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Welcome to ݆Ciǲ̚ Tech Wriǲerں, Volume 14. As the new editors of this journal, we’re thrilled toܺ ܺ ڮ ڮ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ

present a tour through our students’ personal experiences, intellectual adventures, and creativeܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ
experiments. Throughout, you’ll note a desire to forge connections between subjects, time periods,ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ
regions, and methods of achieving social justice. The link between math and fashion comes to the fore;ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ
the humble potato journeys from the 1500’s to the present day; a one-act play explores the familial tiesܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ
linking China and America; and hip-hop joins forces with social media to empower the youth ofܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ
#Blacklivesmatter. Several English students incisively analyze a play (݆Angels in Americaں), explore aܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ڮ ڮ ܺ ܺ ܺ
period (the Harlem Renaissance), and compare a classic film (݆Casablancaں) to its lesser known originalܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ
source. Creative works also thread together mundane acts such as working or strolling down a street,ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ
turning everyday life into poetry.ܺ

We’d like to thank the faculty throughout the College who submitted outstanding writingܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ
from their courses; Professor Peter Fikaris, whose communication design students created an array ofܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ
inventive cover art; and Odalys Punch, whose ​inkwell of inspiration graces this volume’s cover. We’dܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ   ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ
also like to thank Julia Jordan and William Luperena, along with students of the Faculty Commonsܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ
Design Team, Anmol Kaur, Jeremy Renner, and Hoa Vu, who designed posters for ݆Ciǲ̚ TechWriǲerں’sܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ڮ ڮ ܺ
call for submissions.ܺܺ

Our gratitude also extends to Professor Lloyd Carr, the journal’s Art Director, who once againܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ
oversaw the graphics on the cover, and to Bill Linet of United Publishing Group, who produced theܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ
volume with skill and care. Purchasing Agent Marcella Lee and Administrative Coordinator Chiomaܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ
Okoye deserve thanks for their logistical guidance. President Russell Hotzler, Provost Bonne August,ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ
Associate Provost Pamela Brown, Dean Justin Vazquez-Poritz, and Dr. Stephen Soiffer have allܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ
provided affirmation and precious resources: ݆merciں. A special thanks goes to the President’s Executiveܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ
Assistant Marilyn Morrison and Shani Tait-Santana, Assistant to the President. Thanks also to ​Englishܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ   ܺ
Department Chair Nina Bannett for her support and assistance. We’d also like to thank Julieܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ
Bradford, William Lupurena, Lu Xue, and Julia Jordan in Faculty Commons for helping with theܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ
distribution of the volume. We are grateful to English Department Office Assistants Lily Lam andܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ
Selima-Nijah McMillan for being so generous with their time.ܺܺ

A big thank you goes to former editors Suzanne Miller and Megan Behrent, for their vision inܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ
helming past volumes, and for lending invaluable insight and advice as we took the reins for theܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ
present one. Finally, as always, we wish to thank Professor Jane Mushabac, who founded the journal inܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ ܺ
2006, and created a much-needed platform for City Tech’s outstanding student writers.ܺ

ܺ
Lucas Kwong and Mark Noonanܺ
Editors 
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WhaǶ Haǩǩeǖed Ƕǜ Me قك ܺ
Mikhail Iliatovܺ
Prof. Masiello, English 1101ܺ
ܺ
A SǖeeǶch ǜf a Thiǖg كك ڮ ܺܺ
Jillian Careyܺ
Prof. Berger, Communication 1340ܺ
ܺ
RefǜǬǕiǖg MaǖdaǶǜǬͷ MiǖiǕǹǕ SeǖǶeǖciǖg Laͱǯ لك ڮ ܺܺ
Afua Aziza Williamsܺ
Prof. Berger, Communication 1330ܺ
ܺ
HǜǹǬ ShifǶܞكف نك ڮ ܺܺ
Micole Lynchܺ
Prof. Harris, English 092۴1101ܺ
ܺ
۫BǐackLiͰeǯMaǶǶeǬ aǖd EǕǩǜͱeǬiǖgܺ
AfǬicaǖܞAǕeǬicaǖ YǜǹǶh ؿل ڮ ܺܺ
Ariana Brownܺ
Prof. Paruolo, English 1101ܺ
ܺ
AǬǶǯͷ Fiǖe Diǖiǖg fǜǬ MidǶǜͱǖ SǹiǶǯ aǖd Miǐǐeǖǖiaǐǯ فل ڮ ܺܺ
Ellyn Melissa Valdellonܺ
Prof. Urena, Hospitality Management 2305ܺ
ܺ
Fǜǐǐǜͱ Ƕhe PǜǶaǶǜۥ Hǜͱ Oǖe PǐaǖǶ FǜǬeͰeǬ AǐǶeǬed Ƕhe WǜǬǐdܺ نل  ڮ ܺܺ
Nikka Rosensteinܺ
Prof. Zylstra, History 1110ܺ
ܺ
EͶhibiǶiǜǖۥ A LǜͰe LeǶǶeǬ Ƕǜ Neͱ OǬǐeaǖǯ ܺ ول  ڮ ܺܺ
Ekemini Nkantaܺ
Prof. Mońa, African American Studies 1304ܺ
ܺ
The ShifǶiǖg ǜf PǜͱeǬ ǶhǬǜǹghǜǹǶ A݆ngelǫ in AmeǨicaܺ ـم  ڮ ܺܺ
Micaiah Davisܺ
Prof. Saddik, English 2002ܺ
ܺ
DͷǖaǕicǯ ǜf PeǬǯǜǖaǐiǶͷ iǖ Ƕhe WǜǬkǩǐaceܺ كم  ڮ ܺܺ
RenéܞAlex Medas,  ​FMP, LEEDl GSeen ATTociaUeǻɪ
Prof. Rodriguez, Psychology 2404ܺ
ܺ
The CiǶͷ ThaǶ NeͰeǬ SǐeǩǶܺܺۥ
The IǖǶǬǜdǹcǶiǜǖ ǜf Ƕhe HaǬǐeǕ Reǖaiǯǯaǖceܺ هم  ڮ ܺܺ
Maia Bethea Dawsonܺ
Prof. Siranian, English 1101ܺ



Mͷ GǬaǩhic Deǯigǖ CǜǹǬǯe EͶǩeǬieǖce ܺ ؿن  ڮ ܺܺ
Keon Johnsonܺ
Prof. Nicolaou, Communication Design 1100ܺ
ܺ
Biǜǐǜgͷ aǖd PǜͱeǬۥ Hǜͱ PǐaǖǶǯۦ AǖiǕaǐǯܺۦ ܺ
aǖd Diǯeaǯe Chaǖged Ƕhe WǜǬǐdܺ فن ڮ ܺܺ
Sadman Saqib Aliܺ
Prof. Zylstra, History 1110ܺ
ܺ
The Gǜǜdۦ Ƕhe Badۦ aǖd Ƕhe Ugǐͷܺܺۥ
E̓eǨ̚bǘd̚ Cǘmeǫ ǲǘ Rickڡǫ ںͰǯۭ C݆aǫablanca لن ڮ ܺܺ
Gabriel Floresܺ
Prof. Guida, English 2400ܺ
ܺ
FǜǬ The Neͱ Gǹͷǯ ܺ ܺفه
Nicholas J. Pristinaܺ
Prof. Mushabac, English 1141ܺ
ܺ
Tǜ SǹǩǩǜǬǶ iǖ IǖǶeǖǶiǜǖǯ aǖd AcǶiǜǖǯܺۥ
A Meǯǯage Ƕǜ Aǐǐ Wiǐǐiǖg aǖd Uǖͱiǐǐiǖg Maǐeܺܺ
Aǐǐieǯ ǜf Ƕhe WǜǕeǖܭǯ RighǶǯ MǜͰeǕeǖǶܺ ܺقه
Jolly Jamesܺ
Prof. Paruolo, English 2150 
ܺ
Wigǯۥ A HiǯǶǜǬͷ ǜf Cǐaǯǯۦ Race aǖd TeͶǶiǐeǯܺ ܺله
Andrea M St. Louisܺ
Prof. Zimmerman, Business ߘ Technology Of Fashion 2246ܺ ܺ
ܺ
The CǜǯǶ ǜf DeǖǶaǐ CaǬeۥ A MǜdeǬǖܞDaͷ Medicaǐ TǬaͰeǯǶͷ ܺوه
Opal Thomas ܺ
Prof. Matthews, Dental Hygiene 2315ܺܺ
ܺ
TǬadiǶiǜǖaǐ Vaǐǹeǯ Ͱǯۭ MǜdeǬǖ CǹǐǶǹǬe ܺـو
YingYang Zhang ܺ
Prof. Huffman, ESOL 1300ܺ
ܺ
Aǩǹܭǯ LaǯǶiǖg TǬǹǶh ܺكو
G. James Mitchell ܺ
Prof. Korhonen, English 3760ܺ
ܺ
The Bǜͷ iǖ Ƕhe Mǜǜǖ ܺنو
Kay Spitzer ܺ
Prof. DeLeon, African American Studies 1130ܺ
ܺ
ܺ



Uǖiǜǖ SǶۭ ܺهو
Kenet Mejia ܺ
Prof. Mushabac, English 1141ܺ
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Las Mañanitas 

 
Alex Garcia 
 

Sadness flew in the air inside my home; the time had arrived to say our goodbyes. The two-month 
visit of my grandparents had finally come to an end. Today was the last day before tomorrow’s departure. 
Therefore, we figured, why not spend it the best way possible? With the annual Mexico Independence Day 
festival underway at Fifth Avenue, we decided to go. What I didn’t know at the time was that attending this 
festival would be one of the best decisions I ever made, a decision that helped me find a new part of myself. 

As we walked past each stand, gazing through what the people had to offer, my grandpa suddenly 
tugged my sleeve. The great force of his tug emitted an excitement similar to when a kid drags their mother 
back to the toy aisle, after just skipping it. My grandpa is no longer physically stable, and the sudden act of 
such force was surprising enough for me to stop and turn around to figure out what had caught his 
attention. Standing to the left was a group of mariachis playing classical Mexican songs. “That’s exactly how 
I met your grandma. Always asking me to play her a song,” my grandpa said, making me tilt my head to him 
in a confused manner. As far as I knew, he never once laid a finger on a guitar. But according to him, he’s 
known how to play since the age of 14. With the remaining money he had since arriving in New York, he 
purchased a guitar from the stand: a dark brown classical guitar, tinted with red throughout the outline, and 
equipped with clear nylon strings. The bridge was shaped in a sharp curve. A large rose flowed down the 
guitar’s neck, with an Aztec symbol imprinted on the odd frets, and a rosette pattern that especially stood 
out. The guitar screamed Mexico all over it, and considering that that is his home country, I didn’t blame 
him for choosing this particular one.  

My grandfather wrapped the strap of the guitar around my shoulder, and we both decided to find a 
quieter place, since the bass from the speakers blew out loud waves, making it nearly impossible for us to 
communicate. Additionally, the large mob was trapped in between the stands, as people pushed against each 
other with little to no space in between. It felt similar to a maze, since the remaining of my family members 
had unknowingly disappeared deeper inside, without any knowledge of leaving us behind.  

Minutes later, we found ourselves sitting down on the old wooden benches that stood on the 
highest hill of Sunset Park. From this spot, the park gave us the best possible view of the city, from the 
bright blue Freedom Tower reflecting the sun’s radiant smile, to the needle sharp Empire State Building 
nursing the people of New York. Sunset Park always has had something to offer to everybody. It’s a fast-
growing neighborhood that is finally getting the recognition it deserves, and will always welcome 
newcomers—newcomers such as my grandpa, who, I knew, had already grown to like the neighborhood. 
Instead of feeling homesick, he felt home. The large Latin population in this town really helped him to 
become comfortable almost instantly. And the large Mexican festival standing in front of us definitely made 
him feel more at home.   

“Well, what are you waiting for? Play it,” my grandpa joked, as I had the guitar sitting on my lap. 
“I don’t even know where to begin,” I replied, adjusting the guitar as if I was about to play. 
“Doesn’t matter, try it,” he insisted, while reaching into his pocket and taking out a pick for me to 

use. Without thinking, I shrugged my shoulders, took the pick, then strummed the guitar once. Immediately, 
a loud screeching sound emerged, almost as if it had become alive, and begged to not be strummed again. 
My grandpa chuckled as I handed him the pick instead, followed by the guitar. “Watch and learn,” he said. 
He lifted up the guitar using his lap, and then began playing “Las Mañanitas,” a Mexican version of the 
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“Happy Birthday” song. Despite his age, his fingers worked smoothly across the neck of the guitar. With a 
steady pace, he strummed the strings up and down. I froze as I watched him change to different chords, 
studying how his fingers pressed against the strings. The rest was the guitar’s magic. After the song was over, 
he handed the guitar back to me. “Your turn,” he smiled, as I grabbed the guitar with uncertainty and 
prepared myself. Before I could continue, he stopped me and told me to place my fingers in a strange 
position. Then, from that position to another unknown one, he taught me to strum down gently each time. 
Little did I know he was teaching me the basic chords that most songs include: the G, C, A, E and D chords. 
Learning these five simple chords was as simple as learning alphabet letters as a child, but as difficult as 
beginning to write them on paper.  

The daytime sky began to go dim. Still, I was there in the same position, learning these five basic 
chords. I felt an aching pain on my left fingers, as if I’d been using them to collect cactuses. The strings were 
unforgiving as well; each time I pressed down, it felt like a blade cutting each of my fingers open even more. 
But with the support of my grandpa, and a few breaks in between, I continued to practice. Soon, I had 
gotten comfortable to the five chords, now able to play a simple melody pattern using what I had just been 
taught. Afterwards, he introduced me to guitar tabs, which were way easier than playing chords. I asked why 
he didn’t just teach me this from the start, and his reply was, “Just to see you struggle.” Once I learned the 
basics of tabs, he began teaching me the intro to “Las Mañanitas.” Even though it was simple, the transition 
from fret to fret was harder to do than say. With no clue as to how my grandpa managed to stay patient 
through the lesson, I only learned to play the first thirty seconds of the entire two-minute song.  

As I played the intro, I saw the look on my grandpa’s face, smiling as he applauded. “Don’t worry, I 
know you’ll learn the rest soon enough. Just make sure to know how to play the entire song, for when I do 
come back, you’ll play it for my birthday.” I laughed, and nodded as I handed the guitar back. However, he 
refused to grab it. At this point, I was confused and insisted that he played again. “No, no,” he said. “It’s 
yours. Take it home with you, I have plenty back home. Consider it a present from me to you for your 
birthday.” Lost for words, I struggled to even say thank you. I was upset that that night would be his last day 
in New York, but honored that he spent half the day with me. Remembering that tomorrow he was set to 
leave, I knew I was going to miss him now more than ever. Inside, I felt like a hypocrite, because throughout 
the two months he had been here, this was the most time I’d ever spent time with him. My grandpa noticed 
the depressed look on my face, then grabbed the guitar and began to play a happier song named “La 
Bamba.”  

This very moment felt like a movie, as if this entire time there was just a crew of cameramen hiding 
behind the bushes. The setting encouraged this idea; it was now darker, the tall buildings in the city now 
shining brighter than anything else in the park. I’d been living in Sunset Park my entire life, and never had I 
had this type of moment. Even if I didn’t have a picture to remember this day by, I knew I would capture 
this moment always in my mind. Even after the next day, when he went back to Mexico, I continued 
practicing the same song he taught me until I learned it. Because of him, I’m happy when people try new 
things and are encouraged to continue if they have a passion for it. Because of my grandpa, I found a new 
hobby that has followed me till this day.  
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Counterparts  
 
Jessica Alort 
 

It is September of 2012, the beginning of a new school year, and my son Zuriel is going to pre-K in 
a Catholic school in Sunset Park, a low-income neighborhood in Brooklyn. My husband and I have heard 
that public schools in this zone are bad, and because we want my son to have a good education, we have 
decided to send him to Saint Agatha Catholic School. My husband is making a tremendous sacrifice to send 
him there by paying almost 500 dollars a month. The school is located in an old brick building painted in 
ivory; adjacent to the school is the rectory and the church. The church is big, and the windows are tinted in 
different colors. The walls are decorated with religious statues, and the altar is just a table covered with a 
long white fabric with a Bible on top, but underneath it is always decorated with colorful flowers like 
chrysanthemums, daisies, carnations, and red and white roses. The school is old and sometimes cold. The 
heat is not strong enough to keep such an old big building warm. Chairs and tables are very old-fashioned. It 
seems that the school hasn’t replaced them in decades; I have the same impression about the teachers. The 
only young teacher in the building is Ms. De Vilio, the pre-K teacher. I couldn’t be happier to see my son 
going to her class.                                 

Catholic schools require parents to volunteer twenty hours a year or pay a service fee, so I decided 
to volunteer to save that money. By June of 2013, I have completed many more than twenty hours. By now, 
I know everybody in the school and everybody knows me. School is over, and my husband and I are still 
thinking that the Catholic school is the best choice for my son. 

 
It is July 2013 and I am cooking at home when the phone rings. Lisa, one of the school’s 

administrators, calls to ask me if I want to work as a Kindergarten teacher’s aide the following school year in 
exchange for Zuriel’s tuition.  

“That’s fantastic, Lisa, of course I accept!”  
This will give me the opportunity not only to be close to my kids but also to learn the language, 

since I speak very little English. All the English background I have is from two months I spent in London 
and a few months of English classes in the American Language Communication Center (ALCC), an English 
school in Manhattan.  

 
I come from a working-class family in Peru. In March of 1998, I left the nest to go to Switzerland to 

learn French and make some money to pay for my college education, because my parents couldn’t finance 
the expenses. I first planned to stay there only two years, but things didn’t go as planned. I ended up living 
in Switzerland for almost eight years. 

Back in 2002, while I was living in Switzerland, I decided to go to London because I wanted to learn 
English. English is very important, and sooner or later, I was going to need it to pursue my education. I 
saved some money, paid for my English school and housing for two months, and bought my airplane ticket 
to London. I got to know the city very well since I stayed there for two months doing nothing else but 
studying English and being a tourist. I had a good time getting to know all the museums, Big Ben, 
Buckingham Palace, Camden Place, and many other places. After completing my language adventure in 
London, I went back to Switzerland to return to my job in the cafeteria of a gym in Lausanne. 
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In December 2003, I came to the United States to visit Pedro, one of my best friends from Peru. 
We both come from the same neighborhood in Callao, and we were very close until I left my country. I 
learned he had traveled to the United States, and in those day our ways of communication were limited. 
Facebook wasn’t invented yet, and email was still something difficult for us since we didn’t grow up 
immersed in this technology. I finally got in contact with him after almost fifteen years. We stayed in touch 
almost every week until he invited me to visit New York—all expenses paid. This sounded good. I planned 
my vacation for that year and came to New York.  

My visit only lasted twelve days, but those twelve days were enough to change the course of my life. 
We fell in love, and for two years I traveled back and forth between Switzerland and the United States. Then 
in March of 2005, I decided to move permanently to the United States. I was excited to start a new life in 
Ozone Park, Brooklyn, and I wanted to learn more English.  

In September of that year, I found out I was expecting my first child. Zuriel was born in July of 
2006, so I quit school and moved with my husband to a bigger apartment. Since then, I’ve been dedicated to 
taking care of my family. 
 

It is September 2013, the first day of school. Today is not only my son’s first day in Kindergarten 
and my chance to work in his class, but also the day that my daughter starts pre-K in Ms. De Vilio’s class. 
After the bell rings and all the students are escorted to their classrooms, I run to the office to receive 
instructions for the day. Mrs. Oliva, the secretary, says. “Go to Mrs. Serrano’s class. She is waiting for you.”  

I have been in this room several times, but I have never seen the classroom in detail. Everything in 
the classroom is colorful–chairs, tables, even the foam mat. The walls have plenty of charts: ABC’s, 
numbers, upper and lower cases, animals, shapes, and colors. There is also a little room that the teacher 
keeps closed during the day. The classroom is divided into two parts by several bookshelves. Mr. Serrano 
gave the bookshelves to his wife about a year ago when his company refurnished his office. One side of the 
room is designated for tables, chairs, lunch boxes, coats, book packs, and books. On the other side is Mrs. 
Serrano’s desk, and the foam mat seating area is meant for the morning’s teaching routine where the kids 
learn the months of the year, days of the week, numbers, and sight words from the smartboard. My desk is 
in the middle of the room by the windows between the two divisions. 

 I know Mrs. Serrano is from Trinidad and that her parents brought her to the United States when 
she was ten. Parents at school think she is from the Dominican Republic, maybe because people like to 
make assumptions depending on the color of your skin.  

Mrs. Serrano has a very strong personality and wants everything to be perfect. Every year the school 
prepares a Christmas show. This is an opportunity for families to see their kids perform and for the school 
to raise some money. Mrs. Serrano is responsible for producing the show. She collects all the information 
concerning the show, such as exactly what the kids are going to perform, and insists that every teacher make 
sure that the lyrics are “clean” (no bad words). She also makes the rehearsal schedule, requiring everybody to 
arrive to rehearsal at the exact time.  

She then chooses a teacher to be responsible for the scenography. This year it’s Mr. Wang, but 
because he is new and doesn’t know what the stage should look like, he asks me for help. He knows I like to 
decorate. When Mrs. Serrano finds out, she intervenes. “That’s not your job,” she says to me. “Let him do 
what he needs to do.”  

I sometimes don’t like the way she talks to me or the way she looks at people. The first week, she 
asked me, “Do you understand what I’m saying?”  

“Sure, I may not talk too much, but I listen and understand what you say.” 
She then made a face. Maybe she assumed that I didn’t talk much because I didn’t understand 

English.   
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It is December and almost all my work for the year is done. I have created a morning routine for the 

kids, from putting their stuff away, to choosing three kids per week to give out the coloring books, to taking 
them in small groups to the restrooms. I have cut templates for the year and separated them by month. I 
have opened the useless closet and transformed it into the new lunch box and coat room organized by 
names, and I have even changed the layout of the classroom. We are no longer divided by the old metal 
bookshelves.  

I have tried my best to do a good job, and Mrs. Serrano seems to appreciate it. She even makes a 
comment about how organized, clean, and open the classroom looks. I take that as a compliment, but she is 
still reluctant to become my friend. I don’t expect that; I’m there to do my job.  

 
Sometimes, the atmosphere is tense between Mrs. Serrano and me because we disagree on certain 

things. One day we got a new student, a little girl from China. The school is located in the Chinese 
neighborhood of Sunset Park. I know that the Chinese kids who come to this school often are born in the 
United States but are sent to China when they are around two years old to live with their grandparents. Then 
they return to the United States to start Kindergarten. There are two reasons for this: first, the kids are sent 
to China because their parents can’t take care of them and childcare in New York City is too expensive. The 
parents send their children to live with the grandparents while they make some money and get financially 
ready to support their kids when they come back to start Kindergarten. Additionally, the parents know that 
the best way to create a strong bond between their children and their language and culture is by sending 
them to live in China.  

As a parent, I cannot begin to imagine the pain of being separated from my kids.  
This girl is one of several students who don’t speak English in class. The fact that some of her 

students don’t speak English well irritates Mrs. Serrano, because she can’t keep up with her teaching. She 
sometimes gives up on these kids because there is no way for her to communicate with them, but I know 
what it is to be misunderstood due to language differences. I have experienced this terrible feeling when I 
went to Switzerland and didn’t speech French and when I went to London and didn’t speak English. Being 
an immigrant myself, I empathize with these kids. I can’t understand why she can’t feel some empathy with 
them, since she is also an immigrant. This might come from the fact that she comes from another English-
speaking country and didn’t have to confront those language challenges. 

I propose making a group with the kids who don’t speak English and teaching them to read as I did 
with my daughter. Surprisingly, she accepts, but not for long. After a few weeks, she abruptly decides to stop 
the help I was giving to the kids. When I ask her why she doesn’t want me to continue, as the kids are doing 
better in school, she again says to me in an arrogant fashion, “I will not argue with you.”  

This is the second time she has treated me like nothing. I can’t accept this anymore, so I leave the 
classroom and go to the kitchen where I find Mr. Carlos and Mr. David, the two school custodians. When I 
start crying, they know that something is going on.  

 “Why does she have to be so mean?” I ask. “She doesn’t appreciate what I do. I don’t get well paid 
for what I’m doing, and I’m still doing my best.”  

“Be patient my dear. She’s a good person, but she’s sometimes possessed by her bad temper.” Mr. 
David starts laughing, and so do I. After I drink a coffee, I go back to the classroom.  

 
It is February and Mrs. Serrano will be out of school for a couple of weeks while she recovers from 

surgery. Mr. Wang will substitute for her, but Mr. Wang is the computer teacher. He is young, and he 
doesn’t know anything about kindergarteners.  
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I end up leading the class for two weeks, and Mr. Wang is my assistant. I know the routine, but 
cutting paper, putting kids’ folders in their backpacks, and taking them to the restroom is something he has 
probably never done before. Not knowing the kids’ names makes all this more complicated for him. 

After Mrs. Serrano is back on her duties, she lets me know how grateful she is that I took care of 
her class. She is now treating me in a different way. She asks me how I feel, how my weekend was, and what 
my summer plans are. I believe this is her way of showing appreciation.  

  
At the end of February, she asks me a question. “Have you ever had Zuriel tested for problems with 

attention?” 
 “No, never. Should I?” 
I can tell from the way she asks me this question that she is in concerned about Zuriel and feels that 

something may not be right. 
“Have you noticed he is always looking out the window?” 
“I have noticed he gets distracted, but this be could true of any kid of his age.” 
How could she know something is wrong with my kid? I’m supposed to know better; I’m the 

mother! I know my son has some speech delays, but I never imagined confronting a situation like my son 
needing to be tested for learning issues. I must call the pediatrician; he should know better. 

On the day of the appointment, Dr. Carvin asks me questions about Zuriel. “Does Zuriel take a lot 
of time to finish his homework?” “Does he constantly repeat the same question?” “Does he make careless 
mistakes or speak nonsense?” I respond “yes” to all his questions. 

What does this mean? 
Dr. Carvin tells me that my son could have ADHD, but he would like to refer me to a specialist, Dr. 

Hassan, a neurologist who specializes in kids with ADHD. All of this is new for me. I heard about ADHD, 
or attention deficit disorder, a few years ago, but I believed that only excessively active kids could have 
ADHD. My son is completely the opposite; I would describe him as a daydreamer. 

Dr. Hassan asks me the same questions Dr. Carvin asked me a few days before and a few others. 
After I answer all his questions, he is ready to give me the diagnosis. “Yes, Zuriel has ADHD, but the 
inattentive type.” This means that Zuriel is unable to focus for a long period of time, and he is unable to stay 
on or easily move from one task to another. This can affect his grades, or worse, his self-esteem.  

What type of diagnosis is this? In the appointment he never turns to look at my son or examine him 
at any moment. 

He explains to me the medications that are available on the market and prescribes one of these to 
Zuriel. I take the prescription even though I want to keep my son away from those medications and 
schedule an appointment for a follow-up. 

The next day I tell Mrs. Serrano what the doctor has confirmed. “He has ADHD,” I say. I’m so sad 
wondering if my son will be OK.  

“He will be OK,” Mrs. Serrano reassures me. How could she be so sure? “I know what you’re going 
through.” It turns out her son has ADHD. She has done her best to make him succeed, but it is hard work. 

 
It is April and Zuriel is taking medication every day before going to school. I have done a lot of 

research, and this seems to be the only solution. Mrs. Serrano doesn’t agree with me. She doesn’t like to see 
Zuriel so quiet. Neither do I, but I’m giving it a try. She allows me to have some one-on-one time with 
Zuriel during classwork. I’m doing my best, but nothing has changed. He is still inattentive, so I decide to 
take him off medication. 
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Mrs. Serrano recommends that I take Zuriel to see a specialist at St. John’s University in Queens, 
where she took her son many years ago to be diagnosed. I hesitate because I can’t handle more bad news. 
We’ll see next year.  

By May, Mrs. Serrano is friendlier. She sincerely appreciates my work in her classroom; she lets me 
know that I am doing a good job, and she tells me she is happy that I will work in her classroom next year. 
By the end of the month, we start having more personal conversations. I know more about her family and 
she knows more about mine.  

It is June, graduation day, and the children are moving up to first grade well-prepared. The kids who 
speak Chinese are doing better. Mrs. Serrano and I have overcome our differences for the sake of the kids in 
kindergarten. We have made a good team. We are now planning things for next year. I truly appreciate all I 
have learned from her, from our conversations, and from our arguments also. We have found we have more 
things in common than differences. She is a dedicated mother and a disciplined person, and so am I. I 
learned that she is not arrogant; she is exquisite, and sometimes very intense. She has taught me a lot in 160 
days. We have had to see each other every day, Monday to Friday, from 8:00 a.m. to 3:00 p.m. We think it 
would a good idea to get together over the summer, since she has free time: school is over, her husband is at 
work, and her kids are with their friends. Our relationship has changed for the good; we have created a 
bond, and I can call this “friendship.” I can’t wait to see what next year will bring us.  
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Usage of Mathematics in Fashion Design  
 
Arsha Attique 
    
 Fashion design is a new term for a process that has existed for centuries, the development of 
clothing. History shows various steps and processes used to design garments worn then and now. With time, 
the structure of garments, and specific practices of the process, have included and excluded many forms. 
One thing that has always remained constant, however, is the use of mathematics, which helps execute the 
garment’s desired form and structure. 

Designers often use geometric form to create a shape or graphic pattern. One of the most critical 
parts of the fashion design is the shape, whether it is the geometric shapes used to produce the look or the 
final product. “A shape is a standard or universally recognized spatial form like a circle or a triangle that 
helps the viewer identify various objects” (Bell and Ternus, 2015, 61). The most widely used geometric 
forms are round and oval since it represents a whole form; however, designs are constructed in complex 
ways to create unique designs. In literal terms, the final look may be constructed with the use of ovals, 
circles, triangles, quadrilaterals or other shapes in complex ways. Body shapes, such as hourglass or pear 
shapes, are used to experiment with specific garment styles, which may accentuate specific features. With the 
help of these forms, the garments appear to give the illusion of complex designs otherwise difficult to 
achieve.  

Moreover, fashion designers must initially find the correct measurements to achieve the desired look 
with the right proportions, defined as “the relationship between apparent size, mass, scale, or optical weight 
of two or more objects” (Bell and Ternus, 57). Designers want to make sure that the final look will slip on to 
the wearer without any complications. “Proportion is the relationship between apparent size, mass, scale, or 
optical weight of two or more objects” (Bell and Ternus, 2015, 57). In fashion design, paying attention to the 
proportion means that once the garment’s look is completed, it will still measure to the wanted scale. It is 
crucial for the garment to stay in its correct size, since, according to Bell and Ternuss, “size is all about 
proportion, ration, mass, or scale” (62).  

Patterns, which create illusions or symbolism, also play an important role in clothing. Patterns can 
be “nature, man-made objects, imagination, [or] symbolism” (Rigdon). In the Metropolitan Museum of Art, 
the exhibition Heavenly Bodies consisted of “fashion and the Catholic imagination” embodied with religious 
motifs: cross signs, holy pictures, saints, mosaics. For many religious designs, the use of lines is prominent. 
“Lines guide the eyes to a feature or linear element that sets a mood. Long horizontal lines can suggest calm 
and stability, for example. Jagged lines can convey a sense of excitement and movement” (Bell and Ternus, 
59).  

Fashion designers also experiment with symmetry and asymmetry. Symmetry is when one part or 
half of an object is precisely the same as the other(s), producing a mirror-like reflection. In contrast, 
asymmetry means that one part or half is not the same as the other(s). The garment itself could be 
symmetrical or asymmetrical, with the lengths and cuts on one half being similar to, or different from, the 
other half.  

However, there can be times when the garment is symmetrical or asymmetrical, but the shapes, 
patterns, lines, and other elements being used will be or not be the same. Asymmetry could be what is used 
or where the designs in the garment are positioned.  
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Finally, fashion designers use math to find out how much content is needed for the desired look. 
The designer might be looking for the right amount of fabric, since an inappropriate amount might make the 
garment look ill-fitted, shorter or longer than desired. The designer might need to know how much thread is 
required, and how many beads, sequins, or embellishment will be used to fill up the desired areas. Quantity is 
just as significant as quality. 

Historically, social hierarchy may have played a significant role in determining when and how math 
was used in fashion. Before the Industrial Age, the upper social class would wear many layers of garments 
for one look, whereas the lower social class had limited quantity and quality of clothing. However, post-
Industrial Age machinery and technology helped mass-produce clothing. Today, fashion designing massively 
relies on the use of math. The use of geometric forms, units of conversion, and other areas of math help 
today’s artists to visualize a 2D sketch and transform it into a 3D sculpted look. Those pursuing a degree 
and career in fashion design are required to take mathematics to gain an understanding of sketch-to-
structure form.  
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The Right to Health Care 

 
Carol Lee 
 
 Maintaining a hale and hearty lifestyle can be difficult but achievable. However, many individuals fail 
to obtain a healthy lifestyle because of one reason: the inaccessibility of quality health care, made worse by 
exorbitant fees and strenuous approval process. The right to health care would provide protection for all 
individuals and ensure a basic, yet vital, aspect of survival. 
 As Atul Gawande writes, in 1813, Congress approved and passed the Vaccine Act, through which 
“a National Vaccine Agent was appointed to maintain stocks of vaccine and supply it to any American who 
requested it. The government was soon providing free vaccine for tens of thousands of people each year” 
(14). According to PBS, new medical procedures and services were introduced to American health care in 
the 20th century. The 70,000 doctors present within the country began performing “…. [surgeries which 
were] now common, especially for removing tumors, infected tonsils, appendectomies and gynecological 
operations. Doctors [were] no longer expected to provide free services to all hospital patients” (1). However, 
while the Social Security Act was passed in the 1930s, it excluded health care. Many Americans pressured 
“…. the Roosevelt Administration [for health insurance], but politics [began] to be influenced by internal 
government conflicts over priorities. Against the advice of insurance professionals, Blue Cross [began] 
offering private coverage for hospital care in dozens of states” (“PBS- Healthcare Crisis: Healthcare 
Timeline”). Since the 1950s, Americans who are financially eligible have been able to purchase private 
insurance, and those who need welfare services have been able to use it. As the number of full-time doctors 
increased from 55% to 69% in 1960, President Lyndon Johnson introduced and enacted both Medicare and 
Medicaid (“PBS- Healthcare Crisis: Healthcare Timeline” 1). By 1970, healthcare costs inflated, “…. partially 
due to unexpectedly high Medicare expenditures, rapid inflation in the economy, expansion of hospital 
expenses and profits, and changes in medical care including greater use of technology, medications, and 
conservative approaches to treatment” (“PBS- Healthcare Crisis: Healthcare Timeline” 1).  

However, in 1986, “Congress passed the Emergency Medical Treatment and Active Labor Act 
(EMTALA) …. which established criteria for emergency services and criteria for safe transfer of patients 
between hospitals,” (“Patients’ Rights” 1). With the enactment of the EMTALA, all hospitals had to provide 
medical attention and treatment to patients until they were ready for discharge. It also ensured that 
physicians and hospitals would follow the EMTALA because “[both physicians and hospitals] [could] be 
penalized up to $50,000 for each knowing violation of the law,” (“Patients’ Rights” 1). The cost of health 
care rose again in 1990; however, this time, it did so “at double the rate of inflation,” (“PBS- Healthcare 
Crisis: Healthcare Timeline” 1). Americans pushed for reform within the healthcare system, but healthcare 
reform legislations failed to pass. In 2013, Gawande points out, “the Affordable Care Act was passed to 
serve a similar purpose [to the 1813 Vaccine Act]: to provide all Americans with access to the life-preserving 
breakthrough of our generation” (14). However, as the prices of medical treatment and health insurance 
continue to rise in 2019, it’s evident that the right to healthcare is not a universal, or in this case, national, 
belief.  

Opponents of the right of healthcare claim that it is a concept that “doesn’t just pop into existence. 
It stems from individuals’ intellectual achievements and productive abilities” (Dunn 2). Adding on to this 
claim, opponents believe that all doctors and individuals working within the medical field spend years in 
school becoming certified medical professionals. Therefore, they deserve to be compensated rightfully, 
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justifying the costly price tag of medical treatment. However, regardless of compensation issues, or the fact 
that the “…. 45 million Americans without health insurance [are young and in good health],” health 
insurance, or even basic health, is a human right (Tanner 1). The United Nations Committee on Economic, 
Social, and Cultural Rights states, “Health is a fundamental human right indispensable for the exercise of 
other human rights. Every human being is entitled to the enjoyment of the highest attainable standard of 
health conducive to living a life in dignity” (Gostin 2). In other words, the right to health has no exceptions, 
nor does it have any limitations.  

Viewing health insurance and basic healthcare as an entitlement strictly for those who are financially 
stable enough to afford it not only damages the public health of individuals, but also damages the economic 
well-being of the country. Many people do not see the importance in accessibility to healthcare, and often 
overlook this matter. “Those without insurance do not receive preventive care, seeking treatment only when 
they fall ill, often times in the most costly of venues—the emergency room. As all physicians know, 
prophylaxis is generally cheaper, and virtually always more effective, than treatment. This is why [individuals 
are] vaccinate[d] …. against infectious diseases, for example” (Turka and Caplan 1). Adding on to the costly 
visits to the emergency room, typically speaking, most patients in those venues are unable to pay off the 
costly treatment. “Needless emergency room visits made by the ill who have no other way to obtain health 
care tax an already overstrained system. Thus, the price of 50 million uninsured is crowded emergency 
rooms (making it difficult for hospital staff to deal with ‘real’ emergencies); poor health indices; too many 
preventable deaths; and, among developed nations, higher morbidity and mortality, especially among 
children and the mentally ill” (Turka and Caplan 1). The consequences that uninsured individuals face are 
detrimental and aren’t only limited to them; ultimately, the issues that they face end up affecting society and 
the general public.  

Although most hospitals and medical providers seek to provide medical care to individuals who are 
not in full health, many health insurance providers seem to object to it. By making the fees and rates of 
health insurance costly, health insurance companies show lack of concern for the well-being of individuals, 
and interest only in financial gain. Maria Dutton, a forty-seven-year-old woman, can attest to this statement. 
She was “diagnosed with chronic fatigue syndrome and depression. She became addicted to opioids 
prescribed for her joint pains and was started on methadone …. doctors figured out what the problem was: 
sarcoidosis, an inflammatory condition that produces hardened nodules in organs throughout the body. The 
doctors gave her medication, and the nodules shrank away” (Gawande 2). Dutton stated that the health 
insurance covered by her husband’s employer “paid out two hundred thousand dollars. But [she and her 
husband] paid out, too ... the Duttons’ annual costs reached fifteen thousand dollars ... Then one day in 2001 
[Maria’s husband, Joe] fell down two flights of stairs, resulting in a severe concussion…. Given the health-
care costs and his loss of income, the couple ran out of money” (Gawande 2). Maria and Joe Dutton’s 
unfortunate encounter with the healthcare system proves that, although healthcare is present within the 
United States, it doesn’t cater to everyone’s medical and financial needs. 
 Increased access to health care would do more than addressing financial costs. Gawande writes, 
“Medical discoveries have enabled the average American to live eighty years or longer, and with a higher 
quality of life than ever before. Achieving this requires access not only to emergency care but also, crucially, 
to routine care” (12). Widening the accessibility of healthcare would also lengthen the lifespan of all 
individuals. As more individuals find cures to their medical complications, the quicker they can resolve the 
problem and assist others who are in the same situation as them. In addition, the quicker a cure is 
discovered, the easier it is to identify and hopefully prevent the same complication from taking place. 
Accessibility to healthcare is not only a benefit to those who are seeking medical attention. By teaching those 
in and out of the medical field how to treat medical dilemmas, it is a benefit to everyone, including future 
generations that will come.  
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You’re a Blessing 
 
Quamel Watson 
    
  
(This essay won the first place Walter-Scanlon Creative Non-Fiction Award, for the 2018 Literary Arts Festival Writing 
Competition at City Tech.) 
 

On a summer day in the Fort Greene projects of Brooklyn where I’m from, I was sitting with a 
friend in my mother’s home talking about school shopping. I wanted some more clothes, since that fall was 
my first year of high school. So, I called my grandmother to ask her for 500 dollars. She told me she’d give it 
to me on one condition. I had to look after my great grandmother, who had recently moved in with my 
grandmother. I agreed to it. For me, it was a win-win to get some money just for babysitting.  

I’m going to give you a little history about where this all took place. My grandmother lives in the 
Van Dyke Apartments in Brownsville. As you walk up to this huge building, you see reddish, brownish 
bricks. On the side of the building, you see a parking lot, and to your left, you see a red sign that says, 
"Welcome to New York City Housing Authority Brownsville.” You then walk up to these big silver doors, 
and once you enter, you see big red elevators that take you from the first to the thirteenth floor. Once you 
enter, you are also usually hit with the smell of urine, like hot garbage on a summer day. When you get to the 
seventh floor, there’s a long hallway, sometimes creepy with flickering lights, and silent at times. Other 
times, there’s a lot of noise and it’s full of drama. 

Once you get to my grandmother’s door, you enter and hear the bell chimes on the door. To the 
right, you see paper towels, Ensures, adult diapers and juices, all stacked from the bottom of the floor to the 
top of the ceiling–all the things my great grandmother needed. Further in, you see three couches, a fish tank, 
a huge flat screen TV, a kitchen table, and plants everywhere. In the living room, you see two Degrees from 
New York City College of Technology–one for my great grandmother and one for my grandmother. (They 
both graduated from there, along with my mom.) You feel like you are in a Betty Boop convention. I mean 
dolls, statues, candles, clothing and even computer covers. Besides the fact that Ms. Boop was everywhere, 
there were little knick-knacks all over the place of Disney characters–Bugs Bunny, Daffy, Popeye, Porky the 
Pig, Pluto, Snoopy, Lola, and Garfield. These childlike things filled the room with color and life.  

Even though the apartment was full of life, there also was a feeling of this kind of happy/sadness. It 
came from knowing that my great grandmother was, by the grace of God, still here, but also knowing that 
she had been diagnosed with dementia.  

When the day came for me to look after my great grandmother, I wasn’t nervous at all. This is my 
family, so taking care of her should be no biggie. But when my grandmother started telling me about some 
of the things to look out for, my nerves started kicking in, and boy I could feel myself sweating. She told me, 
“Monkey, you must pay attention. Make sure if she gets up from her bed, she doesn’t hurt herself and check 
on her throughout the night.”  

“Monkey” is the nickname my grandmother and I have for each other after an asthma attack almost 
killed me as a kid and left me very skinny. At the time, I was walking like a little monkey, she says. 

“Monkey,” I ask, “what if she gets up and has to use the bathroom?” My grandmother replies that 
she shouldn’t need to since she used the bathroom before she went to bed. Then I ask the question I 
should’ve asked from the beginning, “Monkey, what does MAMA have?”  

Lucas Kwong
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“Dementia,” she says. “This makes her go back into a childlike state of mind.” I just stared at her 
and didn’t really understand. 

That first night was fine; she slept through the night, and I felt good knowing she was safe. After 
that, my grandmother asked me to watch her if she had an event to go to or just needed someone she 
trusted. No problem for me, I said, because for the couple of times I looked after my great grandmother, 
there weren’t any problems. I remember on a certain night it was raining and I was watching TV. As she 
slept and after her home attendant left is where the bonding started. 

We would put newspaper on the floor, so if she got up from her bed, we could hear her through the 
night. This particular night she got up and I’m thinking it was just that. I remember my grandmother saying, 
“If she gets up, just put her back to bed. She does it all the time and will go back to sleep.” 

Well I looked back there to see what was happening. “Oh my God,” is all I could say. There was 
shit everywhere! On the floors, walls, her bed, and all over her nightgown. The first thing that came to mind 
was, what am I going to do?  

I ran to my cell phone and was about to call my grandma. Then something or some voice came over 
me and I heard something like God himself say, “She cleaned your crap when you were a child; now it’s time 
for you to pay back your dues.”  

So, I got the gloves and told her it was going to be OK as I cleaned everything off the floor and 
walls, and changed her sheets, and got her another gown. I took a deep breath and went to the bathroom. I 
placed her on the toilet while I cleaned up the mess. I turned on the shower and placed her in it, then sat her 
on the handicap stool, which had four steel legs and a gray seat with back support, so she wouldn’t fall over. 
She sat down and I started washing her off; I did not look at her with anger or embarrassment. In my mind, 
at that moment, she was just like a baby that made a mistake; you have to smile and say it’s OK.  

After I got her dried up dressed in clean clothes, I put on her baby powder and her Victoria’s Secret 
(Love Spell) fragrance. “I smell good," she said and we both chuckled. I laid her down in her bed and sat in 
the corner in the big green chair in her room until she fell asleep. That night this was my biggest 
responsibility yet, and I didn’t need any help with her.  

My grandmother returned and I told her what had happened. She got really silent and tears filled her 
eyes. “Monks, I thank you so much. You’re a blessing and I now know you can handle her.” A warm feeling 
came over me as I hugged my grandmother and smiled. 

I saw my great-grandmother way more after that, close to every two weeks. Now I’m talking to her 
way more and showing her pictures. She would remember some things, but mostly she would ramble and 
just go back to her childhood. Great-grandmother comes from Galveston, Texas, and is from a large family–
eleven brothers, two of whom were stillborn, and one sister. She would say things like, “Tell Frankie I said 
to go get the ball.” Frankie is one of her twelve siblings, the only one who is still alive.  

We would spend a whole lot of time looking at pictures that would trigger memories, like the 
picture of uncle Frank when he was a young boy in the army. I can see the USA flag in the background and 
a muscular man in a black uniform with patches over it. She just came out of nowhere and said, “Frankie’s 
coming home for a visit.”  

“Oh he is,” I would say. “Are you happy?” 
 “Oh yeah," she said and laid back in her chair. Just like that her mind went somewhere else. 
It was amazing to me how her brain worked. One minute she can tell you a whole story, and then 

it’s like a light switch goes off, and she’s back in the past saying she must go pick up her children, who are in 
their 50s by now, from school. (One daughter has even passed away.) At first, it would get me a little upset, 
but after a while I learned dementia is not curable, so I should take my time with her and get used to it. Then 
I learned to follow her lead and either piggyback off of what she was talking about or ask her certain 
questions that wouldn’t over work her mind.  
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I learned all about her food and medicines. One time I even stopped the home attendant from 
giving her the wrong medicine that the pharmacy had given her by mistake. I yell, “Nooooooooooooooooo, 
do those look like the same pills she takes every day?” The home attendant looked at me like I had a bug on 
my face. “The pills she takes are all white,” I said. “Do those look all white?” 

“Oh my God,” she replied. “I didn’t even see that.” 
I shook my head and called my grandmother to tell her the situation. She reassured me she would 

get to the bottom of it. I said to myself, Thank God I was here. 
              Our bond got so close that I would go to my grandmother’s house just to see her. I would even 
make up excuses to my friends to hang out with her. I was excited to learn more about her and some of her 
great old times in Texas. It was like I was back in the 1930s and could see their house and smell the fresh 
chocolate cookies her mom would make. I could also see her pain when she talked about the flood that 
washed away our family’s first home in Galveston, which we still have because her father rebuilt it. We lost a 
lot of family. I could feel the pain in her story like I was there myself, and a chill came over my body.  

I loved her stories and our time together. Our bond got stronger, and my grandmother would call 
me and say, “The home attendant said she is looking for you.” My great-grandmother would call me “the 
boy” because she couldn’t remember my name. I thought that I couldn’t cure her, but as long as she 
remembered something about me, I did my job and I knew I made some type of connection.  

Over the course of our time together, I started to notice changes in her body, her speech, her eating 
and just her everyday habits. I could see she wasn’t swallowing her food anymore and that her weight had 
gone down. She couldn’t really talk anymore and was wheelchair bound. It was like she was a whole other 
person now. Between the disease and her medicine, she was zombie-like, and made me think how fast things 
can change.  

We shared a bond till she passed in 2016. Even after her death I learned that she taught me way 
more than I could imagine, such as patience. I remember before I would see younger people walk through 
the door before an elderly person and not even hold the door. I would see them on the bus and not even get 
up, just curse and be flat-out disrespectful. Now I hold the doors for my elders, whether they’re taking their 
time or just walking slowly.  

I learned to have great respect for home attendants, because they take care of other people’s family 
members. They put up with a lot of feisty attitudes and misunderstood people.  

I also have come to realize that society has a long way to go since we see more and more cases of 
people with dementia or mental illness. We may never know what will happen to us, but I know that the 
bond you build with family is priceless, a spirit like a song that touches you. I see now that life doesn’t owe 
you anything, or care how cute you are, or how smart. But what you put out, you will get back. Finally, I 
learned that you must respect all your elders. I mean that they have knowledge and can help you understand 
the world better. 

 
 
 
 
 





Lucas Kwong
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i wouldst has’t given thee desdemona by anon, but thee just hadst to beest the impatient typeth of guy. I’ll 
meeteth thee in hell,” before deleting his Twitter account out of rage. His last thoughts would how 
everything was in the palm of his hand and it was exceedingly executed, but now it was all ruined. 
 After his conversation with Brabantio, Desdemona, and the Venetian senate, Othello would 
immediately get on a handheld device and search to see if there is any internet access in the area. Finding 
reception, he launches Skype and instantly calls his parents. It would be one of the routine things he would 
be asked to do, since his parents do not physically see their son as much anymore. Othello might be a great 
commander, but they are still worried sick about him, constantly wondering if he has met his end on the 
battlefield. It is always when they see his smiling face that they know he is still alive and well. They discuss 
the usual topics, such as where Othello was and if he has been taking good care of himself these past few 
months. The conversation only changes when they speak about his love life. They know how crazily in love 
their son was with Desdemona, as he would always speak about her whenever the opportunity presented 
itself. This time around, Othello speaks about the confrontation that he had earlier with his father-in-law, 
and how he grew to become more attached to Desdemona after she defended him against her own father. 
Even though Brabantio has given him unsettling advice concerning Desdemona’s loyalty, Othello’s parents 
state that marriage has its own hurdles and he should concentrate on making his wife happy. Later, Othello 
launches Skype and calls his longtime friend and subordinate, Iago. Instead of giving the guidance that 
Othello wishes to hear, Iago responds in a cold but in an extremely blunt fashion, stating that Cassio and 
Desdemona were probably having a relationship behind Othello’s back. Othello enlists Iago’s assistance to 
get back at both Cassio and Desdemon, ends the Skype call, and storms off into the night. At a much later 
time, Othello launches Skype, perhaps for the final time, and contacts his parents to discuss what has been 
happening. Straightaway, his parents realize that their son is distraught, calling Desdemona a whore, blaming 
Cassio for his wife’s unfaithfulness, and recruiting Iago. Frightened by their son’s change, they attempt to 
convince their son to back away from this dark path. Regrettably, it falls on deaf ears. Filled with nothing but 
rage and jealousy, Othello cuts the Skype call. Later that night, he goes to where Desdemona slept and 
moved to suffocate her, forever sealing his fate. 
 It was a typical day for Desdemona. Being the wife of a distinguished general meant that she did not 
get the chance to see her husband often, but that was a worthy sacrifice. As such, she regularly goes on 
Facebook whenever she is finished with her house chores and whatever business she needed to attend. Just 
recently, she had the extraordinary fortune of seeing her husband and had the honor of defending him 
against her own father. Afterward, Desdemona updated her Facebook status to “I hath met mine own 
husband the present day and combated ‘gainst mine own fath’r f’r that gent. T’wast w’rth it, nay questions 
hath asked. At which hour I did see that gent, I hath fallen in love with that gent all ov’r again.” At the 
conclusion of the handkerchief fiasco, Desdemona promptly goes on Facebook and updates her status: ‘I’m 
in earnest confused. Wherefore hast Othello lash’d out at me in such a mann’r? Though tis partially mine 
own fault f’r not knowing wh’re the handk’rchief is, that gent hadst nay right to treateth me in such a way!” 
Before her untimely death, somehow she updates her Facebook status for the very last time. She posts that 
“I still loveth thee othello. Nay matt’r how harsh thee treateth me those past few days, i still seeth within 
thee the sir yond i hath fallen in loveth with all those years ago. I just desire with this, whatev’r sins i may 
has’t embrac’d myself to earneth thy ire, is finally remedi’d. Farewell, mine own loveth and godspeed.” 
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A Letter to the Young and Different 
 
Timothy Aaron Medina 

   
  

´DRQde WX YaV?µ Va\V P\ TiWi ZiWh a PXeUWR RicaQ acceQW.  
´A fXeUa?µ She SRiQWV TXickl\ WRZaUdV RXU laQd RXWVide heU ZiQdRZ. 
´St TiWi, YR\ a ValiU.µ WalkiQg clRVeU WR Whe VRXQd Rf UXVhiQg hRW ZaWeU,  
P\ cXlWXUe UePiQdV Pe WR aVk fRU a ´beQdiciRQµ ZheQ kiVViQg P\ eldeUV. 
I·ll eYeQ ZaiW SaWieQWl\ fRU a UeVSRQVe « 
´BeQdiciRQ, TiWi!µ 
´BleVViQg, AXQW\.µThe VRXQdV Rf diVheV iQ Whe ViQk aUe lRXdeU WhaQ Pe, iW VeePV« 
´TiWi!µ  
´Ah?µ 
´Dije beQdiciRQ.µ 
´Aiii!µ Quickly turning off the water, she dries her hands on the kitchen towel hanging on the fridge door by 
the sink, then: 
Arms wide and heart open, Titi walks towards me, excited to squeeze me tightly with her arms.  
´MMMMM! TaQ belllR!µ  
First pressing her head on my chest, then grabbing my forehead, 
too fast for me to think, she gifts me with a big kiss to protect my crown. 
The VRXQd Rf heU kiVV PakeV Pe laXgh. ´AHHH! DiRV de beQdiga, Pi aPRU.µ  
 
´AdiRV, TiWi!µ 
´AdiRV, NeQe, diYipUWeWe a ValYR!µ 
´St TiWi! AdiRV!µ 
 
Oka\, I·P RXWVide, QRZ ZhaW dR I dR agaiQ? Oh \eah, TiWi Vaid, 
´NRPbUe cada URca;  
Saluda a cada árbol;  
NR eVWabaV aTXt aQWeV TXe ellRV.µ 
´NaPe eYeU\ URck, gUeeW eYeU\ WUee, \RX ZeUeQ·W heUe befRUe WheP.µ 
 
Walking through the green grove forest in Puerto Rico I go; 
DRQ·W VWRS feeliQg, Va\ Whe VhaUS bladeV Rf gUaVV WRXchiQg P\ aQkleV; 
Surroundings can tickle an emotion; 
Giving a smile back leaves keys to lessons. 
´WheQ VeaVRQV aUe dU\, aVk fRU ZaWeU, if Whe UaiQ dReVQ·W cRPe, leW iW be, bXW VWill gURZ.µ 
 
Two birds stop in front of me; 
´DRQ·W jXVW call SeRSle \RXU fUieQd; 
Following others can lead to dead endV.µ 
Flying away as they sing, 
´SWa\ a child aQd Va\ ZhaW \RX ZaQW fURP ZiWhiQ.µ 
 
I dRQ·W ZaQW WR Zalk iQ P\ chaQcleWaV aQ\ PRUe « 
Feeling my soles squishing from ground to feet;  
´DRQ·W WU\ WR leW \RXUVelf becRPe VRlid, 
Clay too needs to be accepting; 
MiPic eaUWh aQd e[SaQd.µ 
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More green appears; 
A tree stays still, and may seem as though it has disappeared; 
´BUaQcheV hRldiQg deaU WR ZhaW gURZV; 
BXW dead leaYeV fall, iW·V WiPe WR leW ZRUUieV gR.µ 
 
Ready to sip from the fresh water river; 
Water moving slow enough for hands to bowl my thirst at the creek. 
´HRZ caQ a SURbleP be fi[ed?µ 
 
Every blade of grass, bird, tree and river in its place; 
Still standing on my land without chanclas; 
Learning to listen, as I step towards my calling; 
Keeping sound advice around my neck; 
The creator beautifies my life. 
 
I am a Taíno, taught to 
´PUacWice, SUacWice eYeQ afWeU diVcRYeUiQg ZhaW iV hiddeQ.µ 
Keep vulnerable to inner-self; 
Even if skeptical and entirely unsure,  
my life teachers tell me, 
´GeW Uead\ WR XQleaUQ, keeS \RXU VXUURXQdiQgV aURXQd \RX, hRld RQWR WhiV SRZeU WR diVceUQ.µ 
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The Caged Bird Prevails 
 
Stephon Hobson 
 
 
 My name is Stephon Hobson and adversity is the backbone that keeps me upright. Adversity comes 
in the form of my community: specifically, the imprisonment, drugs, and lack of education that minority 
communities face. I strive to challenge these stigmas. I’ve been faced with the reality of incarceration, but 
that only helped me blossom into my true self. I believe my identity has helped mold and prepare me for my 
journey to college success. Over time, my passion for both reading and research, my environment, and my 
introspection have helped me develop the tools needed to pursue higher education at City Tech. 
 My passion for reading came at a time when I didn’t know how to read at all. I was 14 years old, in 
the 8th grade, and one of the only students who couldn’t read a Harry Potter book. I avoided reading aloud, 
as I feared my reading tribulations would be comical to my peers and shameful to my teachers. I struggled 
with words that were unfamiliar and was intrigued by the mystery behind them. I had found something that 
I was compelled to learn. Once tired of being insecure of my lack of reading skills, I promised myself that 
this was something I would conquer. It was the end of 8th grade and I vowed not to enter high school with 
deficiencies that would prevent my education. I began utilizing what I had learned in school: using context 
clues, summarizing main ideas, and writing down words that were peculiar to me. These newly-developed 
skills helped me find characteristics in books that I started applying to myself. Books like Man Child in the 
Promised Land by Claude Brown helped me understand the environment I was living in and how to extricate 
myself from it. The book speaks about a troubled kid named Sonny who fell victim to poverty and violence 
of his community. With positive influence, he realized that his negative ways wouldn’t produce the outcome 
that he desired. He took advantage of his mentor’s advice to educate himself, and later utilized it to his 
benefit.  

In a lot of ways, this was relevant to my life. I struggled with the influence of gangs and that led me 
to being incarcerated for three years. The prison environment was a challenge for me. I had to adjust to the 
conditions, violence, and the burden of being away from my family. I adapted to these changes with negative 
behavior. However, I realized I wanted more for myself, so I adjusted by dedicating myself to my studies 
and this steered me in a new direction. This transition relates to the experience of Bilal Rahmani in his essay 
“Chronicles of a Once-Pessimistic College Freshman,” when he steps out of his comfort zone and decides 
to engage in a different perspective. Both Sonny’s epiphany to devote his life to higher learning and 
Rahmani’s humility to accept new points of view are the maps I use to follow a new way of life. 
 With paramedics, my first career interest, I began expanding and applying my education to seek a 
career that would help me reach my full intellectual capacity. Helping people is a part of my character, so 
doing something with a purpose was essential to me. I researched every aspect about what comes with the 
job. A lot of it consists of struggles, ranging from erratic patients to death. However, I didn’t let that deter 
me. I started EMT-Paramedic school but eventually dropped out due to the challenge of trying to maintain a 
full time job, provide for myself, and attend school. 
 I was 20 years old and felt like my life clock was ticking. This brought me back to the drawing 
board, with the science of the human body my new infatuation. The exposure I received from EMT-
Paramedic school helped me shift my direction to the medical field. I recall my EMT professor telling me 
that Paramedics isn’t a career to pursue. It is nonstop stress and mostly consists of non-emergency calls. 
These non-emergency calls are usually for drunk patients and many EMTs sadly consider the profession an 
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expensive cab service. EMTs presume their work to be dreadful and perform their duties with no 
enthusiasm. This ultimately leads to tragedies, such as during Hurricane Harvey in Houston, when 
emergency responders were overwhelmed. I believe all emergency responders have good intentions, but I 
remember my professor advised me to do something with a purpose, go to college and become a nurse. 
Those words stayed with me and I’ve been in a passionate pursuit to become a nurse ever since. 
 Ultimately, I believe that all things are destined. If not for the negative influences of my initial 
environment, I wouldn’t have the tools to think outside my community. Without the books I read, I 
wouldn’t know other people’s methods of motivation to overcome obstacles. Without my EMT professor’s 
advice, I wouldn’t know what it’s like to dream bigger. This is what led me to Jay Street, and I believe all the 
tools that I acquired from different places along my journey have equipped me to succeed. 
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Significance of Conducting Routine Head & Neck 
Examinations 
 
Rokia Barak 
 
 

Head and neck examinations conducted by dental health care providers present essential 
information regarding a patient’s health status. They offer a screening tool to determine and locate any 
notable or suspicious findings and contributes to providing comprehensive patient care.  

An extra-oral (EO) examination consists of a visual and physical examination of the patient’s 
appearance and head and neck anatomy. The dental health care provider begins this assessment simply by 
viewing the patient’s overall appearance. Certain clues can give away important information regarding the 
patient’s health status: facial symmetry, hair loss, difference in pupil size, lesions, scars, abnormal swelling, 
and many more. It is always useful to include a patient’s input during these examinations to receive 
important information regarding clinical findings. This can include detecting a bruise on their cheek, which 
could have been from a recent fall, or something more severe, like redness and swelling on the face, 
especially if the patient reports it as painful and uncomfortable. Documenting significant findings and 
referring them to their dentist and/or physician is the ethical obligation of any dental hygienist, and within 
our scope of preventative care.  

Throughout our bodies, we have small bean-shaped glands that are part of our immune system. 
They act as filters, trapping viruses, bacteria, and other invaders to defend against any potential infection. 
When they do enlarge, it is often in relation to an infection or possible cancer diagnosis (Bailey). The lymph 
nodes of the head and neck region should be examined through visual inspection and palpation to note size, 
consistency, tenderness, and mobility of any suspicious lesion. This includes palpation of the occipital, pre-
auricular, post-auricular, submental, submandibular, supraclavicular, cervical nodes anterior and posterior to 
the sternocleidomastoid muscle (Burgess). Although health care providers may be conducting these 
examinations, it is important that those providers have their anatomy and palpation techniques correct to 
ensure accuracy. Correct palpation technique consists of a circular motion, using fingertips to compress 
against underlying structures. “Walking” or “dancing” of the fingertips results in unsuccessful detection and 
missed abnormalities.  

Along with palpating the lymph nodes of the head and neck, it is also important that health care 
providers examine the temporomandibular joint and thyroid gland. The temporomandibular joint (TMJ) can 
be examined by placing the fingertips at the joint and asking the patient to open and close several times, then 
moving the mandible from one side to the other. Some notable findings include abnormal popping or 
clicking sounds, asymmetrical movements, limited range of movement, grating sensations when patient is 
opening and closing, and pain or tenderness (Burkhart).  

Temporomandibular disorders (TMD) cause pain in the oral-facial region and could lead to patients 
missing their dental appointments, out of fear of keeping their mouths open for an extended period, which 
causes further discomfort. Population-based studies show that TMD affects 10 - 15% of adults, but only 5% 
seek treatment (Gauer and Simedey). It is important as a dental health care provider that we ensure that 
patients are comfortable during their appointments and seek treatment when needed.  

The thyroid gland produces, stores, and releases hormones into the bloodstream, which then 
distributes those hormones into the body’s cells. The thyroid gland normally cannot be seen or palpated, 
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unless there is an enlargement which may appear as a bulge or swelling. Regular examinations should be 
conducted because the thyroid gland can become associated with enlargement conditions, from a goiter to 
life-threatening thyroid cancer. Early detection and referral is an ethical obligation of health care providers, 
ensure patients’ safety and health. The thyroid gland can be examined by displacing the trachea with your left 
hand to the right. Using your right-hand, place it between the Adam’s apple and the sternomastoid muscle. 
Then, while resting your fingers, ask the patient to swallow. The gland should move up and down beneath 
your fingers and not be palpable. Repeat with the left lobe (“Technique”). 
  
Case Study  
 
      During my second semester at New York City College of Technology Dental Hygiene Program, 
one of my first patients was a 19-year-old female Asian, whose country origin was Afghanistan. As a student 
currently learning, I did not initially feel the patient’s thyroid gland, but when a dental hygiene instructor 
checked, it was noted that her thyroid gland (left lobe) was palpable. There was no visible enlargement 
noticed upon visual inspection. We also had the dentist on the clinic floor examine it and he also felt it. The 
patient then reported that her mother had thyroid problems in the past, for which the mother was treated 
and for which she took medication. 

The patient also mentioned that she had gone to another dental hygiene student as a patient in 
another institute a few months earlier. The student had also palpated it, but dismissed the case and stated 
that “it was probably was nothing.” My instructor and I referred the patient to her physician, and after a 
couple weeks, the patient contacted me to inform me that she had been diagnosed with a tumor. Her 
physician asked her why she did not come to have this evaluated the first time it was noticed, and in 
hindsight, the patient agreed that she should have. The patient waited six weeks for the physician’s visit after 
her family had badgered her to schedule an appointment. 
  
Thyroid Cancer  
 
     According to the National Cancer Institute, there are over 56,000 new cases of thyroid cancer in the 
U.S. each year (Clayman, “Thyroid Cancer”). There are benign thyroid tumors and malignant thyroid 
tumors, which both consist of the thyroid gland enlarging. Benign tumors are those that have enlargement 
but do not continue to grow or spread to the rest of the body, and many times can be left alone. Malignant 
tumors are more dangerous since they can spread to other parts of the body. There are 5 types of 
thyroid cancers that a person can acquire (Types of Thyroid Cancer”). The most common type is papillary 
carcinoma, which develops from the follicular cells and grows slowly. Although it is asymptomatic, it can be 
detected by a solid, irregular mass seen or examined in the neck (Clayman, “Papillary Thyroid Cancer”). The 
second most common type of thyroid cancer is follicular carcinoma, mainly seen in patients with insufficient 
iodine intake. The third type is called hurthle cell carcinoma, and it is a subtype of follicular carcinoma. 
However, unlike follicular carcinoma, hurthle cell carcinoma can recur either back in the neck or spread to 
the lungs or bone (Norman). The fourth type of thyroid cancer is a very aggressive one that develops from C 
cells, which are neuroendocrine cells in the thyroid whose primary function is to secrete calcitonin: 
medullary thyroid carcinoma. The spread to lymph nodes and other organs is more common in this type 
than the other types; instead of normal thyroid hormones, affected cells release high levels of calcitonin and 
carcinoembryonic antigen (“Types of Thyroid Cancer”). The fifth and least common type of thyroid cancer 
a person can acquire is anapestic carcinoma, which is also very aggressive and can metastasize quickly. It has 
a low treatment/cure rate and most patients do not live after a year of being diagnosed (Norman). 
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The commuter trains in Egypt are always overcrowded. People hang out of the doors and windows.ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
Sometimes they sacrifice their lives. I saw someone die once. He jumped from the sidewalk into the trainɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
and missed the door. His body was cut into pieces. Then, I remembered Eman, my 6-year-old cousin, whoseɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
name means “faith.” The brain cancer had come without any warning. She had chemotherapy and died afterɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
two years. After being in New York City only a few weeks, these were my thoughts as I stood on thatɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
subway platform, feeling scared and alone.ɪ

That night I had a dream. It was snowing heavily, which made walking difficult. Suddenly, Emanɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
appeared. She began to run effortlessly towards me to play hide-and-seek, our favorite game. She hid behindɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
a tree and I surprised her. “I found you,” I said. With closed eyes, she laughed, and hugged me for a longɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
time. I cried on her shoulder, because I knew I was only dreaming. When my alarm rang, I woke up,ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
wondering if I had received a message from God​—​Eman’s joyful laughter. Could it be that Eman had toldɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
me that the pain that I had already experienced, and the future obstacles I would encounter, wouldɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
strengthen instead of weaken me?ɪɪ
ɪ

The\ SWiOO CaOO HeU MRP¬
¬
OPid RaVhidi¬
 
 

We returned to Afghanistan, to our village the Taliban controlled. All the schools were closed.ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
Every girl was at home doing house work and the boys were playing soccer in the streets. My mother, theɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
daughter of a senator, understood our people’s problems. When she saw the situation, she started to cry andɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
said to my father, “I can’t understand how these children will have a future without education. I have toɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
teach these children.” My father supported my mother and said, “We also have a lot of space in our houseɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
for a school.”ɪ

My mother and father spoke to the parents in our village; my mother spoke to the mothers, and myɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
father went to the masjid, the mosque, and spoke to the fathers. All the parents in the village did want us toɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ

 

Lucas Kwong
34



 
 

 

start a school in our home. Even though everyone was nervous about the Taliban’s response, they wereɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
ready to take the risk because they saw how their children were wasting their lives, and they felt it was a goodɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
time to try. “If the Taliban’s response is negative, we will all speak to the Taliban,” an old man from ourɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
village said.ɪ

My mother, father, older sister, and cousin taught math, religion, history, writing and reading. I wasɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
12 years old, and one of the students, too. I had lived in Pakistan and studied English, so I taught theɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
students the little English I knew. During the first month, almost 300 girls and boys came to study’; duringɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
the lunch, boys played soccer and girls played volleyball in the garden instead of the streets. Everyone wasɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
happy, but still worried about the Taliban. Would they close our school or arrest my mother and father?ɪɪ

One day a Taliban sent a letter to my father, not my mother, because they wouldn’t speak to aɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
woman or write a letter to a woman. “We know you have a school in your home. We will not close yourɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
school if you do not teach anything negative about the Taliban.” My mother responded, “I don’t teach ourɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
students anything negative about the Taliban. Your sister and brother attend our school. You can ask themɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
what we teach. If you can’t think about the other students, please think about their education.” The Talibanɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
didn’t answer her, which we thought was a good sign. For one year, we taught the students at our tuition freeɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
school. Eventually UNICEF not only started to support our school, but also it started another school in aɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
village close to ours.ɪ

After the Taliban left Afghanistan, a new government began. Schools for girls and boys wereɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
allowed to open all over the country. All the young people my family had taught went to the newly openedɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
high school outside our village. Even today, when these young people visit our home, they still call myɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
mother “Mom.”ɪ

 
EYeUOaVWiQg Red¬
¬
XXe LiQ¬
 
 

I had a friend named Social Dysfunction. She convinced me that since I was quiet, I was inferior,  ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
which meant I should never speak to anyone. One day, on my way home from elementary school, I wasɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
crying because my grandfather was in the hospital. A girl from school walked up to me because she saw Iɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
was sad. I ignored her, but she didn’t go away. When we arrived at my home, my mother invited her insideɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
to eat snacks. They talked. I was silent. That night, my mother sat on my bed and said, “You aren’t aloneɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
now, Xue, you have a friend.” I didn't know why I felt tears in my eyes. The next day, the girl introduced meɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
to her other girl friends. They talked and talked. They didn't seem to mind that I didn't. Every day we walkedɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
home, linking our arms together. I was always in the middle. I felt guilty because I still hadn’t really acceptedɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
them.ɪ

My teacher invited me to read an essay I had written in front of our 4th grade class. Fear quicklyɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
surrounded me. The next day, I locked myself in my bedroom. When I returned to school, the girls told meɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
they had seen my name on the blackboard, which meant I had to present the essay. They were happy for me,ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
but quickly noticed my eyes looked blank. “We can help you practice,” they said. “We understand youɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
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because we’re friends, right?” Their words felt like seeds in my heart that started to grow. “Should I acceptɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
them now?” I asked myself. Every day they came to my home after school and I practiced reading my essay.ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
I started with one word, then one sentence, then paragraphs. No matter what I said, they smiled like theɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
sunshine.ɪɪ

The day of my presentation had arrived. I stood on the stage with my head lowered, breathingɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
rapidly. I could feel everyone watching me. One voice in my head told me, “Get off the stage. You don'tɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
belong here.” Another voice told me, “You have friends. They have tried to help you, so read your essay toɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
them.” These two voices fought each other until I was almost crying, but luckily I heard my teacherɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
introduce me. I peeked at the audience. I saw my friends wearing red clothes, my favorite color. They allɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
smiled up at me, and at that moment I knew which voice would win. I presented my essay to my friends.ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
When I finished, as I heard the applause, tears fell from my heart.ɪ
¬
Bad NeZV¬
¬
KaPiO NaUeO 
 
 

Up to the age of 17, I didn’t think about my health. Then, in November 2010, I started to feelɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
stomach pain, dizziness and muscle pain. At first, I thought that I had food poisoning, but the pain lastedɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
for over two weeks. Finally, I went to see my doctor. The doctor suspected something serious and sent meɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
to the hospital. He also said that I had to be careful about what I ate because my diet could affect my health.ɪ

I had to stay in the hospital for testing. It turned out that I had severe anemia, and needed a bloodɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
transfusion. The transfusion process was very slow. I had to lie in bed for many hours. After two days, I feltɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
better, so the doctors ordered more tests, a gastroscopy, and a colonoscopy. The gastroscopy did not showɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
anything, but the colonoscopy showed that I had ulcers on my small intestine. The doctors suspectedɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
Crohn’s Disease, but to be certain, they biopsied my intestine and sent samples to the laboratory. I wasɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
hoping that they would be mistaken. Unfortunately, after two weeks, the diagnosis of Crohn’s Disease wasɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
confirmed.ɪ

My next step was to determine my treatment plan, which we hoped would prevent the progressionɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
of the disease. The doctor prescribed a lot of medicine, and I was told that I would have to take it for theɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
rest of my life. The doctor suggested that I see a dietician, who would compose a new diet for me to help meɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
control my disease. The dietician said that I had to change my eating habits. I had to start eating smallerɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
portions, but more often. In this way, my intestines would be less burdened. I also had to stop eating friedɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
and fatty foods. Instead, I had to eat more food rich in micro and macro nutrients like iron and vitamin D3.ɪ

The first month was hard because I preferred meat to vegetables. Most of the dishes I had eatenɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
previously were fried or braised. I had to start eating meals that were steamed or boiled. The worst thingɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
about the diet was the frequency of my meals. I had to find time for eating, shopping, and preparing mealsɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
during my busy day. I prepared most of them by myself, but when I had a long day, my family helped me,ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
especially my mom. After a month on my new regimen, I started to learn how to organize my day, to haveɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
time for my duties and for entertainment. Thanks to the medicine, and my new diet, I started to feel better.ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
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My stomach pains were less frequent and less intense, and the dizziness never came back. I felt stronger andɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
more vital.ɪ

If I had not started to care about my health, the whole story could have ended in a more dramaticɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
way. Thanks to my doctor and my dietician, I learned that I should take my health seriously all the time, notɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
only when I am feeling ill. Now, I am starting to experiment with my diet. I prepare new dishes with newɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
ingredients. I have to always remember which products help my health and which ones can cause me pain.ɪɪ
ɪ
 

HRZ I SWaUWed PURgUaPPiQg¬
¬
RRbeUW TUaWVeXVki¬
 
  Before my Uncle Ruslan in Belarus spoke with me, I didn’t understand why programming wasɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
interesting. My uncle helped me to see that the programming world was vast and fascinating. He worked in aɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
huge programming company, received a great salary, and loved his job. My uncle suggested that I study theɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
field that had worked out so well for him.ɪ
ɪ My first year of college was very hard because I had never studied programming before. For me, itɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
was like studying a new language. In class, I didn’t understand the teachers at all. Every homeworkɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
assignment that the teachers gave us was enormously difficult for me. At the end of the first semester, I hadɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
not turned in many assignments and quizzes. But my programming teachers gave me a chance try to doɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
better the following year.ɪ
ɪ My second year of college started out better than the first one because we studied databases, a topicɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
I found to be easy. My first individual project was called “Database for Organizing Basketball Teams.” Iɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
didn’t create a lot of action in this program because it was only my first project. It consisted of ways to add aɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
database, navigate information, delete from the database, and change the database. When I presented myɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
work, the teachers gave me a high score. I was very proud of myself.ɪ
ɪ My final year of college was more interesting than any of the previous ones because I had to go forɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
an internship. In this program, I learned how to write a test for a program. My practice took only half of myɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
final year. During the other half, I had to write a thesis. Actually, I didn’t know what I wanted to write. Iɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
chose to create a “Copy Print Room” program for my college. It is just a place where students can copyɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
some materials for college. I created a program for the Copy Print Room, which helped organized all theɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
processes there. Two of the processes my program organized determined how many students printed theirɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
copies and how much they paid for them. My program also tracked how much money the copy print roomɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
took in during the month, and how much paper was used. I earned a high score for this project.ɪ

College taught me to appreciate the many challenges and rewards of computer programming. Now,ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
when I finally find a solution to a programming problem, I am filled with joy and the desire to delve moreɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
deeply into my programming knowledge. 
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¬
What Happened to Me¬
¬
Mikhail IliatoY¬
 
(​ThiT eTTaZ VTeT aO PffeOTiWe TMVS UP iMMVTUSaUe Uhe iNQPSUaOce Pf beiOg edVcaUed abPVU aOUi-SeNiUiTN.​)ɪ
ɪ

I dPOǠU feeM UIaU XIaU IaQQeOed UP Ne XaT TQecUacVMaS PS PWeSMZ USagJc. TIe JOcJdeOU cIaOged NZ MJfeɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
gSadVaMMZ, OPU JOTUaOUaOePVTMZ​, aT ​QaSU Pf a MaSgeS TeU Pf eWeOUT POe eOcPVOUeST XIJMe gSPXJOg VQ.ɪ

IU XaT TVNNeS. OOe eWeOJOg I caNe IPNe afUeS QMaZJOg PVUTJde. MZ fSJeOdT aOd I Iad beeO IaWJOgɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
MPUT Pf fVO, aOd JU XaT UJNe UP TIaSe XJUI faNJMZ. MZ gSaOdQaSeOUT XeSe JO UIe LJUcIeO. I XaMLed JO aOd UPMd aɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
KPLe I fPVOd aNVTJOg. I dPOǠU SeNeNbeS UIe deUaJMT, bVU I UIPVgIU JU XaT IJMaSJPVT, aOd JU XaT abPVU a ​KiLe​.ɪ

MZ KPLe XaT NeU XJUI deafeOJOg TJMeOce. GSaOdNPUIeS MPPLed aU gSaOdfaUIeS, aU Ne, UIeO aTLed: ǣDPɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
ZPV LOPX XIP ​LiLeT aSe?Ǥ AQQSeIeOTJWeMZ, I USJed UP cPNe VQ XJUI a MJTU: a NaO XIP JT gSeedZ, TUVQJd, VgMZ,ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
XJUI a IPPLed OPTe, bVMgJOg eZeT, eUc.​ǝ​UIe eYIaVTUJWe aSSaZ Pf TUeSePUZQeT. TIeSe fPMMPXed aOPUIeS eYcIaOgeɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
Pf gMaOceT, aOPUIeS NPNeOU Pf TJMeOce. MZ gSaOdNPUIeS TQPLe caMNMZ. ǣA ​LiLe ​JT ​XIaU bad QePQMe caMM UIeɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɫ ɫ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
JeXT. YPVS gSaOdQaSeOUT aSe JeXT, ZPVS QaSeOUT aSe JeXT. YPV aSe a JeX. IT JU faJS UP deTcSJbe VT XJUI UIeɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
XPSdT ZPV KVTU VTed?Ǥ IO UIaU JOTUaOU, I XaOUed UP dJTaQQeaS. I baSeMZ IeMd NZ UeaST aOd SeQeaUed: ǣI aN TPSSZ.ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
I dJdOǠU LOPX.Ǥɪɪ

I XaT POMZ TeWeO aOd IadOǠU LOPXO XIaU UIe XPSd ​LiLe ​NeaOU. A fMPPd Pf TIaNe aOd IeMQMeTTOeTTɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɫ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
PWeScaNe Ne aT NZ ǣIJMaSJPVTǤ KPLe UPPL a OeX NeaOJOg. MZ fVOOZ gPPd fSJeOdT XeSe OP MPOgeS fVOOZ OPSɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
gPPd. LJfe becaNe UXJTUed aOd cPNQMJcaUed. IU JT TUJMM IaSd UP QJOQPJOU UIe eNPUJPO I XaT MefU XJUI. CPOfVTJPO?ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
ENbaSSaTTNeOU? GVJMU? SeMf-QJUZ? DeKecUJPO? AfUeS UIaU daZ, beJOg a JeX UVSOed JOUP a cVSJPVT JOTJgOJa. IU XaTɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
UP be caSSJed aOd, deQeOdJOg PO UIe cJScVNTUaOceT, cPOceaMed PS QVSQPTefVMMZ dJTQMaZed. IO IPTUJMe TJUVaUJPOT,ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
JO MaSge gSPVQT, aNPOg TUSaOgeST, beJOg a JeX Iad UP be IJddeO. TIeSe XaT aOYJeUZ: ǣIT aOZbPdZ gPJOg UP TaZɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
Uhe XPSd? ​WIaU TIPVMd I dP Jf UIeZ TaZ JU? ​WPVMd I IaWe UP eYQPTe NZTeMf? ​MJgIU TPNebPdZ eYQPTe Ne? WIaUɫ ɫ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɫ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɫ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
XPVMd UIe SeTU Pf UIe gSPVQ TaZ? HPX XPVMd I cPOfSPOU UIe PffeOdeS? WPVMd aOZPOe UaLe NZ TJde? WPVMd Iɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
feeM gVJMUZ Jf I QSeUeOded UIaU ​Uhe XPSd dJdOǠU aQQMZ UP Ne?Ǥ OO TPNe PccaTJPOT, I Iad UP aOOPVOce beJOg a JeX,ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɫ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
UP JNQMJcJUMZ aTL PUIeST UP SefSaJO fSPN aOUJ-SeNJUJTN. OUIeS UJNeT, JU XaT a caVUJPVT UeTU Pf gSPVOd fPSɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
fSJeOdTIJQ: ǣI aN a JeX. DP ZPV IaWe QSPbMeNT XJUI UIaU? WJMM ZPV NaLe KPLeT abPVU JeXT? If OPU, caO Xe beɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
fSJeOdT?Ǥɪɪ

AT I gSeX PMdeS, NZ cJScMe Pf fSJeOdT cIaOged. IU becaNe eaTJeS UP fJOd TVQQPSU aOd MJLe-NJOdedOeTT.ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
ǣWeaSJOg UIe JOTJgOJaǤ acRVJSed aOPUIeS fVOcUJPO, aO PQQPSUVOJUZ UP cIaMMeOge QeSceJWed adWeSTaSJeT: ǣWe aSeɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
JeXJTI. DP ZPV IaWe QSPbMeNT XJUI UIaU? DP ZPV XaOU UP fJgIU?Ǥ Of cPVSTe, UIe JOcJdeOU dJdOǠU SVJO NZ bPOdɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
XJUI gSaOdQaSeOUT. I dPVbU Jf aOZbPdZ JO UIe faNJMZ SeNeNbeST JU OPX. NeWeSUIeMeTT, aO eYUSaWagaOU USee Pfɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
cPOfVTJPO TQSPVUed fSPN UIaU POe TUVQJd KPLe​ǝ​UIe VOceSUaJOUZ UIaU IaT fPMMPXed Ne fPS a MPOg UJNe.ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
SVTQJcJPO Pf VOfaNJMJaS (PS, fPS UIaU NaUUeS, faNJMJaS) QePQMe XaT fJSNMZ QMaOUed JO NZ NJOd.ɪɪ

MZ daVgIUeS JT OJOe ZeaST PMd. SeeJOg IeS QMaZJOg XJUI fSJeOdT aOd cMaTTNaUeT, I SeaMJ[e UIaU UIeZ dPOǠUɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
OPUJce eacI PUIeSǠT faNJMZ bacLgSPVOdT, TLJO cPMPST, OaUJPOaMJUJeT, PS eUIOJcJUJeT. TIeZ Tee eacI PUIeS aTɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
OPUIJOg eMTe bVU LJdT: aSNT, MegT, bPdJeT, IeadT. SPNeUJNeT I UIJOL abPVU a daZ XIeO TPNebPdZ NJgIU TIaSe aɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
"fVOOZ" KPLe XJUI UIe gSPVQ, aOd I XJMM IaWe UP acU UP IeMQ UIe JOOPceOce TVSWJWe. 

Lucas Kwong
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24-Hour Shift 
 
Micole Lynch 

  

 

I’m sitting on the hospital bed looking at my son, Naseem, with tears in my eyes. All I have prayed 
for was an easier life for him, and I feel like I have failed him because his father left me with no money, no 
food, and no credit. 

At the age of 27, I was a single mother of a new born baby. I had to resign from my job because I 
was sick for the entire nine months of my pregnancy. By then Naseem’s dad had moved on to a new 
woman, and I decided to move back to my mother’s house. 

After being discharged from the hospital, I looked for a job and returned to school to get my GED. 
After doing my research, I found Best Life Home Care, a company affiliated with 1199. This union is one of 
the best; it provides free education and helps students with financial aid for college. This was the break I was 
looking for to make that change in my life. Immediately, I called, got an interview, and here I am. 

Best Life Home Care provides home health aides to assist seniors and advocate for patients who 
can’t verbally explain themselves. Everyone is required to wear a uniform because it looks professional and 
people will take you seriously. Every year we are required to do twelve hours in-service for the Department 
of Health. We have to do intense training for four weeks with a registered nurse and graduate with a 
certification from the Department of Health before they actually put us on a case. All aides must take an 
annual drug test, get vaccinated with MMR, and have a flu shot. 

December 1, 2013 was my first official day working for the company. They gave me a 24-hour shift 
and the patient’s name and address. The night before, I looked up the address on google map to see which 
trains and buses I would have to take, and then I ironed my mint green scrubs and went to bed. All I knew 
about this patient was that her husband had died and she lived alone. I was relieved because working with 
patients who live with family members is stressful. In most cases, family members have a bad habit of giving 
aides extra work, and if the aides don’t comply, they make up lies and have the aides removed from the case. 
I arrived one hour before my shift started that morning in order to let the previous aide show me around 
and tell me a little more about the patient. 

At 8:00 a.m. on the dot, I rang the doorbell for the aide to let me in, showed her my I.D., and 
introduced myself. Then I followed her inside the apartment. 

As I walked in on the green vinyl floor, I could smell the moth balls and see the cracked paint all 
over the dining room. Then I looked over to the left side and saw this old lady sitting on her navy blue 
velvet chair. She had brunette hair with white roots and her blue beady eyes were looking at the news on her 
32-inch flat screen television. 

After I introduced myself and showed her my job ID, she gazed up at me with a wry smile. 
“Welcome to my home. My name is Mrs. Roslyn.” 

The aide then asked me to follow her into the bedroom so that we could go over the job duties. I 
learned that Mrs. Roslyn loved having her apartment kept clean, having her meals on time, and being given a 
shower every other day. After the aide explained everything, it was time for her to clock out and for me to 
clock in. My shift finally began. 
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Mrs. Roslyn was very inquisitive. She wanted to know where I was from and if I was married with 
children. After I answered all her questions, she decided to tell me an anecdote about how she met her 
husband. At the age of twenty, she attended a military dance in Brooklyn. According to Mrs. Roslyn, back in 
the days of 1948, that was the popular way that most women met their husbands. That night her cousin 
Mary came and told her that they were going to the military dance. Mrs. Roslyn said she never liked going to 
those dances because she was shy and too scared to talk to the soldiers. 
  “Why were you scared?” I asked Mrs. Roslyn. 

“Because I thought all military men were aggressive and if I married one of them, he might go to 
war and never come back home,” she replied sadly. 
  When they arrived to the military dance, Mrs. Roslyn continued, everyone was dancing or chatting 
with each other, and right away her cousin, Mary, left to mingle with some soldier she met from a previous 
party. Mrs. Roslyn said she just stood there feeling the vibes of the party. 

Four glasses of wine later, this man came over and started talking about a song that was playing. 
“After two minutes, he asked me if I wanted to dance.” 

“What did you say?” 
“I said yes, of course,” Mrs. Roslyn happily replied. 
Then we both laughed and she continued the story, telling me how handsome he was, how neat he 

looked in his military uniform. Mrs. Roslyn told me they danced all night and after the party was over, he 
walked her to the train with her cousin and they exchanged numbers. Mrs. Roslyn said they dated for three 
months and got married in a year’s time. 

We spoke so much that we didn’t realize it was almost lunch time. I took out her plan of care to see 
about her diet. The plan of care is a breakdown of the duties the aides perform, patient emergency contacts, 
and a restriction list of foods. Also the plan of care tells us about the patient’s mental status and what meds 
they are allergic to. 

At noon, I made my famous roast chicken, with vegetables and mashed potatoes. I set up the 
adjustable table in the living room so that Mrs. Roslyn could watch her shows and eat at the same time. 
While she was having lunch, I cleaned up the kitchen. After she finished eating, I reminded her to take her 
medicine. Mrs. Roslyn had so many colorful pills; they looked like candy, Skittles. As I stood there watching 
Mrs. Roslyn taking all her colorful pills so delicately, I wondered, “Is this going to be my life someday? Will I 
get an aide to treat me with kindness?” 

Then the phone rang and snapped me back to reality. Mrs. Roslyn picked up and started talking to 
her cousin Mary. 

Around 2:00 p.m., Mrs. Roslyn had a light snack of tea and graham crackers, while watching her 
favorite soap opera, General Hospital. At this time, the apartment went into complete silence because she 
didn’t want to miss any part of the story. 

After her snack time, Mrs. Roslyn told me the physical therapist left some daily exercises in a folder 
on the dresser in the bedroom. The aides must read and follow instructions and supervise Mrs. Roslyn when 
she does them. The exercises for that day were for her legs. She had to hold onto a chair and kick one leg 
out to the side and bring it back to center. This leg exercise had to be done ten times with both legs in order 
to help her with balancing the body. 

For most of the afternoon Mrs. Roslyn entertained herself by watching TV and playing “Words 
with Friends” on her I-pad. I used this time to organize her bed—remove the blankets and sheets—so she 
wouldn’t have to do this later on.  

As the sun began to set, I realized Mrs. Roslyn was dozing on and off.  
“What would you like me to make for your dinner?” I asked her softly. 
“A honey turkey sandwich with mustard and a glass of ginger ale, please.” 
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“OK,” I replied. 
By 7:00 p.m., Mrs. Roslyn finished her dinner and wanted to get ready for bed. I escorted her into 

the bathroom that smelled like Clorox and Dove soap. With a white washcloth, I washed her body 
thoroughly with soap and warm water. After drying her, I put on her pajamas and followed her into the 
bedroom. It was very old-fashioned with white walls and an old black wooden bedroom set. The floor was 
covered in an orange colored carpet, which looked like it was from the 1960s, with black tracks from Mrs. 
Roslyn’s walker. After I helped Mrs. Roslyn into bed, she would read her books until she fell asleep. 

Later that night, around 9:30, I heard the neighbors screaming in the hallway. When I looked 
through the peephole, I saw the lady from apartment 1F physically fighting with her boyfriend. The 
boyfriend was kicking her in her stomach. I was scared, so I took out my phone and dialed 911. 

Ten minutes later, I saw red and blue lights flashing against the cracked painted wall in the dining 
room. Then I looked out the peephole again and saw the neighbor’s boyfriend in handcuffs being escorted 
out of the building by a police officer. I felt good to know I had saved someone’s life. 

After that drama, I immediately checked on my patient and told her what had happened. 
“I’m not surprised,” Mrs. Roslyn said. “That young couple in 1F is always fighting.” She didn’t say 

more. I could tell she was embarrassed because I was a stranger who had to witness something she had to 
live with all the time. 

By 10:00 p.m., I checked on Mrs. Roslyn again, and she was fast asleep. I finally had something to 
eat. I was tired, and my body was aching; all I wanted to do was to take a shower and sleep. 

The next morning, I got up by 6:00 and waited until Mrs. Roslyn called me to help her out of bed to 
take a shower. While I was helping her dress, Mrs. Roslyn told me not to worry about breakfast because she 
was going out with her cousin that morning. 

To be candid, I really thought she was going to be a tough cookie because of the way she looked at 
me in our first greeting and how specifically she wanted everything done. But in the end, she was a 
sweetheart and shared some interesting stories, like how she met her husband. How exciting it was for me to 
learn some history about how women met their husbands in 1948. How very proud I felt to know I 
probably saved that lady from 1F whose boyfriend was beating on her. Before coming to work with Mrs. 
Roslyn, I felt like a failure, but after my shift I felt courageous and wanted. 

By 8:59 a.m., the aide rang the doorbell for me to buzz her in and I clocked out, saying goodbye to 
Mrs. Roslyn. 
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ǣThe XoSld Xill Tee ZoV Uhe XaZ ZoV Tee ZoV. And USeaU ZoV Uhe XaZ ZoV USeaU ZoVSTelfǤ (BeZonce).ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
ThiT qVoUe maZ be jVTU UXo TenUenceT, bVU iU TpeakT WolVmeT aboVU Black ZoVUh in Uhe eSa of Uhe moWemenUɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
Black LiWeT MaUUeS. AT DaSSZl WellingUon XSiUeT, ǣBlack LiWeT MaUUeS iT an oSgani[aUion (TingVlaS) foVndedɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
in 2013 ThoSUlZ afUeS GeoSge ZimmeSman XaT acqViUUed in Uhe killing of TSaZWon MaSUin. Black LiWeTɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
MaUUeS Toon foVnd UhaU iUT Tocial media and UXiUUeS haThUag SeTonaUedǤ aSoVnd XoSld (22). The ZoVUhT Xhoɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
TVppoSU and paSUicipaUe in UhiT moWemenU haWe VTed iU Uo edVcaUe UhemTelWeT, eYpSeTT and loWe UhemTelWeT,ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
and TUand Vp foS UhemTelWeT.ɪ

In oSdeS foS UhiT geneSaUion Uo make a diffeSence, UheZ mVTU fiSTU TUaSU XiUh VndeSTUanding XhZ andɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
XhaU UheZ aSe fighUing againTU. TheSefoSe, one XaZ Uhe ZoVUh edVcaUeT iUTelf iT bZ Tchooling. In ǣLibeSaUionɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
ThSoVgh EdVcaUion,Ǥ PSofeTToS Danielle Wallace eYplainT Uhe need Uo edVcaUe heS TUVdenUTɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
(AfSican-AmeSican aT Xell aT oUheST) on Uhe hiTUoSZ leading Vp Uo UodaZǠT moWemenU, UhSoVgh ǣdiTcVTTionTɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
aboVU Tocial TUSaUificaUion, inTUiUVUional SaciTm, economicT, and cSiminal jVTUiceǤ (30). MeanXhile, AVUVmnɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
ASneUU ThoXT anoUheS eYample of hoX Black ZoVUh edVcaUe UhemTelWeT. ​SchoolT like MacaleTUeS College aSeɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
implemenUing ​XaZT Uo help TUVdenUT pSoceTT, eYpSeTT, and cope XiUh Uhe eWenUT of Tocial injVTUice UhaU haWeɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
Vnfolded acSoTT Uhe coVnUSZ (8). DVcheTT HaSSiT, a pSofeTToS aU MacaleTUeS, aTTiTUed Abdo PSeTT Uo pSodVce aɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
Black LiWeT MaUUeS UeYUbook. ​ǣThiT book, Xhich coWeST a UhSee-ZeaS hiTUoSZ fSom TSaZWon MaSUin Uo FSeddieɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
GSaZ, iT pSimaSilZ geaSed UoXaSdT 6Uh-12Uh gSadeST, UhoVgh HaSSiT Taid The belieWeT ǟUhiT iT a VTefVl Uool foSɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
manZ age gSoVpTǠ Ǥ (ASneUU 8). Open-minded UeacheST VTing UheTe neX UeYUbookT Xill enlighUen ZoVng peopleɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
aboVU Uhe XoSld aSoVnd Uhem, and UheSefoSe help Uhem aid Uhe geneSaUion afUeS Uhem. When people edVcaUeɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
UhemTelWeT on maUUeST UhaU diSecUlZ affecU Uhem, UheZ TeaSch foS oVUleUT Uo WenU UheiS ToSSoX and/oS angeS.ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
EdVcaUion leadT one Uo eYpSeTT XhaU UheZ haWe leaSned, eiUheS jVTU foS UhemTelWeT oS foS oUheST Uo Tee.ɪɪ

WiUhin Uhe moWemenU, Tome indiWidValT VTe mVTic Uo WenU aboVU injVTUice, eYpSeTT pain, and USanTmiUɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
knoXledge of UheiS enWiSonmenU. In ǣHip Hop LiUeSacieT and Globali[aUion of Black PopVlaS CVlUVSe,Ǥɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
RichaSdTon and PoVgh eYplain hoX AfSo-AmeSican ZoVUh eYpSeTT UhemTelWeT UhSoVgh hip-hop ​ǜ​poTiUiWelZɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
and negaUiWelZ​ǜ​and hoX UhiT bVildT idenUiUZ and Telf confidence, Xhich empoXeS UhoTe XhoTe TocieUZ makeTɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
iU difficVlU Uo poTTeTT TVch UhingT. ǣ[Hip hopǠT] cVlUVSe codeT [inclVde] making TomeUhing oVU of noUhing,ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
being aVUhenUic, leaWing oneǠT maSk on Uhe XoSld, haWing aTpiSaUionT, haWing Telf-confidenceǤ (129). WiUhinɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
Uhe moWemenU, mVTic iT VTed Uo eYpSeTT Uhe indiWidValTǠ ToSSoXT and dSeamT XiUhin an oppSeTTiWe TocieUZ.ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
NoU onlZ doeT Uhe mVTic help Uo cope, iU alTo alloXT oUheST Uo heaS Uhe aSUiTUTǠ pain. ThiT empoXeST Uhem XiUhɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
Uhe abiliUZ Uo Tpeak Vp againTU cVSSenU eWenUT, embSacing UheiS pain Uo make TomeUhing poTiUiWe oVU ofɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
TomeUhing negaUiWe.ɪ

OVUleUT TVch aT mVTic aSe onlZ one meanT of bVilding confidence, hoXeWeS. In ​ǣToXaSdT a Model ofɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
PoTiUiWe YoVUh DeWelopmenU Specific Uo GiSlT of ColoS: PeSTpecUiWeT on DeWelopmenU, ReTilience, andɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
EmpoXeSmenU,Ǥ ​Clonan-RaZ eYplainT UhaU giSlT of coloS can mainUain a poTiUiWe Telf-image UhSoVgh ǣlookingɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
cSiUicallZ aU Uhe XaZT in Xhich oneǠT eUhnic gSoVp iT poSUSaZed in TocieUZ and SeTiTUing Uhe negaUiWe imageT ofɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
Uhe gSoVp Uo Xhich one belongTǤ (108).ɪ
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An eYample of SeTiTUing negaUiWe imageT can be foVnd aU Uhe pSoUeTU maSch UhaU Uook place on Uheɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
nighU of ApSil 30Uh, 2015, Xhen ǣhVndSedT of people maSched fSom Union SqVaSe ... in SeTponTe Uo Uhe deaUhɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
of FSeddie GSaZ, a Black man Xho TVffeSed faUal injVSieT Xhile in Uhe cVTUodZ of BalUimoSe policeǤ (JackTonɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
and MacMillan 1). PSoUeTUT and SallieT aSe TUill done in SeTponTe Uo Tocial injVTUice, jVTU aT Uhe Black PanUheSTɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
had done in Uhe paTU. TodaZǠT geneSaUion UakeT TUandT foS Uhe minoSiUZ UhaU cannoU TUand Vp foS UhemTelWeT,ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
did noU geU a chance Uo, oS XaT haSmed foS doing To, jVTU aT leadeST in Uhe paTU had done.ɪ

HoXeWeS, one XaZ Uhe ZoVUh of Black LiWeT MaUUeS diffeS fSom paTU pSoUeTUeST iT UheiS abiliUZ Uoɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
VUili[e Tocial media, Xhich incSeaTeT Uhe adWanUage of poXeS in nVmbeST. ​DaSSZl WellingUon XSiUeT aboVUɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
hoX Uhe ZoVUhT in chaSge of Uhe moWemenU haWe VTed ​ǣǟFacebook acUiWiTmǠ [Uo] effecUiWelZ oSgani[eɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
UhoVTandT of maScheT in pSoUeTU againTU TZTUemic SaciTm and injVTUice in laX enfoScemenUǤ (22). TodaZǠTɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
Black ZoVUh folloX Uhe lead of paTU aUUempUT Uo TUand Vp Uo injVTUice; hoXeWeS, Tocial media inclVdeT Toɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
manZ online paSUicipanUT UhaU iU iT neaSlZ impoTTible Uo moniUoS Uhem all.ɪ

Social media alTo alloXT Black ZoVUh Uo empoXeS UhemTelWeT online Xhen going oVU andɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
phZTicallZ pSoUeTUing iT an obTUacle. DVSing Uhe FSeddZ GSaZ pSoUeTU, ǣPolice pinned manZ pSoUeTUeST onɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
Uhe gSoVnd and aSSeTUed do[enT ǩ MoSe Uhan 100 people XeSe aSSeTUedǤ (JackTon and MacMillan 1).ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
WiUh all Uhe backlaTh fSom police UhaU happenT Xhen one TpeakT Vp aboVU injVTUice, iU iT VndeSTUandableɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
UhaU Tome ZoVUhT aSe afSaid and deUeSSed fSom phZTicallZ fighUing. HoXeWeS, Tocial media offeST an oVUleUɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
Uo fighU Uhe Tilence of injVTUice XiUh XoSdT.ɪ

ThoVgh UimeT aSe a biU diffeSenU UodaZ Uhan UheZ XeSe 50 oS To ZeaST ago, AfSican AmeSicanT TUillɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
face injVTUice in Uhe foSm of laXT, VnTpoken SegVlaUionT, and pooS USeaUmenU. Black ZoVUh haWe beenɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
inflVenced Uo edVcaUe UhemTelWeT, eYpSeTT UhemTelWeT, and TUand Vp foS UhemTelWeT bZ Uhe Black LiWeTɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
MaUUeS moWemenU. EdVcaUing Uhe ZoVUh UhSoVgh Tchooling helpT deWelop a mindTeU foS fVUVSe geneSaUionT.ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
EdVcaUion alTo leadT Uo one XanUing Uo eYpSeTT hiT oS heS pain and knoXledge. ThiT eYpSeTTion Uhen leadTɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
Uo Telf-confidence and TUanding Vp againTU Uhe oppSeTToS. ThiT pSoceTT empoXeST Uhe AfSican-AmeSicanɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
ZoVUh XiUh knoXledge and Uhe Xill Uo fighU. WiUh Uhe ZoVUh being enlighUened, and haWing oVUleUT Uoɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
eYpSeTT UhemTelWeT, UheZ Xill do eWeSZUhing in UheiS poXeS Uo make a change XheSe Uhe paTU haT failed Uo.ɪ
ɪɪ
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blue square cushion. She accommodated my request to sit next to the window overlooking the museum 
sculpture garden: finally, a real indicator that I was in a fine dining restaurant. She then awkwardly proceeded 
to pull out the white tablecloth covered oval table, so that I could enter the bench. After I sat down, she 
then, even more awkwardly, pushed the table back in, forever trapping me at my table. I thought, “This is it. 
No getting up, no bathroom breaks. The experience is about to begin.” 
     In addition to having a nice view of the sculpture garden, my seat in the dining room gave me the 
best view of the whole dining room. I was peacefully secluded in my own corner, admiring the decorative 
cherry blossom trees displayed at each of the three server stations at the center of the room. It was a nice 
break from the almost drab black and white, dark color scheme that the restaurant and all its patrons had 
somehow coordinated with each other. (I had joined the black clothes club, too, just in case). Across from 
me on the table, one candle and a single checker lily made up my date for the evening. Before having 
another interaction with anyone else, I had some time to take in the sights and sounds of The Modern’s 
dining room. Other diners were either in groups or on dates. Group tables, situated in the middle of the 
dining room, were mostly surrounded by older diners, while tables for two and singles, around the perimeter, 
were mostly younger- looking guests. I was the only one sitting alone. It was loud, but not so much that I 
felt like I was lost in a crowd. I felt calm in my little corner by the window, observing the staff, listening to 
the fashion show/shopping music playing in the museum next door. 

After several minutes of people watching, I was finally greeted by the Captain. He said good 
evening, made room for an unusually long pause after I replied, and handed me a menu. The whole process 
of him greeting me and handing me the menu seemed unnecessarily long, but I guess this was a part of the 
service. He proceeded to acknowledge the requests I had made on my reservation—pescatarian, no 
alcohol—and offered me non-alcoholic cocktails, which my college student self sadly declined. After this, he 
filled my water glass, and left me to make my selections from each course and do more people watching. 
The entrée was a simple choice for me, because there was only one fish option, which was slow cooked sea 
bass with celtuce ribbons and horseradish. The others were not so easy, but I was intent on trying new foods 
free of alcohol and red meat. For the cold appetizer, I decided on the tuna tartare marinated in dashi 
vinaigrette. I have only ever eaten and prepared hot foods with dashi, so this made me curious. For the 
warm appetizer, I had cauliflower roasted in crab butter. I wanted to know how well the chefs could make 
this vegetable the star of the dish, because American cuisine often focuses on meat as the main focus of a 
plate. For dessert, the apple crème fraiche with sage ice cream. Although I am not a fan of apples or apple 
flavored anything, I found this to be the most creative, seasonal, and interesting of the other desserts, which 
were more on the traditional side (chocolate mousse, Mont blanc, bread pudding). After what seemed like 
much more than enough time to choose, the captain finally came to take my order, and assured me that the 
chefs would be informed about my pescatarian and non-alcoholic requests. 

Shortly after, the meal commenced with the amuse bouche: a celeriac tasting, presented to me by a 
different dining room Captain, assisted by one of the food runners. The Captain was very enthusiastic in his 
greeting and presentation, and his attitude was contagious. I watched in anticipation as he laid down a matte 
white mini platform, with a mini tart sitting atop, and a cone shaped cup filled with some black powder onto 
the blue and white preset plate. He then presented it as a mini cheddar cheese tart with fresh celeriac, which 
was to be eaten after the celeriac soup, which was accented with black truffle powder. As he poured, the 



 
 

 

54 

black truffle powder dispersed throughout the soup, and towards the end of the pour, the most vibrant color 
of green I had ever seen rose to the surface, adding a beautiful, fresh contrast to the creamy white celeriac 
soup. It reminded me of spring, even though celeriac and the whole menu was still focused on winter. I was 
so in awe that I forgot to ask what the green liquid was. It was clear, but too dark to be olive oil. He then 
explained in a calming British accent that I should wait a few moments for the flavors to marry, and that it 
was to be drunk like tea, and then followed by the tart. It feels weird to have other people to tell you how to 
eat, but I followed his instructions. 

Shortly after the plates were cleared, the main food runner that was serving me brought out my 
bread and butter plate and appetizer silverware. The butter plate was formed in a ring, decorated with 
meticulously picked leaves of different herbs, such as rosemary, thyme, and chervil, and sprinkled with salt. I 
opted for multigrain and caraway bread, after which the cold appetizer arrived,tartare of tuna with dashi 
flavored vinaigrette. Unlike traditional tartare, this dish lacked a breaded or crunchy vehicle. Instead, very 
thinly sliced, translucent discs of daikon radish topped green and red jewels underneath. Before leaving, the 
food runner made sure to inform me that there was no alcohol in this dish. I then lifted a piece of daikon to 
reveal the tartare, studded with refreshing diced citrus supremes and parsley. The dashi flavor was 
prominent, but not overly fishy, and the bursts of citrus were enjoyable. The slight bitterness of the daikon 
was a nice addition, to balance all the flavors. The serving size was a little disappointing, considering the 
price of the whole meal, but it was delicious and a well-thought-out dish. After I finished eating, my food 
runner, who I was assuming to be the equivalent of a back server, cleared the table except for the bread and 
butter plates and water glass, swiftly crumbed the table and put down the silverware for the next course, the 
hot appetizer. 
     The cauliflower roasted with crab butter was my favorite dish of the night,. The plate boasted a 
brilliant and simple gold and white color scheme, garnished with golden toasted sliced almonds and fresh 
tarragon leaves being the finishing pop of green. While the cauliflower was roasted to unreal golden 
perfection, with a strong brown butter flavor, the crab did not shine through. This was a bit of a letdown, 
because I was expecting that they would utilize the delicious crab fat. They could have elevated the crab 
flavor in this dish, and perhaps didn’t because consuming crab fat in American cuisine is uncommon. Still, 
the beauty of the presentation was captivating and made me ease up on the criticism. I cleaned the plate, 
mopping up every bit of buttery goodness with pieces of cauliflower and also using it to breathe life back 
into my now cold and tough caraway bread. I made sure to make my last bite one with the flavors of the 
main dish in front of me. After clearing the dish, the main food runner did not crumb the table, but did 
repoint it for the entrée. This part of the service seemed rushed but did not take away from me enjoying the 
experience. 
     For the entrée, the food runner put the plate in front of me and took a deep breath, as if she was 
about to give a very important speech, automatically telling me she was nervous. Maybe a new server? She 
then explained each component of the plate—the sea bass, celtuce ribbons, grated horseradish, horseradish 
cream—and cautiously poured a “minestrone broth” into the shallow bowl, taking care not to drown the 
horseradish cream. The first thought that popped into my mind? This is not minestrone broth; it’s basically a 
cream soup! So far, only one dish I had tasted so far did not have copious amounts of dairy products. And, I 
had chosen the crème fraiche and ice cream for dessert. Oops. I was, however, excited for the horseradish, 
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which I anticipated to be a nice break from the mild flavors of the other dishes. The fish was cooked nicely, 
but didn’t wow me in terms of texture, and it was missing the finesse that one would expect from such a 
high-end restaurant. The celtuce ribbons were warm but still crunchy, but also did not wow me. And the 
horseradish cream? Sadly, it did not have the spicy kick I was hoping for. This, along with the minestrone 
broth, made the dish too rich for my liking. Usually, when I eat and think of fish, I prefer it with something 
cool, crisp and light on the side. The flavors were good, but did not complement each other well, and 
seemed thrown together rather than carefully considered. 
     Before dessert, the food runner cleared and crumbed my table, and offered coffee and tea, which I 
declined. The dining room captain who served me made a request to the executive pastry chef, Jiho Kim, to 
serve a small “dessert appetizer” as I like to think of it, and it was presented to me by the chef himself. It 
was a simple quenelle of yuzu ice cream with a wedge of mandarin orange and extremely thin choux pastry 
shaped like a leaf. I believe the captain provided the complimentary dessert because I told him I was a 
hospitality student. He was the one to present me with the last course—apple crème fraiche with sage ice 
cream. The crème fraiche actually tasted like apple, nearing apple Jolly Rancher flavor, but not cloyingly 
sweet. It was served over a thin almond cake, and a refreshing pile of granny smith apples and celeriac 
brunoise—a clever allusion to the amuse bouche from the start of the whole meal. The sage ice cream was 
my favorite part, even though I was dreading constantly having cream being a constant part of each course. 
The savory flavor of sage somehow provided a warm depth of flavor to the dessert, and I finished it quickly 
so as not to let it melt and make the almond cake soggy.  
     After the table was cleared, I was left alone for a very long time. I was tired of people watching at 
this point, and I felt trapped from the host pushing the table so close to me. Where are my server friends? 
Where is the Captain? Are they waiting for me to leave and do I have to pay at the entrance? This was the 
first time in the evening that I felt uncomfortable. But finally, the Captain came to check on me, and I asked 
if I could pay, which turned out to be one of the reasons why he finally came back to my table. He then 
surprised me by offering to show me the kitchen. The wait was so long that I thought it was not going to 
happen. I felt like I had burdened the staff with my dietary restrictions and questions, but they continued 
showing exceptional hospitality. I had called a week before and asked a reservationist about seeing the 
kitchen, but I do not know if this is the reason he offered, or if it was because I told him I am a student. 
Regardless, I was ecstatic, so much so that I asked, “Right now?!” when he turned around to get my bill. 
After the check was paid, he promptly led me to the kitchen, and expertly explained each station, as well as 
the names of the chefs working, while still keeping the information concise. It was the perfect end to the 
meal, and it compensated for the terrible chocolate that I had as my final bite of the night. 
     Surprisingly, it was the service and hospitality that made the experience memorable for me. The 
food was good overall. I did have some expectations that were left unmet as far as food and culinary arts are 
concerned, but I was very happy that the restaurant accommodated every request I made—pescatarian, no 
alcohol, seat by the window, tour of the kitchen. Furthermore, they even gave me a free dessert, and I met 
the executive pastry chef. The atmosphere is appropriate for business meetings and more special occasions, 
and the Bar Room is a nice setting for meeting up with friends in a more upscale setting than the usual bar 
or café. I was nervous that I would be rushed through the meal as a solo diner, but after visiting The 
Modern, I think they go above and beyond for each guest. 
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Follow the Potato: How One Plant Forever 
Altered the World 
 
Nikka Rosenstein 
 
 

The United Nations estimates that, in 2007, the combined production of potatoes worldwide 
reached 325.3 million metric tons (Food and Agriculture Organization of the United Nations). That’s over 
100 pounds of potatoes for every person on Earth. These tubers all eventually made their way into the 
stomachs of Earth’s inhabitants, becoming food for humans, fodder for livestock, or alcohol or food starch. 
However, the widespread cultivation and use of the potato only occurred over the last 500 years. The arrival 
of Europeans to the Americas at the turn of the sixteenth century inarguably altered the history of the 
Western Hemisphere, but those Europeans also brought the potato back with them to their home countries, 
and that single plant forever altered the history of the entire world. 

The Native Americans who inhabited modern-day Bolivia likely cultivated the potato from a wild 
root in the area (Simmons et. al.). It quickly spread to a large area, including modern-day Peru, as an 
alternative staple for areas that had difficulty growing the more iconic maize. Properly dried, potatoes could 
keep for years without refrigeration. Though the version eaten today is often freeze-dried for speed and 
convenience, chuño may be one of the first potato preparations in the world. 

The introduction of the potato to Europe was not as greatly marked as it might have been, since 
many Europeans did not initially feel keen about the tuber. Laws regulating the use of open fields often 
limited large-scale agriculture to grains, meaning that farmers grew potatoes in small garden plots (Mcneill 
and Mcneill). Some Europeans thought the potato contained poison, because it grew underground, which 
resulted in the nickname “the Devil’s Apples.” The proper French term for potato is still “pomme de terre,” 
which literally translates to “apple of the earth.” 

By the eighteenth century, however, Europe began to change its mind. Potatoes were cheap, 
nutritious, and, unlike wheat or rye, did not need grinding before consumption. King Frederick the Great of 
Prussia thought highly of the potato and insisted his subjects cultivate it. French royalty promoted the 
potato as food for the peasants. Peter the Great introduced potatoes to Russia, though it took until the end 
of the nineteenth century for Russians to accept the potato and integrate it fully into their agriculture 
(Ekshtut). 

But the potato did not stop there. European colonists and traders brought the plant to Africa, India, 
and China. India received the potato in the seventeenth century and quickly adopted it into cuisine (Gopal 
et. al.). The samosa, a traditional food since the days of the Persian Empire, now almost always contains 
potatoes. Another Persian originating dish, Massaman curry, is standard potato- bearing fare in Thailand. 
Cooks in Japan have long incorporated potatoes into stews and ground them into flour for pancakes. 
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Meanwhile, the potato became first a savior and then a destroyer in Ireland. This root vegetable had 
become extremely popular in the poorer parts of the country. As one historian explained, “Close to half the 
population ate little except potatoes and buttermilk—a diet that, although monotonous, was highly 
nutritious”(Kinealy). Unfortunately, this monoculture made Ireland susceptible to disease. Between 1845 and 
1852, five near-consecutive crop failures due to a mold that grew on the potato killed one in eight people. 
Ironically, this famine drove millions of Irish immigrants to the United States, back across the Atlantic 
Ocean that had brought them their traitorous staple. 

It is ironic that these Irish immigrants were preceded by their own potato. The potato came to 
North America by way of Ireland, rather than straight north from its origins in what is now Bolivia. Potato 
cultivation arrived in New England from Europe and spread west with the white settlers (invaders, from the 
perspective of the Native Americans), reaching the West Coast in a little more than a century. 

Following this path, the sheer distance covered by the spread of the potato is astounding. It traveled 
over ten thousand miles from Bolivia, to Ireland, to Idaho; over 14 thousand miles from Brazil, to India, to 
Japan. These routes do not count the potato’s many branching paths through Europe, Russia, and Africa. 
Since the Earth’s circumference is just under 25 thousand miles, it’s no exaggeration to say that the potato 
has literally circled the globe. The potato’s travels changed nutrition, culture, and demographics worldwide. 
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Exhibition: A Love Letter to New Orleans 
 

Ekemini Nkanta 
 
 
 If you’ve ever dreamt of exploring someone else’s memories, the Museum of Contemporary 
African Diasporan Arts has what you’re looking for. Visit A Love Letter to New Orleans, an exhibition by 
Langston Allston and Demond Melancon, and you’ll feel an unspoken connection to their childhoods, 
upbringings, and culture. Melancon crafts elaborate Mardi Gras Indian suits by hand, while Allston 
captures the world around him in drawings. Each piece illustrates a personal experience before 
surrounding the subject with lines and lines of text. Rather than being merely decorative or blunt, the 
fragmented narratives elaborate on the emotions and nostalgia attached to the memory. Together, these 
works paint a blurry picture of the past that’s more of a feeling than a concrete image—sort of like the 
difference between a painting and a photograph of the exact same scene. The individual works seem to 
be untitled, but my favorite is Langston Allston’s portrait of Big Chief in costume. 
 When I first looked at this piece, I was instantly stunned by the intricate details of the linework. 
Despite the simple medium (marker on tarpaulin, a.k.a. waterproof canvas), Allston achieves several 
different textures and layers through the manipulation of stroke, patterns, and tone. Big Chief, a major 
leader and role model for Melancon, is shown standing with his hands clasped and his eyes shut while 
wearing an extravagant Mardi Gras headdress. It’s a stark contrast to his T-shirt, jeans, and various 
chains. His arms are adorned with tattoos, and his body is surrounded by storyboard panels featuring 
aspects of the annual ceremony. I love how his ensemble connects his Indian tradition to the modern-
day Black aesthetic, and demonstrates how the two can coexist. It reminds me of the “double 
consciousness” lesson in which we discussed balancing racial identities. Because this is such a large 
piece, Allston anticipates that you won’t be close enough to read the text, so he plays with sizing and 
negative space in order to draw you in. The concentration of black in Big Chief’s dreads brought my 
gaze to the center of the image, and the extensive layering encouraged me to move closer for a better 
look. It’s beautiful how the finer elements appear to just be gray when viewed from a distance. It could 
represent how the complexity of a culture, location or person slowly unravels as you begin to interact 
with it. 
 What makes this particular exhibition different from any other are the raw stories written 
directly onto the artwork. They’re completely unfiltered: slang, spelling errors, and names given out 
of context make the anecdotes feel authentic, without leaving the reader in the dark. Mini doodles 
accommodate the writing, just like in journal entries. Allston’s messy handwriting offers details about 
New Orleans that only an insider would know: late nights on St. Claude, marching through the 
streets to a drumbeat, running inside at the sound of gunshots, stapling beadwork back on mid-
parade ... all subtle signs of the relationship between the writer and his neighborhood. I like that he 
doesn’t romanticize the violence—he just tells it like it is. I also see beauty in the fact that Big Chief 
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inspired change for the better, rather than holding onto the common mentality of “it’s always been 
this way.” 
 All in all, Langston Allston and Demond Melancon did an exceptional job at honoring their city 
and the people they’ve met within it. Their duo exhibition, A Love Letter to New Orleans, offers two 
different memoirs of how their neighborhood’s culture has shaped them as both artists and individuals. 
You can tell they belong there just from the passion embedded in their artwork and narration. The good 
times they share are powerful enough to make even an outsider like me feel nostalgic.  
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The City That Never Slept: The Introduction of 
the Harlem Renaissance 
 
Maia Bethea Dawson 
  
  
     In 1920, the beginning of a new lifestyle would emerge in Harlem, New York. Over the years 
spanning the Great Depression, six million southerners of color would migrate north fighting to get away 
from the rural, racially segregated South in hopes of a change in lifestyle. New forms of art and 
entertainment would intertwine within the races and concepts never spoken about would be brought to 
light. Socially, intellectually, and artistically, New York would be changed forever.  
 Prior to the Great Migration to the North, life for blacks in the South was largely segregated due to 
large amounts of racial tension. In an attempt to gain freedom, black southerners migrated north ending 
straight in Harlem. As the beginning of the Harlem Renaissance approached, World War I was coming to a 
close and the world was a decade before the onset of the Great Depression. The demand for workers in the 
industrially growing cities rocketed as dozens of businesses sprang up to supply the demand for goods. In 
the South, blacks saw this as an opportunity to create new lives for themselves. Segregation limited blacks 
from doing most anything spanning from going to school with white children to drinking from the same 
water fountain as them. 
 In New York cultures began to intertwine especially in the field of entertainment. New forms of art 
began to develop and blacks and whites began to look at each other with more understanding and 
companionship. Despite the still existing racism in Harlem, blacks dealt with difficulties by integrating music 
and acting. During this period, blacks would produce musicals written and acted completely by blacks. 
Theatre and music became the foundation of their social lives and is what began to introduce the races to 
each other. According to Sabina Arora, “Drama of the Harlem Renaissance sought to overcome the decades 
long influence of such stereotypes on the popular imagination” (42). Theatre began with white actors in 
blackface where white actors usually darkened their skin to perform exaggerated roles as African Americans, 
depicting them usually as mean, ugly people. Soon after, blacks would make it to the stage and would 
continue to create their own performances. Symbolism and themes of black revolution were seen in them. 
Plays were written by black migrants, usually those of southern descent. As a result, some racial tolerance 
began to show over time. Harlem would became the largest concentration of black people in the world, a 
populace reflected in its theater.  
 In addition, new ways of innovating and creating things faster were constantly generating 
throughout the 1920s. One of the first intellectual and cultural shifts began with women. Women went from 
wearing clothes that concealed to barely any at all. Drinking and partying would also become casual for 
women. Gender roles for women would also largely change as women became frustrated with traditional 
limitations. These cultural changes paralleled political currents. In 1920, women would be permanently 
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granted the right to vote with the passing of the 19th amendment. In 1920, women would also be granted 
the ability to work a job with a fair wage. These changes are the reason why women can work today under 
equal conditions. 
 Books by African-American authors too had a great influence on both black and white Americans. 
Langston Hughes and Claude Mckay are just two famous writers of the Harlem Renaissance. They spoke on 
the pride and the alienation African Americans felt in Harlem and also how blacks learned to assimilate. In 
clubs, which Hughes and McKay wrote about, white and black people were no longer averse to dancing with 
each other. This change of thinking would soon create a sort of peace between the races and would 
influence later changes such as the ending of legal segregation in 1954. 
 Art, alongside music and literature, played a major role during the Harlem Renaissance as well. 
During the period, many of the emerging artists such as Romare Bearden were of southern descent. Music in 
the black community also served as a means of uplifting and encouraging others that racism and segregation 
could be overcome. In Harlem, music was simple enjoyment; there’s no denying that Jazz and Blues brought 
people together. Truthfully, Jazz and Blues originated in the South and was brought north by migrating 
blacks. As Virginia Smith writes, “to put it more exactly the way I have come to think about it, blues could 
not exist if the African American captives had not become captives” (24). Smith’s claim supports the larger 
matter of African American music being created from difficult experiences. Furthermore, if blacks had not 
been contained within the South, they wouldn’t have their tales to tell. Jazz music completely affected 
people, from fashion to their attitudes. This style of music urged people to buy cars, wear nice clothing, and 
overall live life fully. Jazz spoke to all, triggering powerful emotions and would influence change even in 
sexual norms.  
 Many would argue that the Harlem Renaissance holds no true significance. Many of the problems 
recognized didn’t change until later in history; however, I disagree. The 20th century marked a time in which 
white Americans finally began to consider the intellectual contributions of African Americans. Equality was 
broadened and the meaning of being not only an American but a human being was exemplified with the 
integration of black and white culture. Many positive legal changes would be born during this time as well; if 
the Renaissance had not occurred, much of the freedom we have now would not exist. Based out of New 
York, Harlem’s intellectual revolution brought us to where we are today. 
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My Graphic Design Course Experience 
 
Keon Johnson 
 
 
 Graphic Design Principles I is an intense class with different ways of perceiving design. The class 
abounds in creative approaches to design. In fact, it incorporates everything from everywhere, due to the 
various analytical perspectives that are being applied (e.g., analyzing a series of Tommy Hilfiger clothing 
advertisements). In turn, this makes the required tasks more like a hobby or a lifestyle, rather than a dull 
project that counts towards a necessary grade. The entire creation process is a legitimate learning experience, 
as this helps encourage creativity in the process of crafting, decision-making, and carefully learning from 
mistakes. Instead of using computers, students draft and create almost totally through the manual 
application of previewed design tactics and elements. This class can comprehensively teach a number of 
different design methods and improve one’s craftsmanship tremendously. 
 I was introduced to a number of terms relating to the application and understanding of design 
techniques. Chiaroscuro describes the regions of light and shade in an image, while Surrealism refers to 
objects that possess dreamlike qualities in a work of design. The color theory unit of the class dealt with 
projects based on the application of terms like soft, medium, or high contrast to the focal point of a 
monochrome. The first of these projects appeared simple, but required. This, in turn, made us prioritize 
focus and craftsmanship. For a majority of the required projects, keeping the design neat was key. This was 
especially the case on one of the first few assignments, where the objective was to display a pictorial balance 
of a focal point. The project required patience, since an equally distributed margin was needed, as well as 
very clean edges. The symmetrical top with right margins was necessary to give off the effect of an absolute 
focal point. The project gave a better understanding on how to catch a viewer’s eye, which follows along 
based on how the work initially catches the eye’s attention. This project gave me ideas for focal point use in 
my own drawings and paintings. 
 The class also turns one into an actual designer through the use of the tools that we were required 
to use. T-squares with clear edges was a new concept at first and still isn’t the easiest tool to work with. 
Being more used to using a basic steel T-square, I found designing in this different style to be a challenge. 
However, as time went on, creating with this new type of tool became very understandable. Another new 
type of tool often utilized in this class was gouache paint. This kind of paint dries relatively fast. Early on, 
the professor emphasized using a high-quality gouache paint to achieve more professional results, which I 
found to be very true. While gouache isn’t the easiest form of paint to work with, it is very simple to use. A 
problem that I often encountered with this paint was during its application, however. Too much or too little 
water would lead to uneven textures and faults in the color, which is a big deal according to color theory: 
even the slightest variation in tone matters a lot. These made everyone more careful when using paints, and 
more precise when applying measurements with a T-square. 
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 We were assigned many projects in this class. They all served to better my craft skills in some way. 
The design theory projects addressed focal points and the negative space around the focal point. Something 
intriguing was the fact that, despite having that much negative space, precise measurements of the projects’ 
margins were necessary in order to achieve the effect of a focal point. Because the contrast of black on white 
was already present, this added to the focal point’s intensity. In the color theory unit, everything in design 
theory began to make sense to me. We incorporated almost everything we learned in terms of margin 
measurement and focal points into color theory projects; it would’ve come off as easy to anyone. There was 
still the fact, however, that the mastering of gouache paint took patience, and its application required 
extreme neatness. A common mistake I encountered with these projects was with the technique of masking. 
Bleeding would constantly occur and my work would suffer. That’s something that most people in the class 
looked forward to improving in the future. 
 A vocabulary sheet given early on in class also handed everyone a number of new phrases, as well as 
some new terminology. For a start, symmetry was described in a new sense. Beforehand, symmetry used to 
mean to me identical shapes on both sides; however, as this class suggested, symmetry has more to do with 
an even weight, as opposed to identical shapes. Another word that was somewhat reiterated was rhythm. 
Usually, this term is equated with repetition; however, it’s actually not only just that. Rhythm has to do with 
slight modifications within repetition, which only then becomes rhythm. There were terms, though, that 
were totally new and that are now becoming a part of my regular vocabulary. The word chiaroscuro, for 
example, signifies the intensity between light and dark areas. Although it was very new at first, the term and 
its meaning and usage slowly grew on me. . 
 In conclusion, this class overall has taught and refreshed a lot of things for me. Since the first 
session up until now, there has been a tremendous change in how students in the class go about creating. 
Lessons from course portions like design theory enforced precision and neatness in drafting and measuring. 
There are still parts I’m working on bettering myself in, like applying paint neatly, as I learned from color 
theory. Often in class, the Bauhaus phrase "Less is More" was emphasized. Bauhaus school—its 
masterpieces, then its rise and fall—wasn’t a new topic to me, since I had taken a graphic design history 
course; what was new was the saying itself, one small sentence that sticks with me. It’s something very true 
in terms of art, but it can be applied to everything. 
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The Good, the Bad, and the Ugly: Everybody 
CRmeV WR Rick·V vs. Casablanca 
 
Gabriel Flores 
  
 
 The play Ever\bod\ Comes to Rick·s, written by Murray Burnett and Joan Alison, and the film Casablanca, 

by director Michael Curtiz, both combine war and romance genres to depict human nature in a time of crisis. 

Although the two genres are evident in both works, there are a series of remarkable differences that distinguish 

BXrnett and Alison·s pla\ and CXrti]·s film. These differences are perceptible in the portra\al of some 
characters, as well the handling of some story plots. This paper will analyze three specific differences between 

Burnett and Alison·s pla\ and CXrti]·s film: the character of Captain LXis Rinaldo (called LoXis RenaXlt in the 
film) and his portrayal as a more serious character in the play as opposed to a playful character in the film; the 

treatment of the war context in both works and the differences in how the war is used as a backdrop for both 

stories; and the ways in which the two different endings signify the meaning of both play and film. 
 
Rinaldo/Renault  
 
 Both Ever\bod\ Comes to Rick·s and Casablanca sketch the majority of the characters as either good or 

evil, with the exception of the character of Captain Luis Rinaldo (named Captain Louis Renault in the film 

adaptation). In both works, the character of Rinaldo/Renault is drawn as a hedonist. He is a man who seems 

to care about nothing and no one except himself. He takes advantage of pretty women taking refuge in 

Casablanca, who seek an exit visa to somewhere safe, like the United States of America. These actions might 

put Rinaldo/Renault clearly on the side of evil, but he is also a man who looks the other way while refugees 

and locals do illegal business to survive the difficulties of war. His willingness to bypass the law in order to 

protect people shows that he is also a character on the side of good. Although there are clear similarities between 

Rinaldo and RenaXlt, the character·s deYelopment arc does differ betZeen the tZo. In the pla\, Rinaldo is an 
immoral and cynical womanizer, but in the film, he becomes the teasing and sophisticated Renault who 

eventually does the right thing, joining Rick to fight the Nazis. 
 The womanizing aspects of Rinaldo are evident in his dialogue from Ever\bod\ Comes to Rick·s, such as 

Zhen he tells Rick that he is in loYe. When Rick asks ´still or again,µ Rinaldo sa\s, ´again, and I hope it Zill be 
again and again and againµ (1.8). As Rinaldo implies in his ansZer to Rick·s qXestion, this is not the first time 
he has believed that he is in love. For him, love is more of one-night stand than a commitment, as Rinaldo 

further e[plains that he jXst saZ this ´loYeµ for the first time that afternoon (1.8). Rinaldo·s lXst and immoralit\ 
in the play are even more noticeable in the scene where he pressures Annina to bend to his desires in front of 

her husband. Rinaldo wants Jan, Annina·s hXsband, to knoZ that she Zill haYe se[ Zith Rinaldo in e[change 
for exit visas. 
 
 JAN: Annina, I think we should go. 
 RINALDO: Why? It is early. You cannot leave now. 
 ANNINA: Please, Jan, I am having such a good time. 
 JAN: If we stay, you must promise not to drink anymore. 
 RINALDO: (slipping an arm around her) You may stay with me and drink all you want. 
 JAN: (rising) Annina, we are leaving. 

RINALDO: Perhaps you are leaving, but when I am the host, I do not like my guests to leave so 

early. 
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 ANNINA: Please, Captain, Ze « 
 RINALDO: (pulling her down again) Come sit down. We have made a bargain. 
 JAN: Captain, will you let my wife go! 
 RINALDO: You fool! If you want an exit visa, do not interfere. (2.2.37) 
 
The dialogue shows that Rinaldo has giYen Xp caring aboXt right and Zrong. He takes adYantage of the coXple·s 
desperation to satisfy his lust, forcing Annina to betray her husband for a promise of safe escape from 

Casablanca. 
 Burnett and Alison also create a more bitter relationship between Rinaldo and Rick in Everybody Comes 
to Rick·s, as opposed to the less dramatic and more humorous Renault-Rick relationship established by Curtiz 

in Casablanca, as these lines from the play reveal: 
 
 RICK: Come, come, Luis. Why so formal? 

RINALDO: Because, for the first time in three years, I am here as Prefect of Police, and not as a 

friend. 
 RICK: Not for the first time, Luis. Remember? You closed us up last night. 
 RINALDO: Until we have settled this, I am Captain Rinaldo. 
 RICK: Fine. Then it Zon·t be necessary for me to offer you a drink. With the place 
 closed, free drinks are quite an expense. 
 RINALDO: YoX can open immediatel\ « that is Xp to \oX. 
 RICK: I·m listening. 
 RINALDO: I want the Vierecks. 
 RICK: The Vierecks? 
 RINALDO: (impatiently) The young boy and girl who were here last night. The ones who were 

 responsible for the closing. The people that you have hidden successfully. (3.2) 
 
Unlike the more threatening dialogue above, this conversation happens with a more lighthearted tone in the 

film: 
 
 RENAULT: As I sXspected. YoX·re a rank sentimentalist. 
 RICK: Yeah? Why? 
 RENAULT: Why do you interfere with my little romances? 
 RICK: Put it down as a gesture to love. 
 RENAULT: Well, I forgiYe \oX this time. BXt I·ll be in tomorroZ night Zith a 
 breath-taking blond. (Casablanca) 
 
RenaXlt, instead of focXsing on the Vierecks like he does in the pla\, makes jokes aboXt his ´little romancesµ 
and ´breathtaking blonds.µ 
 RenaXlt oYerall sXpplies more leYit\ in CXrti]·s film adaptation than Rinaldo does in the play. He may 

at times come off as despicable, bXt he·s also one of the fXnniest characters in the film, proYiding relief in 
dramatic moments. The following dialogue between Rick and Renault, at the moment they are talking about 

whether Laszlo will leave Casablanca, captures one of these moments: 
 
 RENAULT: This is the end of the chase. 
 RICK: 20,000 francs sa\s it isn·t. 
 RENAULT: Is that a serious offer? 
 RICK: I jXst paid oXt 20,000, and I·d like to get it back. 
 RENAULT: Make it 10. I·m onl\ a poor, corrupt official. (Casablanca) 
  
The aboYe dialogXe is in contrast to the pla\, Zhich onl\ refers to a ´Zagerµ (1.11) betZeen Rinaldo and Rick, 
and the amoXnt the\ bet is onl\ ´fiYe thoXsand francsµ (1.11). The pla\ does not inclXde the additional remarks 
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that RenaXlt makes aboXt himself as being a ´poor and corrXpt officialµ (Casablanca), which adds comic relief 

to the scene. 
  
War-time Context 
 
 The war-time context in which both stories take place is crucial for both works, but there are important 

differences between how Burnett and Alison represent it in Ever\bod\ Comes to Rick·s and how director Curtiz 

represents it in the film Casablanca, due in part to their two different media (stage and screen). The story, both 

in the play and the film, is set in 1941 dXring World War II. JXle Selbo claims that ´the opening of the dramatic 
Casablanca is framed in the war genre³in the opening scenes « and its conclXsionµ (18). From the beginning 
of the film, the war itself is an important element, both visually in terms of cinematography and stage design, 

and expressively in terms of the mise-en-scène throughout the entire film. 
 As mentioned earlier, the Zar dominates the oYerall climate of the film. Selbo states, ´the sXpporting 
genre (romance) « is present « Zhen Ilsa (Ingrid Bergman), Rick·s former loYer, enters Rick·s Cafp « [bXt] 
« it is interesting to note hoZ the main genre (Zar) dominates the narratiYeµ (18). The film sets the historical 
stage by using a series of visual references to establish the time period. It starts with a revolving globe, which 

then stops revolving and shows Europe, only to turn into a flat contour map of Paris. Jeffrey Geiger and R.L. 

Rustky, in the book Film Analysis: A Norton Reader, argue that the film guides us into its fictional world with 

smooth transitions and matching actions between shots, creating a smooth narrative flow as it lays out the facts 

of World War II. 
 The film then shows superimposed scenes of maps; refugees fleeing from all sections of Europe by 

foot; and pushcarts, cars, and ships. They all converge upon one point at the tip of Africa: Casablanca. Arrows 

on the maps illustrate the routes taken as voice-over narration describes the migration. Authors Geiger and 

Rutsky write: 

 
 The first moment after the credits assail the spectator with background material that is  

 virtually documentary or even pedagogical in nature³a rush of information conveyed  

 through newsreel footage, maps, and authoritative masculine voice-over. (364) 
 
The film then depicts a scene of refugees in Casablanca surrounded by the military. A man trying to escape the 

aXthorities passes b\ a coXple, the Brandels, Zho ´pla\ an important narratiYe fXnction throXgh the coXrse of 
the filmsµ (Geiger and RXstk\, 365). As the camera pivots, it shows the sorts of shady figures that populate the 

toZn. Selbo describes Casablanca as a popXlation of ´an[ioXs refXgees angling for transit papers in oXtdoor 
cafés, military police shooting a criminal with false papers, to set the Zar genre schemeµ (18). Other references 
are purely visual and strengthen the atmosphere of war, such as the constant revolving beam of light and the 

German Expressionist style. 
 Contrar\ to the strong Zar YisXals in the film·s opening, and the first scenes that clearly illustrate the 

World War II backdrop of the film, BXrnett and Alison·s pla\ relies on characters· dialogXe, rather than YisXals, 
to set the wartime scene. The first stage direction, in Act One, defines the place and the year of the story without 

mentioning the Zar specificall\: ´The bar of RICK·S CAFE. Casablanca, French Morocco, 1941µ (5). Then, a 
character named Ugarte refers to the refugees in a conversation with Rick: 
 
 UGARTE: You know something about Europe, senor. You have seen these 
 refXgees. The\ ma\ haYe eYer\thing « mone\, permission to enter the United States or 
 South America, and yet they can no leave. Why? 
 RICK: Do you have to go to all this? 
 UGARTE: I insist. They need exit visas from the country that they wish to leave, 
 and they are very difficult to obtain. 
 RICK: And that·s Zhere \oX come in. 
 UGARTE: Right, Senor. Just as the lowest animal have their reason for existing 
 so have I. I supply these poor people the necessary exit visas. 



78 

 RICK: For a price, Ugarte, for a price. 
 UGARTE: (nodding) And why not? People pay well to get out of Europe today. (1.3) 
 
This dialogue is meaningful because it establishes a sense of urgency from the refugees to leave Europe, where 

Nazis are conquering and invading their homelands. Instead of explaining the whole war or the general history, 

like the film does, the play focuses on how the wartime situation affects individual characters. Another reference 

to World War II in the play occurs in one of the earlier conversations that Rick has with Rinaldo, when Rick 

e[plains to Rinaldo that Las]lo mXst haYe taken the refXgee trail. Rinaldo replies that he doesn·t care hoZ 
Laszlo got to Casablanca; he only cares about the fact that Laszlo needs to stay. This again shows how the war 

affects the individual characters, rather than showing the war as a whole. 
 The blog Rick on Theater e[plains hoZ the pla\Zright MXrra\ BXrnett·s e[periences led to his 
exploration of the war: 
 

Burnett was horrified by what he witnessed there, and he met ´a neZ breed of peopleµ: 
refXgees Zho Zere aboXt to become ´stateless people,µ Xnwelcome in their homelands and 

Xnable to escape EXrope easil\. While in Vienna, too, BXrnett learned aboXt the ´refXgee 
trail,µ a circXitoXs and periloXs roXte from Na]i-controlled Europe across the Alps into 

France (not yet occupied by Germany in 1938) to Marseille and across the Mediterranean to 

Morocco then back to Lisbon, the capital of neutral Portugal and the center of espionage 

and intrigue in World War II Europe (2009). 
  
 Burnett and Alison include more allusions in the play that help create the war backdrop of the story, 

sXch as the entrance of Captain Heinrich: ´The door opens. A YOUNG MAN in German Xniform enters. 
Other Germans salXte him in the roomµ (1.19). The German inYasion of France is also mentioned during a 

conversation between Rinaldo, Rick and Strasser: 
  
 RINALDO: (quickly) Rick is unlike any American you have ever met, Captain. 
 He is completely neutral. 
 STRASSER: So, I have heard. I understand you came from Paris in ¶37. 
 RICK: (with a slightly sour smile) That seems to be no secret. 
 STRASSER: (with a lightning glance at Rinaldo) I have always been happy in 
 Paris. I had hoped to be stationed there. 
 RICK: A pity. 
 STRASSER: Ah. So, you are not one of these people who cannot imagine the Germans in their 

 beloved Paris. (1.20) 
 
This focuses again on how the individual characters feel about the war. At one point, the characters even discuss 

how little they know about who will win: 
 
 STRASSER: You are very clever. Who do you think will win the war? 
 RICK: I haYen·t the slightest idea. (1.21) 
 
 Despite the fact that the wartime framing is established early in the play, references to the war appear 

in other acts as well. In Act Two, Rick asks Lois about her preferences, prompting an intimate moment between 

lovers: 
           
 RICK: Good. What do you like? Cricket, baseball, the war? 
   LOIS: Oh, the war. 
   RICK: DisgXsting, isn·t it? (2.1.5-6) 
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As these passages all show, references to the war in the play Everybody Comes to Rick·s focus on interrelations 

among characters. They do also include dramatic sequences like the singing duel between the German and 

French anthems; the resolXtion of the central romantic triangle; and eYen the signatXre song ´As Time Goes 
B\,µ Zhich functions as trigger for Rick to reawaken his love and his political activism. Overall, in the play the 

war reveals character traits and character relationships, rather than using characters to tell the larger war history. 
 
Plot Changes: Different Motives, Different Outcomes 
 
     Changes to the plot between the play and the film create critical differences between Everybody Comes 
to Rick·s and Casablanca. One of the main differences betZeen the pla\ and the film is Captain Strasser·s motiYe 
for capturing Las]lo. In the pla\, Strasser·s reason is economic, Zhile in the film, the Na]is· qXest for Las]lo is 
politically motivated. In the play, the tension between Strasser and Laszlo is based on the seven million dollars 

that Laszlo has collected from criticizing the Nazis: 
 
 STRASSER: Las]lo, Ze are not Xnreasonable. YoX can sta\ here indefinitel\ « or 
 you can leave in the morning for Lisbon. On one condition. 
 VICTOR: And that is? 
 STRASSER: (leaning forward, speaking intently) When you left Prague, you had on deposit in 

 various other countries a sum amounting to seven million dollars. You made this money by  
 vilifying the German government and its people. Germany is entitled to it! (1.30-31) 
 
 In the film Casablanca, hoZeYer, Strasser·s motiYe to catch Las]lo changes. Instead of stemming from 
economic reasons, Las]lo·s persecXtion is political. This more profoXnd motiYe increases Las]lo·s likabilit\, 
causing the audience to identify more with his character. The following dialogue from the film emphasizes 

Strasser·s intentions: 
 
 STRASSER: You know the leaders of the underground movement in Paris, in Prague, in Brussels,  
 in Amsterdam, in Oslo, in Belgrade, in Athens. 
 LASZLO: Even in Berlin. 
 STRASSER: Yes, even in Berlin. If you will furnish me with their names and 
 their exact whereabouts, you will have your visa in the morning. 
 RENAULT: And the honor of having served the Third Reich. 
 LASZLO: I was in a German concentration camp for a \ear. That·s honor enoXgh 
 for a lifetime. 
 STRASSER: Will you give us the names? 
 LASZLO: If I didn·t giYe them to \oX in a concentration camp Zhere \oX had more ´persXasiYe 
 methodsµ at \oXr disposal, I certainl\ Zon·t giYe them to \oX noZ. (Casablanca) 
 
According to Kriegl, this sZitch Zorks in faYor of the character·s impact on the aXdience and the oYerall 
repercussions of the film. He writes: 
 

In Ever\bod\ Comes to Rick·s, the freedom fighter Victor Laszlo is sought after by the German 

Captain Strasser to obtain seven million dollars the fugitive has accumulated through an 

XndergroXnd neZspaper pXblishing ´foXlest liesµ (1.23) about the Nazi regime. Once the 

money has been delivered, Laszlo would be allowed to leave Casablanca immediately, or so 

Captain Strasser wants him³and the audience³to believe. The quarrel, it seems, is all about 

mone\. In the film adaptation, Major Strasser « demands from Victor the names of the 
underground leaders in every major city in the Third Reich as a prerogative for freedom of 

passage. (5) 
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                  ever false and ridiculous bid to be more “manly.”ɪ
ɪ

6. We must understand we are not the victims, but only a support group. We must let women grieveɪ
     and be angry about their plight.ɪ

ɪ
7. We must have uncomfortable and difficult conversations with ourselves and the women in our lives.ɪ

ɪ
8. We must couple our good intentions with good actions, supporting women and their course forɪ
     freedom.ɪ

ɪ
9. We must understand that our consciousness about women’s right should have been common sense,ɪ

                 and that we are not heroes, but regular men doing what we are supposed to do.ɪ
ɪ
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naturally and they are scruffy, unkempt and at a disadvantage in the workplace” (1). It’s almost like we can 
not do anything, even simply wearing a wig without a chance of criticism. Black women aren’t the first and 
maybe won’t be last people to adopt wigs into their culture, but we will always be the people who “needed” 
it, the race who thinks that, because we aren’t good enough naturally, we “need” to conform. 
 This subconscious idea that Black women don’t love themselves and thus turn to wigs has its roots 
in slavery. This idea had become more prominent in the post-slavery Black Reconstruction period, leading 
into today. In her book Ain’t I A Woman: Black Women and Feminism, Bell Hooks dissects the devaluation of 
Black women: 
 
  They chose to ignore the fact that the great majority of black women and 
  men attempted to adapt the values and behavior patterns deemed acceptable by 
  whites. During the years of Black Reconstruction, 1867-77, black women struggled 
  to change negative images of black womanhood perpetuated by whites. Trying to 
  dispel the myth that all black women were sexually loose, they emulated the 
  conduct and mannerisms of white women. But as manumitted black women and 
  men struggled to change stereotypical images of black female sexuality, white 
  society resisted. Everywhere black women went, on public streets, in shops, or at 
  their places of work, they were accosted and subjected to obscene comments and 
  even physical abuse at the hands of white men and women... They reminded her 
  that in the eyes of the white public she would never be seen as worthy of 
  consideration or respect. (Hooks 55)  
 
When Black women sought to assimilate into white American culture, they were, to state it simply, mocked. 
After their African heritage was deemed savagely and sexually loose, they tried to adapt to the prevailing 
lifestyle, a choice that resulted in their ridicule. As history progressed, black men and women continued their 
efforts to assimilate. Our clothing, our vernacular and especially our hair changed in the process. As 
Professor Mercer writes, “Historically in the United States, a cultural preference for Eurocentric features 
deemed as beautiful has dominated values of appearance. As race was often tied to biological aspects, 
elements such as hair and skin were politicized and given negative or positive connotations and meanings, 
which were often internalized socially and psychologically” (qtd. in Garrin 24). For African Americans and 
other marginalized groups, adherence to dominant standards was often employed to avoid persecution and 
to “fit in,” thus attempting to increase social mobility (Walker, 2007). “African Americans implemented 
numerous strategies to move beyond the prejudice, discrimination, and oppression they faced from the 
dominant society, including changing their physical features ...” (qtd. in Garrin 25). Blacks began to innovate 
the way they changed their looks. They turned to presses, perms, relaxers and hot combs. This included the 
invention of the hair weave by Christina M. Jenkins in 1951. 
 Black people continued to alter their looks until the rise of the Black Panther party in the 1960s. 
They began to embrace their natural form, while fighting on the grounds of peace. “For African Americans, 
historically and contemporarily, hair has acted as a means of representing themselves and negotiating their 
place in the world” (qtd. in Garrin 23). Furthermore, “Black hair is an expressive element of appearance, and 
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and/or corruption. With limited resources comes limited, overcrowded, and overwhelmed public treatment 
facilities. While many people may go to the medical doctor for routine preventative check-up, they only visit 
a dentist for emergencies, which is usually an extraction. This is not to say that oral hygiene (that is, intact 
beautiful teeth and smile) is not important; the fact is, a dental visit is very expensive, especially to someone 
of little means. Therefore, going to a dentist just for a check-up is not a priority, especially if the tooth is not 
hurting. The rationale is: money is best spent elsewhere, especially on their child’s education.  

 I grew up in a tropical climate, where overall daily physical and oral hygiene was enforced, but not 
stipulated. I have no recollection, for example, of being taught how to floss, with the exception of the 
occasional use of a toothpick. In my younger years, I remembered loving candy so much that I would sleep 
with either a mint-ball or a paradise-plum in my cheek. Never once was there made a correlation between 
excessive sugary product and cavities. I consider myself very fortunate to have had a dental clinic at my high 
school; otherwise, without my amalgam fillings, I am quite certain that some teeth, apart from the third 
molars, would be missing. I am also of the opinion that in Jamaica there is a disquieting awareness that 
medical, and especially dental services, are severely restricted, accessible only to those who can afford it. 
 The effects of greed and incompetence are palpable, and the situation may seem overwhelming and 
hopeless. One may feel powerless to bring about change, especially when there are stronger forces opposing 
it. Additionally, even despite our best intention, we too as hygiene professionals will feel unethical pressures 
being exerted on us, and it may be tempting to succumb to them. The question is, individually, what will each 
of us do when we are faced with those choices? Are we in the business of helping others or helping 
ourselves? While we may not be the major movers and shakers on a world scene (though it is not 
impossible), we can within our realm exact change by adhering to our core values and by volunteering our 
time and resources. I know a Jamaican dentist and an oral surgeon who have done this, using their vacation 
and personal resources to purchase dental supplies that they donate. This is something that I hope to be a 
part of when I graduate. I also plan to become a part of the American Dental Hygienists Association 
(ADHA) and support their activities, which give practitioners greater freedom and range to effectively treat those 
most in need. In the end, it is better to do something than to feel defeated and thus do nothing. 
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 A݆SX·V LaVWiQg TUXWh¬
¬
G. JameV MiWchell¬
¬

¬
݆A WJTJPO DIBOOFMFE UISPVHI CMJOE TQPUT; B  ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ

TVOSJTF HBUFE JO NFHBMJUIT; B NPVOUBJO QFSTQJSJOHɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
WJCSBOU GMPSB, XJUI B TVSSFBM UIVNCQSJOU UIBU MFBWFTɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
WJTJUPST TIJNNFSJOH. MBDIV PJDDIV XBT B USJQ PGɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
NFUBNPSQIPTJT BOE EJTDPWFSZ.ɪ

AMFY, PVS DBQBCMF HVJEF, XBT B OBUJWF QVFDIVBOɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
XJUI B GSJFOEMZ BOE JOGPSNBUJWF EFNFBOPS. AT IFɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
MFE PVS KPVSOFZ, IF JNNFSTFE VT JO UIF SJDIɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
TDFOFSZ PG UIF AOEFT MPVOUBJOT BOE JUT OBUJWFɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
DVMUVSF. FPMMPXJOH PVS QSFEFUFSNJOFE SPVUF, XFɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
NPVOUBJO-CJLFE B 2,000 NFUFS EFTDFOU PG QBWFEɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
SVSBM SPBE, USBWFMJOH UISPVHI B CJU PG SBJO,ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
XBUFSGBMMT, BOE FODIBOUJOH QJOOBDMF WJFXT. AGUFSɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
UVSOJOH JO HFBS, XF XFSF CVTTFE UP PVS BGUFSOPPOɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
PVUGJUUFS JO SBOUB MBSJB.ɪ

A RVBJOU KVOHMF MPEHF XJUI B TNBMM GBSN TFSWFEɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
PVS GJMM PG PFSVWJBO EJTIFT, SFWJWJOH PVS XFBSZɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
MJNCT. 8IJMF SFMJTIJOH PVS BTTPSUNFOU PG NPSOJOHɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
CMFTTJOHT, B DIBSJTNBUJD SJWFS-SBGUJOH HVJEFɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ

DBQUVSFE PVS OPVSJTIFE FOUIVTJBTN. HF DIBSNFE VTɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
GSPN MFJTVSF, UBLJOH VT UP QMVOHF UISPVHI UIFɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
DVSSFOU PG UIF USVCBNCB RJWFS, XIJDI TDVMQUFE PVSɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ

NPVOUBJOPVT DSBEMF. OVS USFL USBDFE UIF SJEHFT PG UIF USVCBNCB. 8F NBEF B XFMDPNF BDRVBJOUBODF XJUI UIFɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
XBUFSXBZǠT UFNQFS. 8F XFSF OJOF UP B SBGU, JODMVEJOH UIF HVJEF. EWFSZPOF XPSF MJGF WFTUT, B SFNJOEFS PG UIFɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
EBOHFS UIBU MBZ CFMPX. 8JUI B TFOTF PG QSFQBSBUJPO, XF BSSJWFE BU UIF VOLOPXO. TIF USVCBNCB FYIBVTUFEɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
PVS CPEJFT, CVU FYIJMBSBUFE PVS TPVMT. 8F SFUJSFE GPS UIF EBZ, WFYFE CZ UIJT TBDSFE WBMMFZ.ɪ

TIF OFYU NPSOJOH XF MFGU NPEFSO DPNGPSUT UP CBDLQBDL UISPVHI PFSVWJBO KVOHMF, CPBTUJOH B TFOTFɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
PG BDDPNQMJTINFOU. 8F IJLFE PWFS, BOE EPXO, 16 LJMPNFUFST BDSPTT UIF IODB TSBJM. SBOUB TIFSFTB HSFFUFE VTɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
XJUI OBUVSBM IPU TQSJOHT BOE QSJWBUF CFET CFGPSF XF IJLFE BO BEEJUJPOBM 11 LJMPNFUFST UP AHVBT CBMJFOUFT,ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
VTJOH B DBSU BOE QVMMFZ UP DSPTT B 70 GPPU HPSHF, BU POF QPJOU. DFNBOEJOH PVS GVMM DBQBDJUZ, UIJT FYQFSJFODFɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
XBT XFMM XPSUI JU.ɪ

8F PWFSTMFQU. OVS GPMEJMPDLT-MJLF CFET MVSFE VT XJUI TMVNCFS UIBU NVUFE PVS BMBSNT. A NPSOJOHɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
LOPDL BU UIF EPPS, IPXFWFS, CSPVHIU B IBTUZ SJUVBM UIBU QSFQBSFE VT GPS PVS VMUJNBUF EFTUJOBUJPO. 8FǠEɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
DSPTTFE NPVOUBJOT, B SJWFS, B HPSHF, KVOHMF PWFSHSPXUI, BODJFOU QBUIXBZT, BOE NPOVNFOUT; UIJT XPVME CF PVSɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
BTDFOU JOUP UIF TBDSFE DJUZ.ɪ
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TIF OFYU IPVS XBT B MJUUMF EFUFSNJOBUJPO, B MJUUMF EJTDJQMJOF, BOE NVDI EJTBQQPJOUNFOU. TIFTF TUBJSTɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
DPVME IBWF CFFO USBEFE GPS B $15 CVT QBTT BOE MFBUIFS TFBU, CVU NZ NFUBNPSQIPTJT XBT NZ QSJ[F. TIFɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
TFMG-EFWFMPQNFOU I FYQFSJFODFE JO UIJT VOJRVF PCTUBDMF, TIBSFE CZ NJMMFOOJB PG DPNQMFYMZ PQQPTJUF TUSBOHFST,ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
IFMQFE GSBNF GPS NF B USVUI BCPVU SFBMJUZ JUTFMG.ɪ

TIFSF BSF UIJOHT CFZPOE PVS BXBSFOFTT UIBU PQFSBUF UIFJS PXO BHFOEB NBOJQVMBUJOH UIF DPOUFOUT PGɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
FBDI EPNBJO. QVFDIVBO QFPQMF EFTDSJCFE UIJT BT UIF TQJSJU PG UIF NPVOUBJOT. EBDI NPVOUBJO IBE B TQJSJU, PSɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
AQV. TIJT AQVǠT OBNF XBT MBDIV PJDDIV, BOE IJT EFNBOET XFSF DMFBS GSPN UIF TUBSU. CMJNC XJUIɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
DPOTJEFSBUJPO. FJOE GJSN GPPUJOH. LPPL BIFBE. TBLF POF TUFQ BU B UJNF, XJUI UXP GSFF IBOET. BF NJOEGVM PGɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
QJUGBMMT. 8BUDI PVU GPS QFPQMF BCPWF, CFMPX, BOE CFTJEF, MJLF B MJOF PG BOUT IFBWJOH CBDL UPXBSET UIFJS DPMPOZ.ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
CMJNC.ɪ

FPHHZ NPSOJOH UXJMJHIU HSBEVBMMZ TBQQFE EBSLOFTT BMPOH UIF USBJM. IU XBT TUJMM UPP EJN UP MJGU PVS FZFTɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
GSPN UIF FOEMFTT NPVOUBJO GBDF, BOE XF LFQU DMJNCJOH. TIF GJSTU HSFFUJOH QMBUGPSN FNFSHFE, GVMM PG DIBPT.ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
FVNCMJOH UP OBWJHBUF UIF DSPXE, I NBEF JU UP NZ GSJFOET OFBS UIF TFSWJDF TUBUJPOT.ɪ

IO B GMVSSZ, XF DMBNPSFE UISPVHI UIF GJOBM HBVOUMFU UPXBSET UIF SVJOT PG MBDIV PJDDIV. EWJEFODF PGɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
BO BODJFOU TPDJFUZ MJGUFE PVS GBDFT JO BXF. 8F XFSF TUBOEJOH PO UIF TIPVMEFST PG HJBOUT, CBTLJOH JO UIFɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
BSDIJUFDUVSF PG BO BEWBODFE TPDJFUZ, SBJTFE PWFS 2,400 NFUFST BCPWF TFB MFWFM. TIFJS NBTUFSZ PWFS UIF MBOE MBZ,ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
VOEFOJBCMF, JO TUPOFXPSL UIBU GVTFE EFBEMZ DMJGG-GBDF UP B DJUZǠT GPVOEBUJPO. TIJT QJOOBDMF GJMMFE VT XJUI UIFɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
TFOTBUJPO PG XPOEFS UIBU TFFQFE B QVSFTU DVSJPTJUZ. IO UIF GBDF PG BEWFSTJUZ, NZ WJTJPO IBE GVFMFE NF UPɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
DPOUJOVF DMJNCJOH VOUJM I SFBDIFE UIJT QJOOBDMF. NPU POMZ IBE UIF KPVSOFZ TDVMQUFE B VOJRVF QSJTN PGɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ ɪ
QFSTQFDUJWF, CVU UIF SFXBSE JNQSJOUFE TVSF DPOGJEFODF UIBU I BN DBQBCMF PG NBOJGFTUJOH B ESFBN JOUP SFBMJUZ.ɪ
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Union St. 
 
Kenet Mejia 
  
  
Try to walk down Union and see a whole new street; 
This is how Union became a whole new street; 
Not a change for us but for those who own these streets now; 
Now you can’t afford the life we once lived; 
Now you let go of the life you grew up with, the home, the people, and the street; 
Now you let those who can spend on the new home, people, and street; 
They may mean no harm, but it doesn’t hurt any less; 
They may mean well, but it’s only for themselves; 
They may mean to make the street a new home for the wealthy, but that doesn’t mean the street will be ours; 
Home to the memories, these streets will be ours; 
Home to the places you can still have fun; 
Home to the bus stop I know you’ll never leave at all; 
New people are not worth any hate; 
New people who could end up including a new mate; 
New people who can fix what was wrong, but maybe that means the street will be gone; 
Welcome to the new church our family will go to; 
Welcome to the new McDonald’s I know you won’t complain about; 
Welcome to the new life we must live now; 
This happened because of the success of others; 
This happened because of wealth and numbers; 
This happened because it’s time for something better, but there’s nothing wrong with what we once had; 
Please be nice to the new homeowners; 
Please be nice to the new pastor we will meet; 
Please be nice to the new friends you must meet; 
Please oh please be nice to the new teachers you’ll see; 
Time for a new home, say hi to Long Island; 
Time for you to say goodbye, Flushing had its great times; 
Time for the street to change, it’s just the cost of Union St., the home where we once lived. 
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