  the establishment, Disney has become the 
second largest media conglomerate in the 
world. But despite all its power and influ-
ence, some things never change, and the Dis-
ney crusade to hold onto its icons still rages.

Ever since Walt Disney had to relinquish 
Oswald to Universal in 1928, control of  in-
tellectual property became a fixation of  his, 
something which has continued long after his 
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death. As a result, The Walt Disney Company 
has become extremely reliant on copyright to 
defend its famous characters. According to 
Siva Vaidhyanathan, “At its simplest, copy-
right is the exclusive right to copy” (18). Of  
course, this is purposefully vague, much like 
the copyright laws themselves, which exist 
to protect the creator of  intellectual prop-
erty. Copyright law is based on the idea that 
by making anything original in a “tangible 
medium of  expression” (Vaidhyanathan 19), 
whether that be a book, poem, film, character, 
etc., a creator has essentially made an invest-
ment. Due to this investment, whether that be 
time or money, the creator deserves to run a 
monopoly on his or her creation for a limited 
amount of  time. This gives the creator the 
sole right to 

“reproduce the works; to produce what 
are called derivative works, such as sequels,
toys, clothes, lunchboxes, and other 
products inspired by the work; to decide 

how and where to sell, lease, or lend the 
work; to perform the work publicly if  it 
is a literary or dramatic work; to display 
the work publicly if  it is a picture or 
sculpture; and to transmit a sound re-
cording over digital networks.”
 (Vaidhyanathan 18)

While the work is still subject to fair use laws, 
where it can still be used freely for educational 
and parody purposes, the creator is the only 
one who can reap its benefits monetarily.

After the life of  the copyright has ended, 
the work passes into the public domain and 
can be used by anyone for free. Public domain 
works can take life in a variety of  mediums, 
whether it be as straightforward as using a 
public domain song in a movie or adapting 
existing characters into new stories and me-
diums. One of  the most famous examples of  
public domain characters is Sherlock Holmes, 
who made his first appearance in 1887 by 
Sir Arthur Conan Doyle. Recently, Sher-
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lock Holmes has found new life in the 2009 
and 2011 Warner Bros. movies, the BBC 
show Sherlock, the CBS show Elementary, and 
various books, video games, and short films. 
Even Disney has used the character, featur-
ing him in the film The Great Mouse Detective 
and a cameo in the television show Phineas 
and Ferb. These adaptions have allowed Sher-
lock Holmes to remain current and culturally 
relevant, long after his creation. Additionally, 
these creations have granted both the artists 
and the entertainment companies with funds 
that allow them to continue to create material 
and add to the world’s cultural capital. This 
would not be possible if  not for a plethora 
of  artists and creators, who otherwise would 
not be able to afford the license to adapt him 
and share their own takes with the world. 

However, many corporations fail to see 
the public domain as a well of  inspiration to 
foster art and creativity and see it more as an 
infinite black void coming 
to poach their characters 
and profits. Disney, em-
blematic of  this second 
view, has fought tooth and 
nail to keep its own char-
acters locked in its vaults, 
away from third party cre-
ators. In this herculean ef-
fort, Disney has been able 
to change copyright law in 
its favor, thus changing the entire world of  in-
tellectual property. In 1928, when Mickey was 
born, the duration of  copyright law was very 
different and was governed by the 1909 Copy-
right Act. Under this law, all creators possessed 
a monopoly over their creations for 28 years 
starting at their initial appearance, with the 

potential for renewal. If  renewed, the holders 
of  the copyright would receive an additional 
28-year extension, adding up to a grand total 
of  56 years, after which the copyright could 
no longer be renewed, and would enter the 
public domain. To avoid an experience simi-
lar to Oswald and Universal, Disney extend-
ed the copyright of  Mickey Mouse in 1956, 
which provided protection through 1984.

As 1984 crept closer, the company began 
to get anxious about the idea of  turning over 
the character who had laid the foundation 
of  the entire Disney empire to the public do-
main. Despite Walt’s death nearly a decade 
earlier from lung cancer, the company set out 
in the early 70s to defend his creation with the 
same vigor that Disney would have himself. 
The main difference between Disney in 1928 
and The Walt Disney Company in the mid-
70s was millions, if  not billions of  dollars, 
which could be used in lobbying to change the 

system itself. As a result, 
with a considerable nudge 
from Disney’s dollars, the 
1976 Copyright Act was 
passed, further expand-
ing the lifespan of  copy-
right. Now, rather than 
56 years after creation, all 
American creations would 
receive the lifespan of  the 
creator plus an additional 

50 years, a practice that was already common 
in Europe. However, these extensions only ap-
plied to works published after the bill in 1976. 
As a compromise, all American works pub-
lished after 1922 would get a 19-year copy-
right extension, which meant protection for 75 
years. Mickey was now safe until 2003, buy-
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ing Disney some short-lived peace of  mind.
Again, as the end of  their copyright grew 

near, and with far less time to waste, Dis-
ney had absolutely no intention of  letting 
their mouse fall into the wrong hands and 
set out to further expand the life of  a copy-
right. The Disney Company found hope 
in a new bill in the mid-1990s, the Copy-

right Term Extension Act. Originally spear-
headed by Sonny Bono, a congressman and 
singer who passed away several months ear-
lier, the act fought to expand the copyright 
length with much support from Disney. The 
main argument of  the bill was that it would 

provide significant benefits by substan-
tially harmonizing U.S. copyright law 
into that of  the European Union while 
ensuring fair compensation for American 
creators who deserve to benefit fully from 
the exploitation of  their works. Moreover, 
by stimulating the creation of  new works 
and providing enhanced economic in
centives to preserve existing works, such 
an extension will enhance the long-term 
volume, vitality, and accessibility of  the 
public domain. (S. Rep. No. 104-315, 1995)

This bill was remarkably similar to the 1774 
Donaldson v Becket case, in which “The princi-
ple in question was whether literary property 
was a statutory right, a limited creation of  the 
State, or a common-law right and therefor ab-
solute and perpetual” (Rose  21). In both cas-

es, corporations sought to limit the entrance 
of  work into the public domain by hiding 
business interests under the guise of  owner-
ship via authorship. Ultimately, the favor was 
found to lie with Donaldson, a Scottish book-
seller who had been publishing books that 
have passed into the public domain and were 
previously owned by Becket and other Lon-

don booksellers who owned the copyrights 
and ran monopolies. 

Unlike Donaldson v Becket, in 1998 the 
Copyright Term Extension Act was found to 
be in the best interest of  intellectual property 
and the United States entertainment industry 
and was voted into law by the Senate. Under 
this new law, the 50-year copyright after the 
creator’s death was now extended to 70 years, 
and already published works received an ad-
ditional 20. Mickey, whose copyright was in-
tended to expire in 2003, was now extended 
out until 2023, buying Disney some more 
time. The passage of  this law was considered 
such a large victory for Disney that in popular 
culture it has been nicknamed the “Mickey 
Mouse Protection Act,” due to Disney’s out-
spoken and financial support for its legislation. 
As it currently stands, this is the most current 
version of  America’s copyright law, but it begs 
the question, where does Disney go from here? 
Now in 2018, Disney has five more years to 
figure out a way to hang onto its rodent icon 
before he passes into the public domain.

While Disney has crusaded 
to make itself exempt from copyright laws,

 it has drawn heavily from the public domain
 for its own production. 
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While it does seem that many authors and 
creators would be in favor of  having their 
works protected, this is far from the case. Many 
feel that Disney has done irreparable damage 
to the public domain and will only continue to 
do so if  not stopped. In its nearly 100-year his-
tory, despite creating some of  the most iconic 
works of  our time, Disney has managed not to 
contribute a single piece to the public domain. 
Additionally, because of  Disney, according to 
James Boyle, author, law professor and owner 
of  the twitter account @thepublicdomain, 
“we are the first generation to deny our cul-
ture to ourselves” because “no work created 
during your lifetime will, without conscious 
action by its creator, become available for you 
to build upon” (@thepublicdomain, 2009). 
Single-handedly, Disney has paid its way to 
nearly triple the time it takes for a work to be-
come free to use. Because of  the industry-wide 

scope of  their actions, it is difficult to imag-
ine just how much damage they have caused, 
both creatively and monetarily. Had it not 
been for Disney and the 1998 Copyright Act 
we would have some incredible properties in 
the public domain including Batman, Super-
man, the Wizard of  Oz, and Mickey himself. 
It is impossible to say what could be done with 
these characters in the hands of  the public, 
but based on the success of  Sherlock Holmes, 
I am sure some of  the works would be great.

To make matters worse, while Disney has 
crusaded to make itself  exempt from copy-
right laws, it has drawn heavily from the 
public domain for its own productions. In his 
essay “The Ecstasy of  Influence,” Johnathan 
Lethem discusses the practice of  helping texts 
find a second life, and how Disney’s action 
has made the task more difficult. Lethem 
at one point calls Disney out by name, say-
ing “The Walt Disney Company has drawn 
an astonishing catalogue from the works of  
others: Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs, Fan-
tasia, Pinocchio, Dumbo, Bambi, Song of  the South, 
Cinderella, Alice in Wonderland, Robin Hood, 
Peter Pan, Lady and the Tramp, Mulan, Sleeping 
Beauty, The Sword in the Stone, The Jungle Book, 
and, alas, Treasure Planet, a legacy of  cultural 
sampling that Shakespeare, or De La Soul, 
could get behind. Yet Disney’s protectorate 
of  lobbyists has policed the resulting cache 
of  cultural materials as vigilantly as if  it were 
Fort Knox” (65). Lethem goes on to refer to 
this practice as “imperial plagiarism,” based 
on the profiteering of  Disney from cultural 
works. While I don’t see Lethem’s point as 
incorrect, I believe a better term would be 
“cultural poaching,” where they pick and 
choose works simply to lock them down as 
their own, effectively taking them out of  the 
public domain while contributing nothing. 

Based on a crowdsourced list on the web-
site “Medium.com,” Disney has created over 
40 films since their founding based on works 
that were free to use. While it should be won-
derful that these old stories have new life 
breathed into them, just as Lethem encour-
ages, the hypocrisy of  the company making 
these movies taints them. In addition to the 
films in Lethem’s list, some more recent films 
include Tangled and Frozen, both of  which 

We as citizens and 
writers must use 
our voices and our 

written word to fight 
any future expansions 

to copyright.
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were free to the public and made millions of  
dollars, with Frozen making over a billion. In 
making a fortune off free works, Disney has 
the bonus of  adding them to its own copyright 
repertoire. Disney may not be able to copy-
right the original stories that its adaptions are 
based on, but they can copyright their own 
adaptions. This can greatly limit access to the 
source material for outside parties, seeing as 
Disney can sue if  they feel any other versions 
infringe upon their own, and based on prior 
predatory behavior, it is safe to say they will. 

All of  this leads back to one important 
question: What about Mickey? While Disney 
has done significant damage to the creative 
world, much of  it was collateral damage in 
pursuit of  protecting its icon. Back when 
copyright was created, the state of  the en-
tertainment industry was very different, with 
no such thing as a massive international 
multimedia conglomerate, especially ones 
that rely on mice as their symbol. It is very 
true Mickey is the cornerstone of  the Dis-
ney brand, and to allow anyone to use him 
would damage the brand identity. The argu-
ment could be made for the state of  copy-
right that everyone would be better off if  we 
provided specific protection for extremely 
important characters as a way of  limiting 
collateral damage. It certainly is strange to 
imagine a world where Batman is no longer 
exclusive to DC, Ironman is no longer ex-
clusive to Marvel, and Mickey is no longer 
exclusive to Disney. We might all be better 
off to find ways to make cultural allowances 
to avoid making the whole picture worse. 
Until then, we as citizens and writers must 
use our voices and our written word to fight 
any future expansions to copyright. In just 
a few short years, Mickey will once again 

be in jeopardy, and Disney will surely try 
to find a way to keep him in their grasp. 
Then we will have the opportunity to make 
ourselves heard, fight their creative oppres-
sion, and keep the public domain public.
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CLIMATE 
COMPASSION 

M A I Z Y   L U D D E N

At first I thought it was the water: I as-
sumed the searing cold enfolding my 
heart was just a physical side-effect 

of  standing with my feet submerged in the 
meltwater streaming from Grinnell Glacier. 
But when I heard the park ranger repeat that 
this glacier in all its ghostly glory would be 
completely gone in 30 years, I realized the 
bitter cold gripping my chest was emotion: 
a fear so strong it paralyzed me, leaving me 
standing frozen with a heart just as cold as 
my pallid, icy toes. 

I had spent all morning scrambling up the 
granite flanks of  Mount Gould, a hulking 
peak that dominates the horizon of  Montana’s 
Glacier National Park. I was grateful to sink 
my weary feet into a glacial pool after winding 
my way through fields of  wildflowers draped  
              like so much jewelry across the alpine 

                   

slopes. I knew, of  course, that all this beauty 
was endangered by the ever-growing suite 
of  impacts our human race has unleashed 
on the natural world. But in that moment, 
as the park ranger’s words settled over me 
like a chilling snow, I truly understood the 
paralyzing power of  fear. The threat of  los-
ing something you hold dear—a landscape, 
a loved one—can darken even the joy of  
mountain sunlight on your cheeks and stop 
you cold in your tracks. But fortunately for 
me, the paralysis did not last. Barely a min-
ute had passed before the white fog of  worry 
gave way to something else, melting beneath 
an onslaught of  smoldering fury. 

I knew it wasn’t the water that boiled in-
side me this time—this was a concerted rage, 
an incredulous hatred directed towards a cer-
tain sector of  the society I knew awaited my 
return from this pristine peak. At the foot of  
Mount Gould, I would have to face an insidi-
ous culture of  denial that leads so many peo-
ple to ignore the fact that climate change is 
threatening this glacier and the entire planet 

           we call home. I was furious, and my 
               anger did not abate as I descended 
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through fields of  flowers that now 
seemed so fragile in the face of  society’s  
refusal to acknowledge their peril. I struggled 
to grasp how anyone could deny what thou-
sands of  scientists agree is reality—that our 
atmosphere now contains over 406.7 ppm 
of  carbon dioxide, that the temperature is 
projected to rise nearly 4 degrees Celsius by 
2100, that gems like Grinnell Glacier will 
soon be nothing but memories.1 Despite this 
warning cry, and what I perceived as an echo-
ing sense of  urgency amongst other members 
of  my generation, a plague of  denial is afflict-
ing our nation and the world. It is infecting 
a range of  individuals from government of-
ficials to ordinary citizens cruising around in 
cars that contribute to a problem they refuse 
to acknowledge as reality.2 Yet the science is 
clear on climate change, and its impacts will 
be devastating for more than just remote and 
fragile habitats like those I visited in Glacier 
National Park. 

Humanity depends on the integrity of  our 
planet and its ecosystems for everything from 
food and fuel to the clean air we breathe. Sci-
ence has shown that this is the truth, and that 
it is our species that is undermining these ser-
vices on which we rely. We are faced with an 
enormous problem of  our own creation, and 
unless we act now to transform the way we 
treat our planet, we will destroy the very sys-
tems that support our existence on this Earth. 
Solving this dilemma will require action at all 
levels and in all sectors of  society, both public 
and private, personal and collective. But there 
can be no such unified action without unity 
in our understanding that the problem exists.

In the past, obstacles to collective prob-
lem solving have revolved around ignorance. 
Cholera ravaged the streets of  London de-

spite the best efforts of  doctors and politicians 
simply because science had not yet given a 
name to the adversary the city was trying to 
fight. The development of  germ theory al-
lowed the people of  London to put an end 
to cholera once they realized the source of  
their illness was a microorganism lurking in 
their water supply. With this knowledge, the 
city enacted a series of  public works that re-
organized waste and water distribution, sepa-
rating drinking water from the human waste 
that was the ultimate source of  the deadly 
cholera illness.3 Cases like this demonstrate 
how dangerous ignorance can be; overcom-
ing this lack of  understanding is the first step 
to solving many of  our most pressing issues. 
Yet in the case of  climate change, there is no 
problem of  ignorance. Observatories around 
the world have captured changes in tempera-
ture, carbon dioxide levels, and many other 
variables, and the international scientific 
community overwhelmingly agrees that “Hu-
man interference with the climate system is 
occurring, and climate change poses risks for 
human and natural systems.”4 If  these effects 
are measurable, if  scientists from every cor-
ner of  the planet have come to a consensus 
about our impacts on the environment, then 
why are we still unable to turn this knowledge 
into a solution?  

For years I pursued an answer to this 
question, motivated by the fire of  rage that 
had consumed me on the slopes of  Grinnell 
Glacier. My anger only worsened as I contin-
ued to encounter deniers in my community, 
at school, even the grocery store. But it’s no 
wonder they seemed to be everywhere: a 
quarter of  Americans think that there is no 
evidence in support of  climate change, and 
another quarter believe that if  the phenom-
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enon exists, it has purely natural causes.5 De-
spite this depressing trend, I found solidarity 
in the contrasting attitude of  my peers. Col-
lege students are much more likely than older 
generations to believe not only that climate 
change is real and caused by humans, but 
also that it is a serious problem.5 We gather in 
masses at climate marches, organize ourselves 
in student groups and community forums, 
and vent our frustration with the inability of  
our civilization to make addressing climate 
change the priority we know it should be. 

These and the many other actions of  
young people around the world comforted 
me in my efforts to fight denial, offering vis-
ible proof  that I was not alone in my feelings 
of  frustration. I was glad to see that I was 
not the only one to hold a smoldering anger 
towards those who are so stubbornly com-
placent about the destruction of  the planet 
on which we depend.6 Indeed, many of  the 
students and young activists I spoke with at 
marches, rallies, and other gatherings seemed 
to agree with my initial belief  that climate de-
nial must be motivated purely by greed. What 
oil tycoon, senator or congressman wants to 
acknowledge that the industry fueling their 
wealth (or funding their election campaign) 
has wrought so much destruction? A profit 
motivation would be more than enough 
for these individuals to deny the truth, if  it 
would mean preserving their money-making 
machines or their political careers. I went 
about my life, thinking always of  the dwin-
dling lifespan of  Grinnell Glacier, trying to 
figure out how we could force these people to 
change their selfish ways. I imagined myself  
to be fighting a battle, casting climate deniers 
as villains who deserved to be brought down. 
But war is a tiresome pursuit, and I soon be-

came disillusioned with this endless fight. No 
matter what I said, what evidence I presented 
to the opposition, there seemed to be no hope 
of  changing their minds. 

Clearly more knowledge is not the cure to 
the proliferation of  denial in our society. Us-
ing facts as ammunition is not going to solve 
our problem, for its roots run deeper than sci-
ence alone can unearth. Yet, blinded by our 
anger, we are unable to see this fundamental 
truth. We find it much easier to justify our 
fight against the deniers when we can char-
acterize them as corrupt, selfish, or evil. So 
we continue our steadfast refusal to engage 
in meaningful discussion with our opponents, 
contributing nearly as much to our current 
gridlock as the people we say we’re trying to 
defeat. It is time for us to open our eyes and 
rethink our strategy, for it is only producing 
more distrust in the population we hope to 
change. What we need now is not hatred, but 
understanding. It’s time we acknowledged our 
“enemies” for what they truly are: human be-
ings with flaws and imperfections, just like us.

No human is a perfect model of  rational-
ity and efficiency: we are more than just pre-
programmed bundles of  neurons that process 
information and spit out logical behaviors. 
Even when we have access to all the knowl-
edge we need to make rational decisions, we 
don’t always do so. Amongst the many expla-
nations for this phenomenon is the “confir-
mation bias,” in which people accept without 
hesitation knowledge that confirms their ex-
isting beliefs while rejecting even the soundest 
of  evidence that challenges their ideological 
core.7 The confirmation bias certainly helps 
explain the ability of  climate deniers to ig-
nore even the most rigorously proven climate 
science: the desire to create a coherent story 
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of  the world and stick with it is in-
credibly strong. However, there are 
other, even stronger players that 
can lead us astray from rational-
ity—the most powerful of  which 
is fear. 

Fear is deeply engrained in our 
psyches, its influence strengthened 
by the constant evolutionary battle 
between predator and prey. As our re-
sponse to a perceived threat, fear drives us 
to avoid or remove ourselves from situations 
that could cause us harm.8 Without fear, we 
would not have made it past our infancy in 
the early years of  human evolution: lacking 
the ability to identify and respond to threats, 
we would have been more likely to saunter 
right up to a saber-toothed tiger than run 
away or prepare ourselves to fight. 

Thus, the ability of  humans to feel fear 
has been central to our success as a species, 
and it’s clear that we need to be very afraid 
of  climate change if  we want to survive its 
impacts. The physical threat climate change 
poses to our wellbeing is obvious: it is visible 
in the devastation of  storms like hurricane 
Katrina and the droughts that breathe hot 
destruction across sub-Saharan Africa. Sto-
ries of  these disasters race like an apocalyptic 
feature-film across our TV screens, generat-
ing headlines thick with death tolls and fill-
ing our ears with the cries of  people whose 
hometowns are threatened by rising seas. 
And while these impacts may at first seem far 
away, they are increasingly reaching us here-
as well. Just think of  Superstorm Sandy— 
how many people lost their homes, their 
families, their lives. That climate change so 
clearly can threaten these things that we love 
only adds to its power to freeze us in fear.

What’s worse, these visible losses aren’t the 
only threats we face. For many, the actions 
we can take to prevent this destruction are 
frightening as well. Much of  the legislation 
that can limit carbon emissions carries with it 
the stigma of  “environment over economy,” 
implying that any policy meant to mitigate 
climate change must come at the price of  
economic growth. For industry CEOs this 
registers as declining profit margins, and for 
those on the opposite end of  the spectrum 
this may conjure images of  rising electricity 
prices or layoffs in the coal mines or factories 
they depend on for work. 

Finally, it doesn’t help that the focus on 
these global-scale impacts can make fighting 
climate change on an individual level seem 
hopeless. It is terrifying enough to confront 
the enormity of  the losses climate change will 
cause, but even more so to think that there is 
nothing we can do to protect ourselves or the 
things we care about from these devastating 
effects. Surely, we tell ourselves that taking a 
shorter shower won’t change the course of  
this disaster. So what’s the point in trying?9 It 
seems our fear of  being powerless in the face 
of  climate change is just another factor en-
abling us to ignore the reality of  its existence: 



we simply convince ourselves there’s no 
problem rather than deal with the fact that 
this problem might be too big to solve alone. 

Thus is born the dilemma of  the deniers: 
it’s easier to deny that climate change exists, 
than to face the scary truth. There is some 
comfort to be found in this newfound under-
standing. It is a relief  to realize that the many 
people who refuse to acknowledge climate 
change are motivated by more than ruthless 
greed. But this does not solve our dilemma, 
for if  fear is one of  our most basic emotions, 
it is also the most difficult to overcome. If  we 
are to have any hope of  changing our civili-

zation’s march towards climate crisis, we will 
need unified action to confront this fear, and 
soon. But it seems the ranks of  our govern-
ments, industries, and neighborhoods are still 
populated with those who’ve given in to the 
immobilizing grip of  their fear. 

 As the years left in Grinnell Glacier’s lifes-
pan continue to tick away, I have told myself  
again and again that there must be another 
way for deniers to cope with their fright. I 
have tried to use my own experiences to find 
this new way forward, examining the things 
that make me want to fight climate change 
rather than give in to my fear. At first what 
saved me from paralysis was the fire of  pas-
sion, a rage that filled me with hatred for 

those who casually dismissed the destruction 
of  an environment I hold so dear. But like the 
fossil fuels we currently depend on, the en-
ergy of  anger is not sustainable: it burns out 
quickly, leaving only ashes and an acrid tang 
of  disappointment. What motivates me now 
is a much steadier fuel, but it is no less power-
ful, no less hot than the brightest ember of  
fury. Now it is the love I have for our beautiful 
planet and all its inhabitants that keeps my 
heart from freezing over with fear, giving me 
the motivation to help bring about the trans-
formation our society desperately needs. As I 
have built an understanding of  these forces 

in myself, I have seen them mirrored in those 
who are working at my side. And this unity 
suggests a solution to the dilemma we’re de-
termined to solve. 

Unity—a sense of  connection and group 
membership—is a key factor in any effort to 
overcome challenges big and small. Part of  
the reason for our success as human beings is 
our ability to work together, which is evident 
in our capacity for social organization and 
collective problem solving.10  While not en-
tirely unique among the many members of  
the animal kingdom, this ability has certainly 
given us a leg up in the evolutionary game 
we all play. It is much easier to bring down a 
mammoth with 20 spears at your side than it 
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is to do so alone. 
This simple fact played a crucial role in our 

development as a species, because groups that 
engaged in cooperation were able to obtain 
resources and protect their members more ef-
ficiently than lone individuals or groups that 
lacked cooperative behavior.11 This resulted 
in the more cooperative groups out-compet-
ing their less collaborative rivals, reinforcing 
both social and biological motivations for co-
operation and group formation through the 
processes of  natural selection.11 The new field 
of  “complexity research” suggests this process 
has produced an intrinsic predisposition to 
cooperation in human beings, which mani-
fests in a set of  behaviors termed “strong reci-
procity.”10 Despite what appear to be obvious 
personal costs, we consistently act in altruistic 
ways and even punish those who do not co-
operate or comply with the group’s collective 
perception of  right and wrong. The entrench-
ment of  social norms surrounding coopera-
tion reinforces the engrained predisposition to 
conform to group attitudes and opinions, as 
those who fail to do so are ostracized and even 
excluded from groups.10

It is this last factor that may be most im-
portant in understanding how we can help 
transform our society’s efforts to address cli-
mate change and overcome the division be-
tween deniers and those who accept the ne-
cessity of  action. Just as evolution has shaped 
our reaction to fear, this process has left a 
mark on our values and identities as well. 
Humans have evolved to depend on group 
cooperation for survival, whether in prehis-
toric hunting missions or current systems 
of  labor division between vital production 
processes.11 Thus, being left out of  a group 
can be equated with a threat, a challenge to 

our ability to meet basic needs. If  fear is a 
response to threat, and if  failing to conform 
to group social norms results in the threat of  
expulsion and thus the inability to meet basic 
needs, we have every right to be afraid of  act-
ing in ways that challenge group norms. This 
fear is enough to skew our perception of  the 
truth, and prevent the action that our crisis 
truly demands.

The necessity of  action is apparent in our 
efforts to address the challenge of  climate 
change, for every second of  inaction contrib-
utes to a more dangerous, uncertain future. 
Yet we are not pursuing effective group ac-
tion—not at a global scale, at least—because 
of  the very fear that evolved to motivate our 
participation in groups to begin with. This is 
because our society has become divided into 
smaller groups along ideological lines, groups 
with rigid social norms that are upheld to the 
strictest standards. Nowhere is this more evi-
dent than in the divide between conservatives 
and liberals, a fissure that constitutes one of  
the most polarized and deeply entrenched 
political divisions our society has ever seen.12 
Membership in one of  these camps, while 
certainly not necessary for survival, none-
theless carries with it the same feelings of  
group belonging and the same fear of  being 
ostracized. Thus, defying the norms of  your 
ideological cohort is a no-go, an action that 
inspires fear in the parts of  our brains that 
have evolved to see group membership as so 
vital to survival.

How does this concept of  group mem-
bership apply to the problem of  inaction we 
currently face? When we look at the profile 
of  deniers in the US and in other countries 
where their influence is strong, it becomes 
clear that these individuals tend to associate 
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with conservative political groups.5 Decades 
of  polls show that such groups tend to value 
freedom and individual responsibility, placing 
a strong emphasis on economic growth, free 
markets, and limited government interven-
tion in economic affairs.15 Furthermore, con-
servatives often tie their identities to power, 
prestige and social status, valuing dominance 
and refusing to back down from beliefs even 
when such stubbornness results in little prog-
ress being made.13 

Clearly many of  these values are chal-
lenged by either climate change itself, or the 
responses that are needed to allow our soci-
ety to deal with this problem. Regulations to 
limit pollution, curtail unequitable economic 
growth, and ultimately transition away from 
the highly-profitable fossil fuel industry are 
seen as threats to personal liberty and the 
free market as well as to the economic growth 
that forms the “core priority” of  conservative 
political agendas.14 Even more frightening is 
the fact that accepting the reality of  climate 
change can be seen as a form of  defeat, an 
admission of  our inability as human beings 
to dominate and control our planet. 

Thus, it is easy to see why conservatives 
are nearly 8 times more likely than other 
adults to believe that climate change is not 
happening.15 The strong insistence on con-
forming to social norms, and equally strong 
punishments for those who fail to do so, 
make it especially scary for conservatives to 
go against the grain and accept the science of  
climate change. Conservatives are essentially 
trapped in a state of  inaction by the fear of  
ostracization, the same fear of  losing group 
membership that has been driven into the 
heart of  the human psyche by millennia of  
evolution. Is it possible to challenge this fear, 

to bypass one of  our most powerful emotions 
and work together in overcoming the rest of  
our worries about what climate change may 
take from us? Or is it futile to believe we 
can convince deniers to take the scary step 
of  accepting climate science, when doing so 
means acknowledging the possibility of  loss, 
and even expulsion from a group that is so 
essential to their identity?

I believe it is not futile at all to consider this 
possibility. In fact, it is crucial that we do so, 
for failing to overcome our political and ideo-
logical polarization can only perpetuate our 
state of  paralysis just when we need action the 
most. Our answer may actually lie within the 
same evolutionary predisposition that causes 
so many people to turn to denial, stemming 
from the same drive to be a part of  a group 
and claim membership in a larger whole. We 
must create an overarching community and 
culture of  acceptance: acceptance of  climate 
change, and of  the need to work together to 
protect the things we value against its dev-
astating effects. We need to claim our mem-
bership in a group that is larger, and more 
important psychologically, than the political 
or cultural subdivisions that presently domi-
nate our concepts of  self. This global coali-
tion should be our priority: we can no longer 
let ourselves be afraid to lose membership in 
ideological clans at the expense of  being part 
of  a planetary push for change. 

How can we achieve this momentous feat? 
How can we enable people to put aside their 
fear of  disobeying the social norms of  denial, 
in favor of  joining a global community that 
accepts our precarious reality? Ultimately 
I believe what we need is a little “Climate 
Compassion.” The realization that we’re all 
human, we’re all afraid to accept that climate 
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change threatens the things we hold dear. We 
must leverage this shared emotion to connect 
with those whose fear has lead them down 
the wrong path. When we speak with those 
who have succumbed to the lure of  denial, 
we must allow ourselves to be vulnerable and 
admit that we, too, are scared for the future. 
Acknowledging our worries is scary in and of  
itself, especially for those who value individu-
al strength and power. But admitting our fear 
also means acknowledging our values, the 
reason for our fright, and finding strength in 
the fact that we care. We all care for different 
things, it’s true—but whether it’s our love for 
people, profits, or national parks, the power 
of  our love is the same.  

This is the common ground that links all 
of  humanity: our ability to fear, and to love. 
From this universal starting point we can offer 
deniers solidarity, and build a global coalition 
for change. We must discuss our shared con-
cerns and values rather than challenge beliefs.  
For we know now, the beliefs of  deniers are 
not rooted in ignorance or greed; they are the 
result of  a fear that motivates us all. Instead 
of  attacking these beliefs and those who hold 
them, we can approach with compassion 
and offer a hand in the dark. We can coax 
deniers away from their instinctive reaction 
to the threat of  climate change, help them to 
overcome the fear of  losing membership in 
a group that is so central to their imagined 

identity. Instead we will empower de-
niers to find their place in 

a 

new group, the common cohort to which all 
humanity belongs. 

Ultimately what defines this team is the 
shared capacity of  all its members to fear, 
but also to love. We are all scared to face the 
reality that climate change may take away 
the things we value, but the fact that we value 
things at all is what will empower us to over-
come this crippling fright. We must inspire 
people to let go of  their desperate denial, 
discover both what they fear and what they 
value and want to protect. Only then can we 
enable people of  all ideologies and beliefs to 
feel a part of  the larger group in which all 
humans have a place. 

To do this, we must begin to tell our sto-
ries, our personal accounts of  love and fear 
of  loss. While it may already be too late for 
me to save Grinnell Glacier, there is hope for 
the rest of  the planet if  I share its story with 
the world. I can talk to people about my fear 
of  losing Grinnell Glacier, and I can describe 
the passion for protecting the environment 
that has kept this fear at bay. By communicat-
ing meaningful stories and values across the 
gap that seems to divide our society in two, 
I and others like me can help deniers find 
what it is they personally want to protect. In 
effect, we can inspire deniers to discover their 
own Grinnell Glaciers, whether that be their 
paycheck, their family, or their home. 
Instead of  pretending they have noth-
ing to lose, suddenly these people 
have a 



reason to care, to acknowledge that climate 
change is real and needs to be addressed. 
There is no changing the fact that it’s fright-
ening, but if  we are there to say that we’re 
scared too, then admitting to fear is not a 
sentence for social exclusion. Instead, it is 
the ticket to joining a larger, stronger human 
team. 

This larger team is exactly what our world 
needs to face our climate crisis, though we 
may convince ourselves our generation has 
the strength to act alone. While there is power 
to be found in the marches and rallies we seem 
to be so fond of  attending, these events won’t 
cure the problem we’re trying to solve. In fact, 
they may amount to giant “echo chambers,” 
amplifying the cries of  our allies but leaving 
deniers just as deaf  to the truth.16  What we 
need is to look beyond the group we have cre-
ated for ourselves—beyond the confines of  
our generation and its activist goals. We need 
a larger drive for action than our generation 
alone can provide if  we want to salvage our 
climate, and our future on this earth. We may 
be determined to create the change we need, 
but we can’t keep this passion to ourselves: we 
must widen our circle to draw in those who 
have shut their eyes to the scary truth. Our 
whole society must change its point of  view 
on climate change, and we can’t afford to wait 
for denial to “die off” with older folks. 

This means engaging with our mothers, 
our fathers, our uncles and our aunts, help-
ing them overcome their fear by sharing the 
things that drive us to overcome our own. 
But it also means reaching out to deniers 
beyond our family circles, engaging with the 
local politicians, teachers and other leaders 
our society respects. It may seem difficult to 
approach such individuals, especially when 

family bonds aren’t present to bridge the ini-
tial gap. In fact, it can be downright scary to 
talk with people whose beliefs are so different 
from the ones our generation holds. But if  
we’re going to challenge deniers to look past 
their fear and accept the truth, we have to be 
willing to fight a fear of  our own. The truth is 
we’re still locked in division, too scared to talk 
with the “other side.” But we must overcome 
this fear, exchange perspectives and advice, 
for climate change demands a solution no 
one perspective can inform. 

 To find this more holistic answer, we must 
do more than march in the street. We must 
carry our marches onward into classrooms, 
churches, and other places where our com-
munities meet. These are forums for discus-
sion we can use to foster change, if  we talk 
and share ideas with the people we once 
fought. We may have different visions of  
the future we hope to create, but we’re all 
striving to reach a better world, where our 
Grinnell Glaciers await. With the warmth 
of  this shared conviction we must melt our 
denial away—for if  we want to defend those 
glaciers, we have a climate of  compassion to 
create.
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into a novel of his own.

Ali Merrill 
English & Textual Studies

Born and raised in a rural area in Maine whose single greatest accolade to date other than 

the Missouri Compromise is a dive-bombing owl known for attacking local cross-country  

skiers,  Ali attended Syracuse in the hopes of attaining a New York edge. She indulges in all 

things murder mystery and aims to enter a field in communications, particularly copyediting. 

Denise Romero
Writing & Rhetoric, English & Textual Studies

Hoping to someday be able to afford an apartment like Charlotte York in New 

York City, Denise is interested in one day being an editor for Penguin Random 

House. She enjoys sarcastic jokes, writing, attempting to cook, watching makeup 

tutorials, and OBVIOUSLY hates the idea of reading and editing for the rest of her life.

Camila Wanderley Mendonça 
Anthropology

Camila is an international student from Brazil who has developed a passion for the world 

and the food it has to offer. She plans to move to Italy in the near future and work with 

travel writing and personal narratives.  Adventure, bad jokes, and snack enthusiast, she hopes 

that one day she’ll be able to explore the entirety of this planet.

Jamie Steinberg
Writing & Rhetoric

Jamie is a native Floridian who loves all things fashion, pop culture, and media. She uses her 

time to read, blog, and shop all while aggressively refreshing Instagram to find the latest 

social media frenzies and trends. Brunch, exploring new places, and traveling with friends 

is on the top of the list of things she loves. She hopes to one day live in New York City, 

working as a children’s book publicist. 

Born and raised in a rural area in Maine whose single greatest accolade to date other than 

the Missouri Compromise is a dive-bombing owl known for attacking local cross-country 

travel writing and personal narratives.  Adventure, bad jokes, and snack enthusiast, she hopes 

that one day she’ll be able to explore the entirety of this planet.
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