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MIRIAM LASKIN
INTRODUCTION
Welcome to issue 14 of ¡Escriba!/Write!, an annual student journal. We have an open
invitation to ALL Hostos Community College students: submit your work, showcase their
creativity in writing, photography and art. We share it in print with our Hostos community
and anyone with a Web browser can go to our Escriba website (http://commons.hostos.cuny.
edu/escriba/) to read past issues. The journal was conceived to include work in Spanish as
well as in English but we are glad to receive submissions in any language. The Library has
sponsored our student journal for the past 14 years and we love being able to produce it. We
also depend on the generosity and skill of Mr. Wilfredo Rodriguez and the design interns he
supervises for laying out the manuscript and art for our printer each year. If you’re holding a
copy of ¡Escriba!/Write! in your hands now, you will see what a beautiful job they do.
For the past three years we have been able to offer monetary awards and recognition
at the annual Honors Convocation to four Escriba contributors – two writers and two artists.
This issue includes the work of Mr. Henry Heras and Ms. Shena Rodriguez for their personal
narratives and poetry. And we also present the art and photography of Ms. Generosa Canales
and Ms. Jael Moran Aquino. We’re proud of them for their inspiring creations and proud of
each and every contributor to the issue.
The kinds of writing we are offered for publication seems to expand every year and
this year we have received for the first time two one-act, two-character plays that are highly
entertaining to read. We have also had the honor of accepting for publication – for the first
time but hopefully not the last – personal narratives and poetry written by inmates at Otisville Correctional facility who took a writing course given by Hostos Professor Elys Vasquez-Iscan. These students are a part of the Prison-to-College program founded by Prof. Baz
Dreisinger of John Jay College, CUNY. In addition to these “firsts” for our publication, we are
pleased to offer Personal Narratives, Poetry, Essays on academic topics, Short Fiction, and the
winners of three different writing contests. Mr.Julian Gurevich won first prize for his superior
essay submitted to a contest for students of radiology. We also have winners’ essays from two
more contests: Women’s History Month Essay Contest and the Women’s & Gender Studies
Awards for Excellence. We celebrate the enthusiasm and writing skills of our Hostos students
and I think you, dear Reader, will find so much to enjoy in this issue of ¡Escriba!/Write!
Without the help of Hostos faculty many of the writing pieces and art would not have
landed on our editorial desk. I’d like to thank the following members of our faculty for helping steer students to submit their work for this journal. Professors Jerilyn Fisher, Tram Nguyen, Heidi Bollinger, Tere Justicia, Christine Hutchens, Andrea Fabrizio, Diana Macri; and Professors Julie Trachman, Lew Levine, Geraldine Ruiz, Sherese Mitchell, Natasha Yannacaneda
and Kim Sanabria are always much-appreciated supporters of our students and our student
journal. Many thanks to all.
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Henry Heras
Even in the Army I Found a Way to Keep Reading
It was a chilly, cloudy, breezy early afternoon as I joyfully jogged back to the barracks. I
had just finished completing 12 hours of guard duty, and the thought of my coarse army-issued woolen blanket seemed wonderfully appealing. As I was about to enter my dorm, a
startling cacophony shattered my hopes of a good evening’s rest. “Smoke, private ‘Her-ass,’”
shouted an annoyingly familiar southern voice. I immediately assumed the prone position
and began doing push-ups. “Smoke” was my team leader’s slang word to command me to
drop to the ground and exercise until my body began to steam.
I knew I was getting punished for some deficiency with my English, but exactly what
I did was unbeknownst to me. It turned out that I told another soldier to turn his weapon
in “later” when I meant to say “earlier.” Since I was raised in a Spanish-speaking home, my
siblings and I would only speak English when mom and dad weren’t around, especially my
older brother Carlos and I. We developed our English skills from each other, but unlike me,
Carlos was born and raised in Ecuador and moved to New York City when he was 14 years
old. Therefore, his English skills were not well developed. His English was enough to get him
by, although he would mistakenly interchange word meanings For instance, “early” for “later,”
which is exactly why I was being reprimanded.
After having spent nearly two hours getting “smoked,” I was dismissed and told to get
my “English squared away.” I understood my weaknesses (inaccurately mispronouncing or
misusing English words), so I decided to research how best to improve my English. It was
very important to me because I did not want to fail my comrades, especially in the event of a
real life combat situation. They had been partially punished for my error as well. I decided to
consult a former Junior High School teacher, Mrs. Hernandez. She had become a good friend
of mine and advised me to read a book, and use a dictionary when I did not understand
words. After considering her advice, I decided to read “Along Came A Spider” by James Patterson. But being a member of a QRF (Quick Reaction Force) unit constantly in training, finding the time and place to do so would be difficult; I barely had time to sleep as it was.
Later that night I rested on my bed yearning to learn, so I impatiently twisted and
turned while pondering where I could read. The lights were off and I didn’t want to disturb
my fellow teammates’ sleep. All of a sudden, I heard a snarling noise, “Grrrr.” it was my good
and eccentric friend Private Kovalcik. He was a short humorous Russian “KGB” with blonde
hair who loved his cups of Joe in the morning. Then unexpectedly, a light bulb popped in my
mind. I remembered sometimes seeing him sipping coffee in the bathroom while he read
the newspaper. I thought to myself, what better place (the only place that had lights on at
that time of night) than the latrine, to read? Although the initial thought of spending time in
a public lavatory was disgusting, overcoming my issue was more important. From that night
on, I would grab my books and head to the latrine, sit on the toilet and read. Although it took
a toll on my much needed rest, knowing that gradually but surely I would never again disappoint my teammates made it all the worthwhile. I would never again risk their lives.
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Henry Heras
A Reignited Soul
“I love you Henry,” uttered Randy. Randy is a 21 -year-old young man from the South
Bronx. He was 14 years old when his single mother abandoned him. Since then, he has lived
on his own, moving from place to place without any guidance. About 6 months ago, as I
returned home from school at night, I noticed a new face standing in front of the corner Deli
store. It was Randy. His frown conveyed a feeling of loneliness and sadness. I could not help
but feel drawn to a seemingly lost soul. So I walked up to him and introduced myself. He
quickly leaned back and with a skittish face said, “Who are you?” “My name is Henry and just
like you I was once alone.” Then as I walked off I pointed out to him where I lived and told
him he was welcomed to stop by anytime.
About four days later, during a cold windy early morning I was woken up by a door
knock. I looked at the clock and it was nearly 2 AM. Who could it be at this time? I asked
myself. When I looked through the peephole I saw a surprising familiar face. It was Randy. I
welcomed him in and invited him to have a seat while I walked to the kitchen. I allowed him
to sit there unbothered so he might acclimate and gather his thoughts as I prepared a cup of
tea. After an early morning of conversing, the academic potential he encompassed amazed
me. Especially with respect to math. Therefore, I invited him to attend one of my weekend
math tutor sessions but sadly he refused. I told him how every Sunday I tutored a group of
teenagers and adults with goals of attaining their GED. As he departed, I once again welcomed him to stop by any time and told him how I hoped he would change his mind.
Although it took a few weeks, Randy returned, became involved in my Sunday tutoring
sessions and in August of 2014 became a proud graduate of Mott Haven High School. He
now works as a receptionist at a Holiday Inn Hotel.
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Abraham Amaya
Tragic Night

Two days after I bought my first gun, on a Friday night. I remember it like it was yesterday. I received a text from my friend around 2 in the morning that said “Lost passed away
tonight.” I was speechless. I thought it was a lie. Patrick Trujillo was his birth name. We grew
up in church together, although we spent more time at the church park playing pickup basketball than we did inside. He towered over most people at about 6’2”. He couldn’t drive the
ball to the hoop but his jump shot seemed to never miss. We lived on opposite sides of town;
I lived in the northeast heights and he lived on the Westside mesas. When we went to high
school we lost touch, and we both stopped going to church. Pat, as I used to call him, went
to West Mesa High School, known for the high number of losses by their sports team but an
even higher number in gang activity.
There was two clics that ran that school: a Mexican car club called Las Palmas and
a DOC MOB crew, which was a clic from a bigger gang, the WESTSIDERS. Pat got involved
with the DOC MOB crew that loved to smoke weed and he got connected. Not long after he
joined, he became “LOST 1.” I don’t know exactly how he got his name; I never really asked
him. Del Norte High School is the school I attended. A lot of my friends lived on the Westside
of town and went to the same middle school as Pat did so we were all still connected. Sometimes I would run into Pat and his friends and run a game of basketball, but I ran into him
more at house parties. His image changed dramatically; he always had an NBA jersey on that
went down to his knees, with his Rolex watch and two or three gold chains. We all dressed
baggy but it was the guys with the watches and chains that whee putting in the work. I had
a silver chain, and I still remember Pat coming up to me at a house party joking that I needed
to pull a mission so I can get a gold one like him.
Pulling a mission meant either robbing someone or robbing a house. It always intrigued me but my conscience didn’t let me go through with it until much later. I loved running into Pat at parties. He was one of the most outgoing people you would meet and easy
to talk to, but no one would dare to step up to him. For how good his jump shot was on the
court, his right hook was better known for putting people to sleep. One time I was walking
with him and my friend Izzy at Wal Mart. Izzy was like a brother to him since they grew up
on the same block. At the Wal Mart a kid from the rival gang “TCK” called Pat a “wette” I term
that doesn’t go well with WESTSIDERS. I knew it was over for that kid and Pat beat him up
right there in the Wal Mart; he had him begging sorry. That’s when I knew Pat was no longer
the lengthy kid I grew up playing basketball with. I looked up to Patrick, for as much people
as he might have screwed over, he always stayed real to me, not like others that fell victim to
the street life.
That’s why when I got the text that Lost had passed away, I couldn’t help but shed
tears. It was all over an argument. The final story I was told was that someone pushed Pat and
he kept it cool until the kid that pushed him also decided to talk about the WESTSIDE DOC
MOB. Pat beat him up right then and there. Stumbling out the front door, the kid wanted
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more, so Pat followed him outside. Turns out it was a trap; the kid ran to a running car and
pulled out a semi automatic Tech 9 and shot Pat and drove off. Patrick Trujillo died seconds
later in the arms of his brother, while his fellow WESTSIDERS shot at the car driving away. I
was supposed to be at that party that night, and I always wonder if I would have been there,
would I have shot, or would I have been on the ground ducking for cover; or would I have
been on the ground, instead of Pat.
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Danielle Stelluto
Behind These Shelter Walls

I am a single mother in the struggle, living behind these shelter walls, and working
double. I am a woman, daughter, mother, and friend. I am a fulltime student at Hostos Community College, teaching my kids and the youth knowledge: hard worker, activist, writer, and
public speaker. The spirit of God is what makes me a natural born leader. Little do people
know, my kids and I were locked away in the shelter system six years ago starting when I
was 23 years old. Many nights I shed tears but in society’s eyes, I appear securely homed and
happy. Due to stigmas, others think I am lazy, stupid, a welfare bum, and choose to live here. I
have not had my own home since 2010. I forgot what it is like to enter doors without signing
in.
I live in a place where only these walls hear my yells; my pain echoes and screams
aloud, my heart moans for help. I have been pushed down a spiraling tunnel that took me
straight down to mental and emotional hell. Crammed in a small space, one window that
only opens half way. At times, I am sure we will suffocate. I live on the third floor so on a hot
sunny day there is no relief and no escape.
Mice and roaches freely use this facility to camp out and play. There is mold and
chipped paint behind the curtains. Gun shots at night, cops invading our shelters frightening
mothers and children with their aggressive behavior, guns, warrant letters and flashlights.
Loud fire alarms go off in the middle of the night, security bangs on our doors, waking us up
in fright after we tuck our little ones in bed and tell them sleep tight. Can’t go out after nine
pm, can’t get visitors - not even our own family or closest friends. We’re in a corrupt program
called welfare that pays the shelter $3,000 a month for me and my toddlers to reside in a
room the size of a jail cell. I pray to the Lord to revive and cleanse me from a place that tries
its hardest to break my spirit and condemn me.
They are denying me my human rights, depriving me of real affordable housing for my
children to sleep in peace through the night. They deny who we are, like they denied Jesus
Christ but just like Jesus Christ we will break every chain and allow God to lead us back to the
light. Like Christ we can conquer this by speaking up to what is just and right. Like Christ we
can teach while leading each other back to the promised land that was stolen from us on one
bloody night.
[Editor’s Note: In time for Christmas, 2015, Danielle and her children were able to claim their very
own apartment, right here in the Bronx!]
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Kory Bullock
My Thoughts on Community Health

Prior to my incarceration, I was living to die; but now I’m dying to live. What I mean by
that is, before, I didn’t understand the concept of right and wrong. What I have seen growing
up in my neighborhood would’ve scared a squirrel from trying to get a nut.It was that bad.
You saw crack fiends walking around like zombies; stick-up kids lurking around corners waiting for you to slip up so that they can rob you; and a bunch of children playing in a raggedy
park with no father-figures. We had no one that was doing anything positive to look up to as
male role models. However, our mothers were responsible, working, nourishing, strong soldiers in this concrete jungle, but they couldn’t do it by themselves. We needed that collected efficacy. A lot of people were doing negative things just to get by, such as selling drugs,
scamming, stealing, and anything else you could think of under the sun.
When you are a hungry child, you crave for food to eat. It does not matter where it
comes from, as long as your belly is full. So, through innocent eyes, you would think this negative currency you were making illegally was good. Why? It kept you alive and fresh. When I
say fresh I mean popular, cool and showing off for the girls, but who would have known that
this money and popularity would bring you so much trouble and pain? The things you had
to do to obtain it were just as bad as what you had to do just to keep it. Living in an environment of poverty was an everyday struggle and it makes you want to do whatever it takes to
get out. I never realized I was heading down the wrong path until it was too late. I received
reminders from family members, but how could they tell me anything when they were doing wrong things themselves. This was the social norm in my neighborhood, and everyone I
knew was ignorant to the law and prison system.
Many people think the prison system is like the movies and like what they see on T.V.
The media makes it look good for the audience to keep their ratings up. Some of the stories
the media speaks about are true, but the majority are lies. I can tell you first hand what really
goes on in the penitentiary. One thing the media fails to realize is just because a person commits a crime doesn’t make him or her a bad person. Some people just make bad choice in
their life, and hopefully they can learn to change from falling into that dark hole twice. Like I
said, before I came to prison I was living to die, because the things I was doing were bringing
me to a slow death and I didn’t care. I was gang-banging, selling drugs, and staying out all
night standing on corners. I had no education, ambition, or thinking pattern. I was living for
the day. All I knew was what I learned from my environment, which was to “live for the day
and forget about tomorrow.”
Now, I see life differently through a whole new lens and I’m ready to take on the world
by storm. Having the opportunity to come to prison and educate myself helped me change
my outlook on life. It is such a profound feeling that words can’t describe how I truly feel.
Learning about community health really opened my eyes; it showed me how important I am
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in society and the difference I can make by helping out. I believe the knowledge I’ve obtained during this semester is very valuable and I’m going to take it with me and use it when
I return back to my neighborhood. Also, being around brothers that may not get the chance
to get home, humbles me and makes me realize how blessed I am. It makes me appreciate
life as a whole and never take it for granted. So, like I said in the beginning, before I came to
prison I was living to die; now I’m dying to live, thanks to community health education.
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Kenneth McNeil
3 Sisters/ 3 Queens

Rashetta Randolph was the first gift given to Robin Randolph. Childhood was rough
but your future was full of feathers in the air and it was able to land soft. You always put up
a fight similar to Robin Givens. Even back in the day you made good times for your younger
siblings. The love we have for each other is not short and simple. I’m still trying to remember
the day when I threw your sneakers out the window. If you had a hospital you would take
care of all your patients. Certain bumps in the road will not stop you from getting to your
destination. With you, people can see, feel and hear love; any person within your household
you make sure they are taken care of. Family over everything, you believe in God, then it’s us.
Your work ethic is like Florida weather: it’s on a 100 plus. Lastar is much appreciated of what
she has never been the type to flaunt take your glasses off your vision is still perfect for the
things you want. Life has a bunch of hurdles. You’ll win the marathon if you were racing main
motivation Jeremiah, Matthew and Mason.
Tanisha Randolph, the second present that came from our mother still manages to
communicate even with the fights you had with your sisters and brother. The first lightskinned child. With my complexion we go together like cookies and cream. They think that
we always fight and argue but that’s not what it seems. Us side by side: trust me, that’s what
the pic shows. Thinking back to the story of when you used to count my feet and thought I
had ten toes. We connected ever since I was born and put on this earth.No man can tell you
different. You’re royalty and I know what you are worth. Your unconditional love is something . It’s something that people cannot confiscate.
Lashelle will put hands on anyone that’ll try to violate. Your protectiveness is 100%
perfect plus your circle is small due to you being introverted. Certain moments we have
never go to waste the days I when I used to get kicked out the house your heart remained in
the same place. Your toughness is indestructible it’ll never be fading no patience my sister is
tired of waiting you make sure those kids are taken care of Makenzie, Micah and Mason.
Jasmine Randolph the final jewel that was birthed from our diamond mom our connection is like remembering the 23 chapter of Psalms. Similar to Nini I was linked to you since
you was an infant love always the same nothing different you can be 553 miles away from
me I still would not love you from a distance. Our hearts beat the same way when it comes to
our kinship we just keep reloading like a M-16 with a ten clip. The days that we spent at Martens Place made us humble as ever nothing will ever change like Antarctica weather. There is
just something about you a star that’s unlike the rest your intelligent and when it comes to
life you’ll pass that test. Time waits for no one but for ours we can set it life can be sneaky as
a snake and we will get bit you can live in a world alone that nobody understands but I comprehend it. When it comes to style you have expensive taste we go back like when we used
to dress up for mommy and put smiles on her face. Jaz-O with your thoughts you can take
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over the world you are transforming to a gorgeous Queen from a delightful precious girl.
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Angelica Herrera de Leon
His Name was Hoya

As I am entering the central district the corner Euljiro Street appears in front of me.
I take the turn and almost immediately I see our new edition pile on different shelves of a
kiosk. I can believe it is finally out! I pick one and as I read once again the article that I have
been working on for weeks I think of him. Whenever something wonderful happens it remind me of him, of Hoya. His name was Ho-won, but I used to call him Hoya. I met Hoya
when I was around seven to eight years. At the beginning I didn’t really like him, however
knowing this, Hoya tried real hard to become my friend. I always ended up ran away every
time he got close to me. I thought he was just like the other kids in primary school, who bullied me many times because I was a chubby girl, but he was different….. Bullying, in Korean
schools, isn’t really punishable since victims prefer to remain silence, while teachers act as if
they didn’t see or know about the situation.
I kept avoiding him for the first three months of classes. Then little by little, we started
talking, and our relationship got closer and closer. Since that day, we went to school together every day. Hoya was two years older, a couple of inches taller than me, and was a mix of a
joker and an intellectual, what any friend could ask. Our friendship was seen as weird to other kids since a relationship between a sunbae (seniors colleagues at any level, work, school,
etc.), and a hoobae (juniors under the same description) isn’t supposed to be that close. For
me, he was a person who transmitted peace, he, made me love myself as the way I am. Hoya
always told me to use my “flaws” as the best tools to be successful in anything. I saw him as
my older brother, and the person who was there all the time to protect me. We shared and
lived all of our pains, happiness and struggles and everything.
However, during all those experiences and years that we spent together, I could count
on my hands the times I told Hoya how important he was to me and have fingers left. Since I
was a child, I have always been pointed out as an introverted and cold person by classmates
and friends. I barely told the ones that I loved how important they were to me. I thought my
actions were more than enough for them to understand how much I valued them; however,
it wasn’t clear enough no matter what I tried.
Hoya’s mother, Nari, was from a small town called Icheon located right outside Seoul
in South Korea. A couple of weeks before our 2009 summer break, I clearly remember, Hoya
decided that he was going to spend it with his cousins, and other family members. Taking
vacations in South Korea is extremely short, it usually lasting a month and a half, when you
are going to high school. Even though the vacations are short, there was not a day we would
not call each other. Hoya and I spoke on the phone every day, telling each other what we did
during the day, what new things we discovered, what we will do the next day. He was spending the days with his family, and I traveled to NY to see my Godmother.
A couple of weeks after Hoya went to his mother’s town for vacation, my mom, Ji-ae,
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received a call. Nari told Ji-ae that Hoya and two of his cousins had a car accident. Hoya was
transferred to a hospital in Seoul immediately after that, but my mom didn’t tell me anything
until two days later when Hoya was already in ICU. I flew back to Seoul after hearing that this
left Hoya with a couple of bones broken and a spinal cord injury that made him quadriplegic.
He couldn’t move anything, but his head and right hand a little.
I was sad and worried, but when I saw him, I got deeply depressed. Between his body
and the pale gray wall at the back of his bed, were a lot of cables which were carrying his
vitals and sending oxygen directly to his lungs. His left arm and both legs were with a cast
and wrapped with a blue material that I couldn’t identify. I could barely see his face because
of the tubes and machines that were connected to him, but I noticed that he had a couple of
bruises. I was completely shocked by the fact that I was staring at him, the person that supported me the most during so many years, who have always been so energetic and active,
but who now couldn’t move or speak anymore. It simply was an idea that I couldn’t assimilate. Thinking that Hoya would not be able to walk along my side on our way to school, and
that I wasn’t able to protect him as he protected me, made me feel guilty.
Every day I went to the hospital really early in the morning hoping that Hoya had woken up and would recognize me, but he spent 90% of the time unconscious. Since I couldn’t
do anything else besides glance at him, I just held his free hand and told him the stories that
I hadn’t, sang the songs of his favorite groups and sometimes just prayed for his recovery. I
managed to not let a single tear get out of my eyes, until the fifth day that Hoya was in the
hospital. Around 3pm that day, the monitors started to sound loudly, and all the people that
were in the room got kicked out by the doctors. After a couple of minutes, the second worse
experience of my life took place. Hoya was declared dead at 3:16 pm on July 17, 2009. My
best friend, my colleague, my brother, my protector, the only person I trusted besides my
mom was gone… forever.
My emotions were all mixed as the doctor explained the cause, but the only thing that
came to my mind was that I didn’t tell him how important he was in my life. His wake passed,
and I spent it completely without saying a word or showing a tear. However, when he was
about to be buried, I felt one of the biggest pains that I have ever felt in my entire life. My
chest had a huge oppression, and all the tears that I was holding in came out. I was totally
devastated, and to this day, I keep feeling depressed every time his anniversary comes closer.
Goals that we planned like graduating from high school, writing our first novel and getting
it published, or things like riding a plane or helicopter together remind me of him. Today, my
first article has been published in “The Most”, one of the most famous magazines in South
Korea, and I can’t stop myself from thinking about Hoya. Until this day, there is no one that
can replace Hoya, I have not found anyone that can make me feel so peaceful in all these
years. He left me with thousands of good memories, and hundreds of plans to fulfill to make
him see them from Heaven. However, he left me with the biggest lesson that I could ever
learn, I will show to all the precious people in my life how important they are.
Now, my family members and people that I value call me   , a person who is
childish or shows love too much. I would not be able to open myself, and to show the love
I have for others if it were not for Hoya. Today, in front of this kiosk, I look again at the sky
thanking you my precious Hoya.
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German Santos
My Deepest Wish

My deepest wish is overcoming my emotions and the struggles that I had to through
for me and my family; people would put me down to fail, but I would get back up to gain
strength and courage to make progress and succeed in life.
My deepest wish is when I go outside of my apartment complex, when I walk down
the street, to stand up and walk beyond my journey to follow my dreams. My deepest wish is
to not be afraid, to not be denied, nor feel left behind, to have the courage to be somebody
important for myself and for my loved ones.
My deepest wish is not within my heart, but from my soul. To seek out new opportunities, to prevent myself from anything that harms me ors stands in my way. To stand up and
fight for my freedom and my life, learning to express my thoughts and understand what my
future will be.
My deepest wish is to have confidence, discipline, and courage to be the best at anything that I do.
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Shena Rodriguez
Something to write

I don’t know what to write.
I’m just putting pen to paper
Writing quick thoughts of nothingness
Because sometimes it be’s like that
Nothing interesting to say
Nothing much to do.
So many emotions Raw, open and out of control.
But the show must go on
I’ve got to get creative control
So I wrote just to write
Just to make sure something was read
That my peace was said.
Isn’t that the way of life?
Isn’t that what we do?
Do we want to work that corporate 9-5?
Do we want to be responsible all of our adult lives?
I don’t.
I want to let it all go
And run away
To a place where I’m not me
I’m someone else.
Just being, no thought to it
Even though that’s what I feel now
I’m just floatin’ physically
But mentally I’m battling
Mostly myself.
Dilly-dallying between what is right
And what’s in my control:
They never seem to align.
And I always feel like a misfit
A missing piece
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Like I’m not part of the design.
I always feel like I’m running
Trying to catch up, ‘cause I’m running behind
But this is me not knowing what to write
Just putting pen to paper
Writing quick thoughts of
Nothingness
That turns into
Something
Because it be’s like that sometimes.
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Shena Rodriguez
Thou

I can paint a picture for you
But I cannot make you see the colors I’ve used
I can use the brightest of yellow to show how my sun shines for you
But I cannot make you feel the rays or the warmth of my love
I can paint the grass, so tall and so green
But I cannot make you feel the joy of rolling all around, leaving stains for the world to see
The choice is yours what you can see in this painting
I can sing a song for you,
But I cannot make you hear how my heart cries for you
I can use all the sweet words to describe how I feel for you
But I cannot make them get through to you
I can make you move to the beat
But I cannot make it so our rhythms are in sync
The choice is yours what you want to hear me sing
I can write a poem for you
But I cannot make you feel the words that I am speaking to you
I can use all the words I know to sum up the things that you do,
How deep my love is for you,
How far we can go,
How much I want this to work,
How much I want to stand here and fight for what I think is right,
But I cannot make you stay and fight this fight,
I cannot make you see what I want you to see,
I cannot make you hear what I need you to hear,
I cannot make you feel the shit you make me feel
The choice is yours,
And until the choice comes from you
You will never see the beauty in the bigger picture,
You will never hear the music of my soul
You will never know the words to say to make it right
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Micah Terry and Robert Skahill
Redemption Song

This is my redemption song
My life story
Of suffering through Pain
On my way to Glory
Sleep interrupted
Dreams never coming
Muffled thumps
The voice of a sick person
Fistfights at night
From a husband & his wife
Kids under the bed
Hoping to stay out of sight
Moms, I love you
And though you did your best
Couldn’t block the visions
Of you getting punched in the chest
No love in the screams
Just shattered bone in the sleeve
Maybelline couldn’t hide the blood I seen
Anger infested
Chest getting heavy
At 9 I became the man of the house
When I put 2 in his back
And watched him fade out
Dark lonely nights
Running back and forth from shelters
And we ain’t had food in weeks
Going to Salvation Army
Cause we were salvation-starving
Do you know what I mean when I say
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We were poor and and we were hungry?
Stomach non-existing
Sugar water and biscuits
Is what filled me and baby sis as kids then
This is my redemption song
My life story
Of suffering through Pain
On my way to Glory
These tendencies go as far back
As I can remember
From scattered dreams to frozen
Night terrors of that icy December
It’s difficult to focus on the present
When tunnel vision promotes the end
Still I hope for the day these painful
Patterns will turn to distant trends
Wave after wave breaks me down
Deafening my concentration
I wash up along the shore
Only to be pulled back into
The ocean that sweats emotion
I didn’t ask for this, but there’s
No sense in complaining
I couldn’t choose the hand I was dealt,
But I can surely learn to play it
It’s time to rise to the occasion
Or ride these treacherous waves
For once the choice is mine
May my decision never fade
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Korey Bullock
Broken Window

I look outside my broken windowpane
And all I see is pain
Kids are killing kids for fortune and fame
And their parents aren’t home
So who’s to blame?
In my broken windowpane
I’ve seen grown men go insane
And young ladies selling their body parts
Soul, flesh, even their heart
Just so they can buy poison to put inside their veins
While bums be pushing dirty shopping carts
Digging in garbage cans looking for food to eat
And sleeping in community parks
Talking about please “give me change!”
I ask for the same thing
As I stare outside my broken
Windowpane.
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Korey Bullock
Last Stop to Society

This is my last stop to society
After this I won’t get no more
Too many brothers I have seen come back & forth
Like revolving doors
The struggle is real
And I know I’m not perfect
But if I come back
That will defeat the purpose
I might as well stay here
With the rest of the lost & forgotten
With my head hanging low
And my hands in pockets
This is the penitentiary
But it feels more like the cemetery
Nobody dead physically
But people forgotten about you mentally
I can’t go on like this
I must do better!
This is my first & last time
For me to get it together!
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Gregory Williams
The Eyes

I often hear that the eyes
Are the keys to one’s deep kept secrets.
Secrets so deep
That you’ll need more than shovels and power drills
To reach it.
I ask are these actual facts or just a thesis?
What I do know is
You’ll need a whole lot more
Than eyeglasses, binoculars or telescopes
To see this.
I guess that just goes to show
How far the eye in our mind reaches.
It’s like having a congregation with no preachers,
Classrooms with educated students but no teachers
Or better yet, how about living on a lively planet with no creatures?
But wouldn’t that be the same as having a face
With no features?
Sheesh! I guess I would be an unidentified walking object
Consisting of eyes and greases.
But does it really take more to let you see how slick this beast is?
The eye in my mind is sharper
Than wingtip shoes or slacks with creases.
I’m the type to ignore the whole picture,
And then get back to the pieces.
But this really isn’t a puzzle, y’all Precepts, concepts are what these lines teach us:
To help those that can’t visualize
These words as I speak it.
If you are still trying to get down to the origin
Of secrets,
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Inhale, exhale, and pay attention to detail
Then and only then are
You be able to seek it.
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Joseph Cabrera
This Blurred Significance of Existence

This blurred significance of existence,
Our behavior in preparation for after this
The depth of mind beneath a shallow pool,
Promotes the sanctions for our eternal soul.
Tell me why
What capacity do we support from our being
But to poison the land as our numbers expand?
Through the strife, oppression and killing
We persevere.
Why?
Give me the reason,
For this argument of uniqueness
These rules of the just and righteous,
Which do not pertain to all of us.
I fear reason must consist of deeper meaning,
And I question.
Why do I desire my next breath,
Which brings me closer to my last?
It is to love and to teach what has been taught to me.
Continuity.
I see: the Nihilist’s contradiction.
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Christian Corchado
Bleeding Pink
(inspired by watching a woman on my train)
Her nails:
Claw-like
But neat
And white.
What if
She scratched me?
The part of my mind
With sense says
“Well, blood is red,
So you will bleed
Red blood.”
But the part of me
With innocence says
“Well, blood is red, that’s true,
But
White and red makes pink.
You will bleed
Pink blood.”
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Marz Lovejoy
I Weren’t Born a Slave

I weren’t born a slave, unlike most them. My people were crafters, made beautiful
things with their hands before my village lost the war and was torn this-way and that-way.
Our village was in prime lands, settled near the rich, fertile lands of the Hudson River, in
Albany, New York. This weren’t the first time men and women came to conquer. War was
unchanging as the dry season. It never occurred to me that we weren’t destined to triumph,
until the night we did not. We were brutally ripped from our home, beaten, dominated, and
forced into chains while we embarked on a treacherous trek down South.
By the time we arrived to THE WARD HOUSE: A GREAT SOUTHERN PLANTA-TION, we
had been punched, kicked, groped, run down, and a slew of other abuses. We all blis-tered. My ankle bone had frayed like how you shave down carrots for Sunday stew. My family
changed, my daily life changed into what the elders called nightfears, and the girl, the innocent, kind one, third born to proud people, who always smiled back through reflection in
the murky bank waters, weren’t no more. She weren’t there. If she were; she weren’t fit to be
human by her face all caked in dirt, no more cheerful, no more much of nothing.
I weren’t born a slave; weren’t born to be one now. Do everything I can to die free. My
father, older brother, and younger sister were killed before our people were captured. Some
nights, I cry myself to sleep, wishing they were still here with me. Other nights, I cry wishing
I was with them. My mother and older sister survived with me. I wish I could give-and-take
my older sister, for my brother and younger sister. My brother and my younger sister were my
clos-est and best; they were strong and fearless, like our father. My older sister was weak and
lazy, with untrue tongue to bigger things than accept them for what they clearly are. I never
under-stood why truth weren’t in her. Even now she says, “We are slaves.” That is no more true
than the blue sky weren’t blue. If brother were here he’d set the truth out.
Mother is a sweet woman who rarely questions anything. She is weak. My father knew
it too. But he loved her anyways. In some ways, mother seems freer now than before the
capture. She could no longer rely on the strength of daddy. She learned to be independent, self-reliant. We learned to survive with each other, us three. I am the strong one now.
I do what father would have done, no matter the details. Brother taught me about the land,
growing, identifying plants and herbs. Massa Ward sought me out to work in the presence of
those who rule. My face can now be seen and I do what I can to mask my hatred and sadness.
Every morning before the sun starts the new day, I am up. Though I am considered a
slave, eating and sleeping as a slave, dressing as a slave, I do not feel this. I carry myself as the
third born of proud people from a hard working village settled on the banks of the Hudson
River. Freedom is in me and will forever be, thus, many times I weren’t treated as a slave.
My eyes are the color of wheat and my black-red skin even and smooth, tanned by the
strength of the sun; father called my face nature’s gift. This gift, I believe, made it so to work
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for massa and his family. I wake up every morning and start the cleaning, wash anything that
need washing. I spend time planting until the sun is too much to bear. I fetch the kids (two
boys and a girl), clean, dress, feed, and help Misses Ward with anything she desires. More
times than weren’t so, she would beat me and call me slave. She scarred up my back and
made the children slap my face. I did what I could to mask my hatred and sadness. The Gods
and father looked up-on me, for massa Ward took a liking to me. He forbid misses from casting punishment. This made her hate me even more. She’d do things behind his back to make
my life miserable. One whole week, I went without food. My friends would sneak me bits
and pieces of food they’d saved for me. I became so weak; massa found out and took away
her shopping money for a week. It made me laugh inside to see her cut off from privileges.
Privileges, I’d once had Up-state. But that happiness was only temporary, truth be told, it was
rooted from my sorrow. She had all of the time and materials in the world, yet she did nothing with it. When she couldn’t shop, she was handicap. She hardly had friends, and the women she did call friends only came around when massa Ward hosted dinners. Even though she
was pure evil, I was not; I’d go from laughing at her, to feeling sorry for her. Poor, rotten misses.
No one planted with the same grace and speed as I did, and I could make beautiful
mas-terpieces with cloth. I was forced to pass these crafts down to massa’s borns. So with all
my work, I added in the lessons. For a while life weren’t made of nightfears.
Mother and older sister sleep at the bottom of the hill, near the captor’s quarters. I
sleep with them once a week. Mats on soil with hundreds of other slaves. I hate how they are
treated and I miss them, so I go and be strong. Mother and sister lived a different life. They
work for the brutes who kept order. They see blood and death; death and blood. They are
forced to work until their hands are wet with blood. I bring scraps of cloth and mend them
for the next day. Night-fears all day; nightfears all night. I try to steal things for them, be it a
shiny bead from a broken necklace or a food that was rare – meat or fruit.
Massa’s kindness weren’t kindness at all. He grabbed my hand and pulled me this way
and that way. He made blood fall between my legs; my cries weren’t coming out, they were
in-side next to the death of my closest and best; next to the day our village bent knee for
capture; next to beatings and other rapes; next to silence as he did his deed day in and day
out.
My silence kept me and my family alive. I prayed for wartime. Wartime meant he and
his men would go pillage other lands, he would be away and I would be left alone. I felt
ashamed, weak for wishing war. I am strong. I know it. I feel my ancestors with me, making
me stronger. So I also used this time to fight back the best way I could. I’d teach the youngins
how to read and write, I’d stock pile as much food as I could for my family and friends, I’d do
anything to build my people up, though they were so broken down already.
After letting massa take what he believed to be his, my body, I’d have to compose
myself and come up with a good enough lie, so if anyone questioned my whereabouts I’d be
able to re-spond without mishap. Luckily, the plantation was huge and I could get away with
“getting lost” or “taking extra time, because the distance between plots are so vast.” I’d then
be on call until night time for the children and the misses. They were an exhausting bunch.
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The kids were rotten and mean, but I gave them the softest sides of me because in some
strange way, they reminded me of me and my siblings. When the moon arrived and the sun
fell, I’d prepare the eating space. There were many slaves but they all looked to me as if they’d
voted behind my back and crowned me Slave Massa. I actually overheard someone call me
that, Slave Massa. They said it with pride. They were proud one of us could be the Massa of
anything. Ironic, right? I’d been a free, learning girl in Albany, New York, and here I was in the
swaps of South Carolina, where these negroes only knew the plantations they’d been born
on or sold and bought from. I ain’t know nothing about being captive or enslaved, yet I was
Slave Massa.
I had my own dungeon-looking room and most days had to sleep at the Ward House.
Other than going to the toilet and showering, I hardly ever got time for myself. However, I
didn’t forget about myself, unlike most of the broken people around me. I rarely got beaten and always tried to manipulate the higher-ups from not beating my friends and peers. It
worked sometimes and my friends would be so thankful, they’d do things for me like cover
for me as I’d take a few minutes to bask in the sun, doing nothing. That felt good. But again,
that was rare. Even when I got to go see my sister and mother, I was always working to make
their lives a bit easier. I guess that was my survivor’s guilt kicking in.
I’ve never told anyone this, but the Missus has so much jewelry, either too big or never
worn. When I’m able, I sneak into her massive bedroom and carefully clip a gold bead, charm,
or trinket from a necklace and hide it. I have a secret stash hidden somewhere and one day, I
don’t know how or when, I’ll be able to use them to set me and my family free. It’s dangerous,
but like I said, I’ll do everything I can to die a free woman.
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Shaquille Edwards
Fair Play (one-act Play)

Cast of Characters:
Chandice H. A woman in her early 20s; Shaq’s girlfriend
Shaq E.:
A man in his early 20s; Chandice’s boyfriend
Scene
In the couple’s bedroom.
Time: The Present.
We are in the bedroom of SHAQ’s apartment in New York City. The room has both of their
clothes scattered across the floor. A scene that isn’t unusual when they are together. There
is a bed. A bookshelf near the room door. 2 playstation controllers on a chair near the television. A blue carpet on the floor, covered by the clothes.
CHANDICE and SHAQ are sitting at the edge of the bed. They are both only in their underwear. Chandice is visibly disappointed while Shaq is neutral.
SHAQ :So is that it?
CHANDICE Is what it?
SHAQ Was that the last round?
CHANDICE Yeah, baby I’m tired. Maybe some other time.
SHAQ I’m tired of you saying that.
CHANDICE Babe, you gotta understand. I really don’t feel like it. I just want to go to bed.
What if we just cuddle?
SHAQ (Mimicking CHANDICE’s question) What if we just cuddle. (Back to normal voice)
Come on baby let’s go one more. I had such a good time with you. I just want to do it again.
Then you can sleep.
CHANDICE (Yawns) Baby...
SHAQ Do you think I really believe you’re tired, Chandice? I look stupid to you?
CHANDICE (becomes visibly frustrated.) Okay. It’s just that... (sighs) You’re very hard and you
never go easy on me. I’m tired of getting pounded.
SHAQ (mockingly snickers) Tired of getting pounded? Baby comeCHANDICE I wasn’t finished, Shaq. To be honest, that’s the problem. I never get to finish any
more. You always finish before me and you’re always going so fast the first two rounds. By the
3rd time, I know what’s gonna happen so I just let you go ahead.
SHAQ I can’t help it. (CHANDICE rolls her eyes and walks downstage left) Once I start there is
no stopping.
CHANDICE But what about me? What about how I feel?
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SHAQ Listen baby, I get it we all have to have some fun. Believe me, I really do understand,
but how is this my fault. I mean, I’m no rocket scientist, but has it ever come across your mind
that maybe you’re the one that needs to get better?
CHANDICE Wow.
SHAQ Look, I’m not trying to be a jerk. (CHANDICE starts tapping her foot.) I mean, I know
what I’m talking about. I had a lot of practice before we met
CHANDICE Wow. WOW, Shaq. See this is what I’m talking about. Don’t be an asshole.
SHAQ
(getting up) I’m being honest
CHANDICE You’re being selfish, Shaq.
SHAQ Listen.
CHANDICE No you listen, in case you didn’t hear me the first time, I don’t want to do it anymore, okay? And to be honest, judging from this conversation, I’m turned off at the idea of
doing it ever again.
(CHANDICE turns away from SHAQ and walks up stage)
SHAQ What? Come on, you don’t mean that, do you? (CHANDICE is silent) Babe, come on. I
didn’t mean... I didn’t think you were gonna take it that seriously. We’ve been doing this ever
since we met. It’s what brought us closer and now all of a sudden you wanna just stop? Forever?
(CHANDICE looks at SHAQ, walks downstage.)
CHANDICE It’s not fun anymore. You’re the only one that gets something out of it.
(CHANDICE folds her arms and looks away) (Dead silence)
SHAQ Hey. Look at me. Baby, look at me. (CHANDICE looks at SHAQ) I’m sorry. You’re right.
It’s not fun if only one of us is enjoying it. I just was really into it. I should’ve considered your
feelings more.
CHANDICE I just want us both to enjoy it.
SHAQ Me too baby.
SHAQ & CHANDICE I love you. (They both chuckle)
SHAQ
(While slapping Chandice on the butt) All right. Let’s go one more time before
bed.
CHANDICE (smirks) Only if you give me a head start this time.
SHAQ I could get with that.
(They both smile flirtatiously and sit down on the edge of the bed)
CHANDICE So, are you gonna pass the controller or not?
SHAQ (While picking up two video game controllers) Okay, do you want to be player one
or two? (A video game announcer yells Need for Speed)
END OF SCENE
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Jestine Marshall
Your Brown-Skinned Angel (one-act play)

SETTING: We are in one of the classrooms in St. David’s Catholic school. Everything in there is
new and high tech. The kids here have money and aren’t afraid to show it. The chairs are
organized facing the front of the room except for seven chairs in the middle that are organized in a half circle. It’s after school so the majority of kids are out of school except for the
few after school programs going on. It’s bright in the room, the white walls and harsh lights
contrast against the setting sun and dark colors outside.
AT RISE: AMARA is sitting in the center chair of the seven chairs in the half circle which are
center stage. RICKY is sitting to her far left, on the 1st chair stage right. He has a paper in
hand and reads it but glances up every now and then to look at Amara. Sitting right of AMARA is LYLA secretly on her phone pretending to read a paper. AMARA keeps looking at her
watch. An empty chair is center stage left outside the circle.
AMARA: Everyone is late again. I don’t understand how we can make a debate team and no
one shows up to practice.
LYLA: It wasn’t like this last year. I think you brought bad luck to the team (jokingly).
AMARA: Real funny, Lyla. This shit is important to me and you make jokes.
LYLA: Relax, take your panties out of a bunch, you can’t joke for shit I swear. Just a minute ago
you were excited about that stupid dance.
AMARA: Homecoming is exciting! It’s a very important time in our young lives, not as
important as prom but still important! Fuck this debate shit in all honesty, I want to plan this
Homecoming thing out, my dress, clothes, shoes. Oh I have to call my personal makeup
artist…Wait! What’s important is who am I going with? You know, I kind of wanted to ask
Tyler.
LYLA (rolls eyes) You and your white boys.
(RICKY slides over next to AMARA)
RICKY: You know Amara; I wanted to ask you to homecoming…
AMARA: Ricky. Just look over your arguments ok?
(RICKY slides back over into his seat)
(Tyler enters from stage left and crosses everyone, sitting in the empty chair stage left.)
TYLER: Not here for your stupid club. I just have to do after school detention and that’s it.
None of you bother me.
AMARA: (Spoken to LYLA) Look how dominating he is. So sexy in a man. (squeals) I love him!
LYLA: He’s rude baby girl. Not dominating. Rude.
AMARA: Haterrrrr.
LYLA: (Looks at phone) Look. No one else is coming in. Let’s just work on our arguments for
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the debate this weekend. Even if it’s just us three. We will kill it anyway.
(Silence except pages turning. TYLER than blasts White Iverson by Post Malone on his phone)
LYLA: Can you turn that off?
TYLER: No. This shit is boring. I don’t even want to be here.
LYLA: Ok, but we are here and working. Turn the music down.
TYLER: Free country.
AMARA: (interjecting) Lyla, he can play the music, what’s the big issue?
TYLER: Yeah fatty, what’s the big deal?
LYLA: (getting louder) Well this “fatty” going to fuck your ass up if you don’t turn down that
music! Call me fatty again, I dare you. Fucking dare you.
TYLER: (laughs mockingly) Ok, I’ll turn it down (whispers) Fatty.
(LYLA gets up, ready to strike TYLER but AMARA jumps in front of her)
AMARA: He’s kidding. Please. (nervously laughing) He’s playing around.
(LYLA sits down back in her seat, regains her posture, physically still upset, shaking her leg.)
AMARA: (spoken to LYLA) I think I’m going to ask him to the dance now.
(LYLA stares at AMARA is disbelief, oblivious to everything that just happened and still wants
to ask him to the dance. AMARA walks to TYLER’S desk.)
AMARA: Hi Tyler. (Tyler ignores her.) I was wondering if you wanted to come to homecoming
with me. (Tyler looks up)
TYLER: What?
AMARA: (Obviously nervous) Homecoming. The dance. Come with me?
TYLER: Um. I don’t date black girls.
AMARA: Www…what?
TYLER: Are you deaf? I. Don’t. Date. Black. Girls.
(RICKY and LYLA are both staring at TYLER in shock.)
AMARA: What’s wrong with black girls?
TYLER: You guys aren’t attractive to me. I like my babes tan with blond wavy hair and fit. With
a nice ass. You are too dark for me. Ugly too. Beyoncé gets a pass, if you looked like Beyoncé
then yeah but you don’t. Not with that nappy ass hair. (starts to laugh)
(TYLER is called downstairs on the school loud speaker)
TYLER: Ah, my dad is here. All my dad has to do is donate to the school and this detention is
wiped off my record. This was fun guys. Truly. I’m out.
(TYLER exits the same way he came is, crossing everyone)
(AMARA sits back in her seat with LYLA and RICKY both staring at her, its silent for about 10
seconds and then Lyla breaks the silence.
LYLA: I can’t believe he fucking said that. Girl you don’t need him.
AMARA: (Takes a beat) I’m not that dark right? I mean, I consider myself brown, I’ve seen dark
before and that’s not me.
LYLA: What?
AMARA: Do you consider me dark? Like dark skinned?
Lyla: Why does this matter?
AMARA: I can change easy, I mean, there is this beauty supply place that has skin lightening
cream for cheap. I can easily go to the salon, get a relaxer…
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LYLA: Are you kidding me Amara? You are really taking into consideration of what that white
boy said? Let it go.
AMARA: No. I’m not going to let it go. I like the guy and if I need to be lighter with a skinnier
nose to be with him then so let it be. I’m going to look up some plastic surgeons for rhinoplasty.
LYLA: (snatches phone from hand) you will not have plastic surgery for a boy. A stupid boy.
AMARA: It’s not for a stupid boy, it’s for me. My personal preference. I think I might dip into
my Paris trip money to help pay for the surgery.
LYLA: You mean the trip we were saving up for to go Paris for graduation. We planned this
since freshmen year. Freshmen year Amara. How the fuck do you sound using that money\
towards the surgery? You know how much it means to me to have us go on this trip. You
have money. You can afford to go tomorrow if you want to. I can’t. I have to work weekends
and I even failed a class because I rather go to work then school, just to save for the trip. You
can be a real inconsiderate bitch Amara. If you were a real friend, you would stop putting
dick before your friends.
AMARA: And if you were a real friend, you’d support me instead of telling me not to do what I
want. Real friends support their friend’s decisions, you don’t have to agree but you don’t have
to shut me down either. You know what? I rather get the surgery then go to fucking Paris
with you anyway. Because I have to pay for the majority of the trip. You can’t afford the hotel
without me. You can’t afford shit without me. Like I said, I can afford a trip tomorrow if I wanted. I can go with or without you. You are going to be jealous as fuck when I get with Tyler
because I won’t be dark and ugly anymore. I will get the surgery. I will bleach my skin. No one
can stop me.
LYLA: Fine. Fine. (Lyla tears a bit) Go without me. (Lyla exits stage right)
RICKY: I think you are beautiful Amara. I love your chocolate skin and wild hair.
AMARA: This is not a place for liars Ricky.
RICKY: No, I truly mean it. Fuck what Tyler said, you look beautiful. You don’t have to be Tyra
or Beyoncé.
AMARA: Of course I do. Ricky I don’t know what fucking planet you are from but my features
aren’t cute. Look at magazines. Even the black girls in magazines have European features,
light skin. Mixed. I don’t have that. I don’t even think it’s about Tyler anymore. It’s about being
black. I feel as if I was a nicer black. I wouldn’t have to deal with this. I wish I was beautiful
too.
RICKY: Everything has beauty, but not everyone sees it. You don’t have to appeal to everyone,
you weren’t made to. But you appeal to me. Look I wrote this poem about you…
AMARA: Ricky, please just leave. I don’t want to be bothered by anything or anyone. Go.
(AMARA puts her head down in her hands)
(Ricky pulls out the paper anyway and recites poem)
RICKY: My brown skinned angel/ The one with full lips/ I long for her to talk to me/
I long to hold her hips/ My brown skinned angel/ With wings so pristine/ Yet she doesn’t
answer my prayers/ To me, she’s always mean./ My brown skinned angel/ One day I hope you
see/You are beautiful in your own skin/ At least you are to me.
(Ricky exits)
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(Amara is left by herself for a brief moment before MS. PETERS enters)
MS. PETERS: Sorry, to interrupt guys (notices Amara is the only one in the room) Oh, it’s just
you, where is the rest of the team?
AMARA: They left.
MS. PETERS: Awww, why?
AMARA: It doesn’t matter. What matters is that I’m ugly. I’m too dark. Ms. Peters, I wish I can
look like you, tall, pretty, light skinned. This boy called me too dark and nappy headed. I wish
I looked like you. You are beautiful. I want to have your nose, your eyes, everything. I need to
change. I need to look pretty.
MS. PETERS: I didn’t always look like this baby girl. When I was 19, my manager for modeling
gave me a choice. My nose was too “big” and it ruined my overall look. “Too ethnic.” I had to
get rhinoplasty or risked getting dropped. I didn’t want to but I wanted to be famous, to be
on covers of vogue and in big editorials so I did it. My parents told me not to do modeling in
the first place, it was the “devil’s work” and the manager shouldn’t be trusted. I disobeyed and
my parents don’t even talk to me. Threw away school, scholarships, college, just to do modeling. I was so smart too. I changed myself for one man, Amara. One day, he did the unspeakable, said sleep with him or he will make sure I will never work in this town again. After the
surgeries and forcing me not to eat, I had to sleep with him too? Fuck that, I said and walked
away. I went back to school, got my Masters in English and now I’m a guidance counselor.
I help girls and boys with their issues so they don’t have to go through what I did. I regret
the surgery because I don’t look like myself, old pictures of me smiling and looking natural,
I don’t have that anymore. You are beautiful Amara. You don’t have to be light skinned with
green eyes and straight hair. You don’t have to be white. Be the strong, beautiful black young
woman you are. I’m sorry I have to go to a staff meeting but I hope you stay strong and let no
one change the way how you view yourself.
(MS PETERS leaves)
AMARA: Oh my god. Oh my god. I have been a complete dumbass. I wanted to change my
skin, my hair, my nose for a boy. A fucking boy. I let my friendship get fucked up. Ricky probably hates me now. The poem was so beautiful. He called me is dark skinned angel. I’m beautiful. Why did I think to do any of this in the first place? Oh man, Lyla hates me now…
(LYLA enters)
LYLA: I still had your phone so I wanted to give it back. (LYLA turns to leave)
AMARA: (shouting) Wait!
LYLA: The fuck do you want?
AMARA: I wanted to apologize.
LYLA: Fuck your apology.
AMARA: No please. Hear me out. I want to apologize for everything that happened today. For
not sticking up for you when he called you fatty. For picking a boy over my best friend. For
calling you broke and canceling the trip. For considering the surgery and the skin lightening.
For being a bonafide bitch Lyla. I’m sorry for today, for everything. Please. (gets down on one
knee) I want you to forgive me. I was stupid. Really fucking stupid. There is nothing wrong
with my skin or nose or hair, Lyla. I know you probably won’t forgive me. I know I look pathetic. I just wanted to tell you I am extremely sorry.
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(Lyla still looks tense but then softens up.)
LYLA: I forgive you Amara. I’m sorry for calling you a bitch.
AMARA: No, you are right. I am. (both laugh) By the way, do you have Ricky’s number? I need
to call him.
(LYLA pulls out her phone and brings the number up. AMARA then dials his number)
AMARA: Hi Ricky? It’s Amara. I accept your offer to go to the homecoming with you. Sincerely,
your brown skinned angel.
(END OF SCENE)

December 2016

ESCRIBA! 39

DaSean Williams
Prologue to The Resistance: Origins

My name is Douglas Masterson. I am 16 years young, 5’6” tall, and 145 lbs. in weight. I
have dark brown hair, forest green-colored eyes, and an IQ that has been said to be immeasurable. At least, that is what my father used to say. Since the day I was born, people have
been astonished by my intelligence. I was able to speak, read, and write at only a few months
old and that was before I started walking. At the age of six, I had almost managed to hack
into some of my parent’s Top-Secret computer files before they found me and carried me out
of their study.
My parents were both scientists; my father was German, though nobody uses such
labels anymore, and was well-known inventor and architect. My mother was British and was
a successful chemist and biologist. My father was slightly overweight and had a thick brown
beard, his hair was the same shade of brown as mine. While my mother was slim with more
luminescent eyes than mine, which I believe may have actually glowed in the dark.
They had spent a great portion of my childhood showing me the wonders of science
and teaching me almost everything they knew. Academically, I was always the top of my
classes, with straight A’s, and honor awards, but I always felt alone and secluded from everyone around me. At first they avoided me; my parents were well-off and I was the smartest kid
in the school.
As I got older, some of my classmates took an interest in my academic talents, or at
least that’s what they wanted me to think. So I made sure their grades fell significantly when
they tried to act friendly and asked me to “help with their homework.”
When I was seven, I first met Sampson, an eight-year-old African-American boy in
my class who was a few months older. He wore a red beanie cap, shoes, and shirt with dark
brown jeans and always wore a pair of sunglasses. Our teacher had assigned me to help him
with his schoolwork. We didn’t get along well at first, mostly due to me making any problems
we went over sound more complicated than it should have. But after he taught me how to
simplify things, his grades improved and we became best friends. He even gave me my nickname ‘Dug’, which almost everyone now calls me.
When I was twelve, my parents brought home my newly-adopted brother, a 10-year
old Japanese boy named Zack Ongaku. I remember his unnatural and messy blue hair and
matching, soulless eyes the night he had arrived. According to my parents, he had been in a
horrible accident where his entire family had died after their house had caught fire. Several
days went by and he stayed in his room, not talking to anyone, not even my parents. I occasionally went to try and converse with him, but he usually ignored me. I did, however, hear
him crying whenever I walked past his room.
After a few months had passed, I came home and I heard music coming from his room;
he was playing a violin from the sound of it. Zack hadn’t left his room much since he had
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been here but I thought it was good he was actually doing something. I continued into the
kitchen, my parents had left snacks in the fridge, since they were still at work. As I did my
homework in the dining room, Zack continued to play his violin. For over an hour, the same
melancholic melody played and over time I noticed it was getting louder.
As the music continued, I saw the walls around me begin to crumble and they eventually broke. A moment later, I found myself in a dark forest. I looked up, I saw nothing but the
trees above me, all beneath a stormy sky. The rain came down almost instantaneously, soaking me and my clothes almost immediately. I couldn’t hear Zack’s music anymore, just the
numerous claps of thunder all around me.
After trekking through mud and endless trees for what felt like hours, I found myself in
front of a large mansion. I could hear the music playing inside, but it wasn’t the somber music I had heard Zack play, no, instead it was exultant and festive.
I approached the mansion but retreated behind cover when I saw some people
dressed in black overcoats approaching the house. I was almost certain one had seen me,
but he didn’t come over to investigate. I watched one kick the door open and what happened next was utterly horrifying. Gunshots were fired and several of the servants who fled
through the front door were gunned down. I could only listen as the screams were drowned
out by the echoing gunfire. Without thinking, I slowly approached the estate; it was then that
I noticed I wasn’t in control of my actions. I felt as if I was looking through the eyes of someone else. Someone then grabbed my arm. I turned around to see there were three people
behind me, two men and a woman, their faces covered by hoods. But one of them, the one
who grabbed me, had blue hair visibly hanging from his hood.
“Zack, come on! We have to get you out of here!” he said to me. Why did he think I was
Zack? Before I could object, the mansion exploded; the shockwave sent me hurtling to the
ground.
Everything went white and I found myself back at the dining room table with my
homework complete. I felt like I had woken up from a dream. I checked my body, I was bonedry. A hallucination? What happened to me? I thought that maybe I had eaten something I
shouldn’t have, but I felt normal. Upstairs, Zack was still playing the violin, but the song was
less dismal, though not as upbeat as I had hoped. Without a second thought, almost as if I
was being called, I walked upstairs and made my way to Zack’s room.
Before I even had the chance to knock on the door, Zack ran out and hugged me. At
first I was too shocked to react; Zack had not so much as spoken to me since he had arrived
here. As he started crying, I just stood there, trapped. But what I had had just experienced
piqued my curiosity. Of all of the thoughts racing through my head, there was one thing that
I knew for certain. Somehow, this boy had shown me his past.
After his sniffling had subsided, I led him to the kitchen and cleaned off all the tears
and snot from his face with a rag. We then spent the next hour getting to know each other. I
told him about my time at school, like how I was the smartest student there, the few friends
I had, and how I met Sampson. His face actually lit up the more I talked. After a few minutes,
he started going on about his life before my parents brought him here. It was not long until
the word “Nexus” came up and he slowed down. He started talking about the night he last
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saw his father and the rest of his family before he went completely silent. I put my hand on
his shoulder and reassured him he could take his time but that word, ‘Nexus’, I kept replaying
in my head. I knew I heard it somewhere before but my thoughts were too scattered for me
to remember.
After dinner that night, I was in my room, video-chatting with Sampson. I told him
about what had occurred earlier that day and to my surprise, he believed every word of it.
“I don’t know if it was a dream or a vivid hallucination, but it was so realistic,” I told him.
“I could feel the rain, the cold air, even the heat of the fire!”
I watched him light a cigarette before he responded. “That’s not something you see
every day... or at all. Did you see or hear anything out of the ordinary?” He exhaled a cloud of
smoke.
“Nothing outside the realm of possibility.” I answered. “But while Zack and I were
talking, the word ‘Nexus’ came up. I know I have heard it before, but I cannot remember
where.”
“That’s a scary thought. Nexus, right? Isn’t that the company that’s been spreading its
influence around the world like wildfire?” Sampson took a long drag on his cigarette before
he continued. “Wait!” he coughed up another cloud of smoke, “Don’t your parents work for
it?”
“Oh right!” I slapped my forehead. I could not believe I had forgotten that one blatant
detail. “They do, but is it not odd that they would bring Zack here with them? Not only that,
but the very word seems to bring back some very beastly memories for him.”
“My step-douche works there too, or works for it, if you can believe it.” Sampson took a
long drag on his cigarette before putting it out. “Well good luck with helping him get over it.
I need to get to bed. New school year and all that. See you tomorrow morning?”
“I guess so.” I yawned. “And you should quit that habit of yours. It will kill you.”
“Yeah right!”
After he cut the signal, I lay in my bed, not tired in the slightest. There were too many
things on my mind. I contemplated on everything that had transpired the past two weeks
but my mind kept going back to the Nexus. What could the Nexus have to do with Zack? I
thought to myself. And what kind of connection do my parents have with him?
A few hours later, at approximately 3:32 am, I woke up from a dreamless sleep to the
sound of Zack’s thunderous snoring a few rooms down the hall, I made a note to soundproof
the walls at a later time.
Knowing I wouldn’t be able to fall asleep for a while, I dragged myself out of bed and
headed downstairs to the kitchen for a drink of water. The house was dark and quiet, aside
from Zack’s snoring, and my parents were either sleeping in their room or out working overtime. They usually left us unoccupied in the house whenever they made some kind of breakthrough in their research.
I made my way to the kitchen sink and turned on the faucet when I suddenly heard
something downstairs but I know we didn’t have a basement. The sound was…different…
from anything I’ve ever heard before and for a second, I felt as if I was being called by it,
whatever it was. I could still hear Zack snoring upstairs so I was certain he was not the cause
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of the noise.
Almost as if in a daze, I followed the sound into my parent’s study. I looked around
but there was nothing unusual in sight. The sound got louder as I approached the bookshelf
against the wall. I carefully looked through the books; at first there was nothing out of the
ordinary but then I found something interesting. Behind the books on the third shelf there
was a keypad, carefully camouflaged into the wood.
By the looks of it, it needed a 10-digit passcode in order to be unlocked. Without thinking, I reached for it. The instant I touched it, the numbers on the panel screen then became
shambolic; green numbers rapidly filled the small screen, not stopping for a second. I removed my hand from the panel and it returned to normal. “What the bloody hell was that?” I
asked myself.
“It would appear that you do possess that ability.” I turned around and found my father
was behind me, wearing his evening robe. “It looks like my suspicions were true, mein Sohn.”
“What are you talking about? What ability?”
Without a word, my father reached for the panel and began to punch in the code.
“I was hoping to show you this when you were older but given the circumstances, this is
probably for the best.” He finished punching in the numbers on the panel and the bookshelf
moved to the side, revealing a staircase that led underground. “Come. We have much to discuss.”
[Editor’s note: this is the beginning of a novel-in-progress!]
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Carlos Advincola
Prologue: Cataclysm

“Hurry and keep up Samantha! I don’t want us to get noticed!” roared a teenage boy,
looking over his shoulder as he sped through the streets of Chicago.
“You think I want us to Hector? But it’s kind of hard to go super speed, like you, when
I’m carrying three bags of food for The Resistance,” Samantha shouted back, trying her best
to keep up with her older brother. “How about you make yourself useful for once and help-”
Before Samantha had a chance to finish her sentence, she tripped over a cracked loose
brick. The young teenage girl let out an annoyed groan, ignoring the pain shooting up into
both her kneecaps in the form splintering glass shards, starting to pick up the food that
slipped out of her bags. Samantha appeared to be thirteen, with long uncombed dirty blond
hair reaching her back. Her small pudgy pretty face was covered in dirt and barely noticeable
scratch marks.
Hiding her small fair skin figure were a few heavy clothing, clothes the army used a lot.
Each layer fit her perfectly, including her astronaut like black boots, which were drenched in
hot and steamy human or animal feces. To wash away the putrid filth, hoping the nauseating odor would go with it, Samantha would find a nearby sewer drain, beginning to splash a
small portion of water. In the end it seemed pointless, the water only worsening the condition of her footwear. Besides her boots constantly needing to be washed, Samantha despised
the amount of perspirating her gear made her do. Mandated that she wear the thick clothing
each time she went out to scout for food, Samantha’s sweaty hair would cling to her neck.
Muttering something under her breath, Samantha wiped her hand, covered in eggshells and yoke, against her camouflage pants. Still feeling the thick leftover excess stuck
underneath her nails, Samantha loathed the fact that she was the one who always got dirty,
when her brother never got a speck of filth on him.
Not wanting to drown herself in a pool of her own vomit, Samantha tried to compose
herself by closing her eyes, inhaling through her mouth while counting down from ten. Concluding with her breathing exercise, Samantha returned her focus on gathering the spilled
food.
After catching a rolling can of tuna, before it went down a street drain, the young girl
sat still on her knees looking around at her surroundings.
With a look of pity in her eyes, Samantha placed the canned tuna hard against her
chest. Everywhere she turned destruction and suffering met her gaze. All around her were
battered vehicles, looking like they came from a junkyard. Almost every building was either
demolished, torn apart, or just vacant. A thick eerie mist shrouded Millennium Park, adding
furthering despair to the once bustling park of The Windy City. The Cloud Gate, a stainless
steel sculpture which appeared to be a massive bean, was now a pile of rubble. With close
examination, claw marks and blood stains could be seen all over the crumbled pieces, under
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neath grayish items could also be seen sticking out which used to belong to the murdered
humans. The Jay Pritzker Pavilion was no different.
The trees and blades of grass had the life sucked out of them. The park was barren,
with withered leaves being blown all throughout the park with a creepy gust of wind. There
wasn’t a single soul seen strolling around the streets, causing Samantha’s skin to crawl as her
ears started ringing with unfamiliar sounds. Moreover, it wasn’t just Chicago looking that
way. Every part of the world looked like a scene from an Apocalyptic film.
Samantha couldn’t believe that it’s been close to thirty years since horrendous looking beasts came to Earth. Since their arrival the human race had been cut in half. There was
nowhere safe to hide, as one by one humans were either devoured whole or captured to
serve as slaves for the demons. For a while now many have tried to reason with the monsters,
hoping to end this ongoing war. Even some of the most brilliant scientists had even tried to
find a way to send the creatures back to their own world. In the end all of their efforts were
pointless. The bloodthirsty fiends were here to stay.
“Samantha, behind you!” shouted Hector, snapping his little sister out of her daydream.
With a sharp jerk Samantha turned around, discontented that she allowed herself to take a
moment to sight see. She muttered something foul under her breath, trying her very best to
quickly gather all of the remaining food that fell out of her sack. “I could use your help right
about now Hector!” Samantha screeched, all at once dumping bags of potato chips and halfopen cups of pudding into one of her large black sacks. “Hec, did you hear me?!”
A block away from her was Samantha’s fifteen-year-old brother Hector. Hector was
much taller and more athletically built than normal boys his age. His wavy blonde hair was
way too long, nearly covering both his ears forcing him to occasionally wipe a few strands
out of his vision. Instead of dirt on his face like his younger sister, Hector wore the exact same
paint football players put on their faces during a game. A long thick dab of black paint was
on each of his cheekbones, slowly getting messed up from all of the sweating he was doing.
Even though he had a large body, something about Hector’s face made it look like he
was a wimp. His facial structure was closely similar to of a member of a popular boy band.
There was no trace of courage or brutality in his big blue eyes. On him Hector wore a black
leather jacket, which fit him perfectly. Underneath he wore a dark blue MMA t-shirt, which
was almost faded out. He and Samantha were wearing the same camouflage pants and the
exact army boots.
“HECTOR, HELP ME!” shrieked Samantha.
What was leaving Hector in a state of dread was a mammoth sized monstrosity, heading straight towards his sister. After hearing numerous of stories about it, the frightened
teenager never thought in his life he would see a dragon in person. The beast was larger than
the President’s personal plane. It was covered in black reptile like scales, which were shaped
as fangs. Speaking of fangs, the dragon’s mouth was covered with two rows of blood tainted
and sharp edged five floor like teeth.
The air was filled with the loud beating of the black dragon’s large ominous leathery
wings. A black talon was on the top edge of both wings, one-half cracked and the other half
chipped. The limbs were covered in bulging muscles, stretching it’s hefty arms out to Saman
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tha ready to pluck her off the ground.
What mainly froze Hector’s blood were the dragon’s intense red beady eyes. The malevolence radiating out of it’s eyes made Hector feel how much the beast detested the human race. Every inch of it’s boulder sized eyes were covered in a hellish red, making the petrified Hector think it was going to blast him with a scorching heat vision. Pinned in between
the dragon’s mouth was an immense black pole, which had steel chains on each end. The
chains were used as reins for a demon in armor riding the dragon, who could barely be seen.
All of a sudden, the wild beast’s speed began to pick up. Instead of just hovering in
the air, the behemoth was now bolting straight to Samantha, with it’s claws all stretched
out. A massive gust of wind overtook the desolate Millennium Park, each time the monstrosity beast flapped it’s colossal wings. Every small object nearby was sent sailing carelessly
into the barren buildings, the dragon’s entire figure becoming a blur as it even went faster.
Repeatedly Samantha pleaded for her big brother’s help, but it was no use. Hector wasn’t
budging a muscle. He was like a deer caught in headlights. His mouth was gaping open, with
sweat trickling down his neck as the ominous dreadfulness neared closer to his beloved sister.
As the dragon lowered it’s pointy head, displaying it’s two rows of human blood infested fangs, Samantha swiftly strapped on one of her bags and started to run for her dear life.
Samantha’s rapidly beating heart pounded hard against her chest, her breathing becoming
shallower with each step she took. Samantha’s skin crawled from the touch of the dragon’s
decaying breath, drying away the sweat running down her back. She didn’t have to look
back to see how close the beast was. Looking down, Samantha caught a glimpse of the large
creature’s huge shadow getting darker with each passing moment. She felt like a speck of
dust underneath the creature’s space shuttle like body. Darkness nearly had Samantha in it’s
deadly hold. However, the main thing that concerned her was getting her older brother to
move.
Immediately, the entire place shook as the dragon released a mighty and ferocious
roar. Samantha nearly lost her balance after hearing the amount of rage in the dragon’s bawl.
After taking her eyes off her predator’s shadow for just a moment, Samantha looked up in
fright, stretching out her small hand out to her motionless brother.
For a moment time stood still. Hector stood frozen in complete terror, watching as
the dragon nearly had his sister entirely in it’s mouth. Right before the creature from hell
slammed it’s mouth shut, Samantha let out one final shriek. However, it wasn’t a shriek for
help. Samantha begged her brother to run for his life.
In a jolt, a young man sat up on his raggedy mattress on the floor, shouting Samantha’s
name with a hoarse voice. Sitting in a lightly dimmed room, soaked in cold sweat, was Hector
now seventeen years old. His once shaggy blond hair was now cut short, gel used to make a
few strands spiked in the front. He still possessed the body of a well groomed MMA fighter,
his toned body able to be seen under his black V-neck shirt. Even with age, Hector still had
that baby face, with heavy bags under his eyes. The images of how his only sister was sinisterly taken away from him, played back and forth in his mind. He cupped his face with both
hands, trying his very best to erase the dreadful memory. It had been two years since that
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tragic night. A night that Hector knew would never leave his dreams.
Taking a moment to stare at the lit Colonial style lantern in the room, Hector began to
do something he had been doing since Samantha’s heartbreaking death. Each time he was
awoken from his travel back in time, one thing always boiled his blood. It started right on the
night when he got home, telling his family and friends of what transpired. People would tell
him to let the past go, and focus on how to make the future better for the next generation.
However, Hector couldn’t do that so easily. None of this would have happened if the things
in the past were dealt with correctly.
Sliding his bare legs out of bed, Hector clenched his fists wanting to punch a hole in
the wall. Each minute that passed by as Hector continued to glare at the lit lantern; his lips
began to roll back baring his half-white thin teeth. Clenching his jaw, the young man said
something he was accustomed of saying since he was fifteen.
“This is all the Celestial Warriors’ fault!”
[Editor’s Note: This is the beginning of a novel recently completed by Mr. Advincola!]
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Mohamadou Ouaba
Yes, They Can Smile Again
I originally wrote this essay an English class. It discusses the important topic of our attitudes
toward the elderly. This was a particularly meaningful essay for me because I was blessed to
be raised by my maternal grandparents, who shaped me to become who I am today. Their
affection directed my interest toward healthcare in the hope that I will contribute to building
better senior care for elderly people.
Attitudes toward the elderly are different among societies around the world, and
change from generation to generation. The variation of attitudes toward old people is extensive: from societies that take good care of their old people and give them high standards “to
the point of pre chewing and softening food for an old parent whose teeth have been worn
out” (Diamond 210), to those who discard their elderly and to those who even kill them.
These different attitudes have attracted Jared Diamond’s curiosity toward elder care. In his
book “The World until Yesterday”, Diamond compares societies’ attitudes toward the elderly
and suggests some things we can do today to improve the life of our parents and grandparents. He stated, “Many past societies made better use of their elderly, and gave them better
lives, than we do today. We can surely find better solutions now” (240). Although our treatment of elderly is worse today than it was in the past, there are many ways in which we can
give elderly citizens a successful life.
Historically, old people led a satisfying life until their last day. Traditionally, old people
performed useful services. They were capable of babysitting for their grandchildren, for instance (Diamond 218). Another usefulness of the elderly in traditional societies was that they
constituted a source of information for the entire society. In contrast, we nowadays neglect
our elderly and may send them to live in nursing homes. As Diamond stated “I have several
American friends who put their parents into a retirement home and visit them once a year or
never” (210).
Despite this situation, there is much more we can do to put a smile on their faces. First
and foremost, to make the life of our old people more meaningful, we should let them take
care of their grandchildren. This can make them feel useful and improve their self-esteem.
As Diamond suggests they would have “a renewed importance of [their] traditional role as
grandparents” (237). In other words, we can imitate the traditional value of allowing older
people to take care of their grandchildren, people that they love so much.
Another way to improve older people’s life is to make use of their valuable experience.
For instance Diamond argued that, only Americans now in their 70’s or older today can remember the experience of living through a Great Depression or the experience of living
through a World War (238).
Although our old people’s life has worsened today, compared to traditional people,
there are many things we can do to improve the life of those people who took care of us
when we were young. We can allow them to baby-sit our children and make use of their vital
experiences.
December 2016

ESCRIBA! 48

Works Cited
Diamond, Jared. The World Until Yesterday: What we Can Learn from Traditional Societies.New
York: Viking, 2012. Print.

December 2016

ESCRIBA! 49

“Brookyln Bridge” By Jael Moran Aquino

December 2016

ESCRIBA! 50

“Shades of Autumn” By Generosa Canales

December 2016

ESCRIBA! 51

“Hunter” By Generosa Canales

December 2016

ESCRIBA! 52

“Teaching.It’s at the Heart of Everything” By Angelica Rodriguez

December 2016

ESCRIBA! 53

“Trump Card” By Annmarie Delatorre

December 2016

ESCRIBA! 54

“Consumption” By Dominque Boykin
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“Prayers for Paris” By Landy Perez-Marte
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“Identity” By Terrance Johnson
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“Agony” By Maria Garcia
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“Myself in a Unique Line” By Makea Lowe
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Julian Gurevich
CT: Beyond a Doctor’s Discretion

Conventional X-ray imaging technology, used primarily by the medical industry, has
been around for more than a century. In the 1970s, X-ray Computed Tomography (CT) was
introduced to the medical field, which uses the same physical principles as conventional
X-ray imaging but uses a large number of two dimensional radiographic images to create a
three dimensional image. Both modalities use ionizing radiation to capture an image, which
can damage body cells, including DNA molecules, and lead to cancer. A major difference between conventional X-ray and CT is the added dose of ionizing radiation that CT requires. According to the U.S Food and Drug Administration on radiation-emitting products, CT requires
a large number two dimensional images using large doses of ionizing radiation, which are
hundreds times greater when compared to conventional X-ray examinations. One CT of the
abdomen is an equivalent dose of approximately 400 posteroanterior chest X-rays. The benefits of CT imaging has provided the medical profession with leverage for diagnosis and treatment of illnesses, elimination of exploratory surgery and shorter hospital stays, but it is not a
risk-free procedure. Justification of using CT should go through a process of having benefit
vs. risk weighed for each patient. Use of CT for diagnostic evaluation has increased dramatically over the past two decades, from 20 million in 1995 to approaching 80 million in 2015.
The superior images that CT provides is one of a multitude of reasons why CT has increased
in its use. With an ever-increasing use of CT scans, establishing standards that justify its use
and a range of technical factors that provide a diagnostically acceptable image are necessary
to avoid the pitfalls of CT over-use and over-exposure.
Researching the use of CT, there appears to be enough examinations where finding
a range of technical factors should be the easier of the two standards to establish. Major
health organizations have recognized ionizing radiation as a carcinogen, and using a linear
non-threshold model for radiation protection, leaves no reason to argue against establishing a standardized range of technical factors for every study type and manufacturer model.
When exposure factors are left to the clinician’s discretion, a study by Smith-Bindman et al.
(2009) found,
“Within each anatomic area, the median effective dose varied widely between
study types… Even within study type, radiation dose varied substantially. There
was a mean 13-fold variation between the highest and lowest dose for each CT
study type included (range, 6- to 22-fold difference across the different study
types)… The variation in doses occurred both within and across institutions. The
mean doses differed 2-fold across institutions, and for several of the study types.”
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Figure 1: Distribution of median (interquartile range) estimated effective dose by computed
tomography study type. The “whiskers” show the minimum and maximum observed values.
mSv indicates milli-sievert.

Table 1: Median Effective Radiation Dose (IQR, Minimum and Maximum) for Each Type of CT Study
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Table 2: Mean (SD) Effective Dose for Each Type of CT Study at Each of the 4 Sites

Institutions such as the American College of Radiology (ACR) have already established
a dose index registry (DIR), which allows medical imaging facilities to submit anonymous
dose information for all CT exams performed. In addition to the dose index registry, the ACR
has established an ‘appropriateness criteria’ of justification and optimization for CT examinations, which sets out guidelines for practitioners to follow, however, it is not enforced by
any federal mandate. There have also been many organizations that sponsored similar discussions at the Gilbert W. Beebe symposium established by the Board on Radiation Effects
Research (a predecessor of the Nuclear and Radiation Studies Board) in 2002 to honor the
scientific achievements of the late Dr. Gilbert W. Beebe; two particular topics of focus were
Scientific Advances in Radiobiology and Radiation Epidemiology, Implications for Radiation
Exposure Regulations (2010), and Tracking Radiation Exposure from Medical Diagnostic
Procedures (2011). Due to high-profile stories of radiation over-exposure some states, in
particular, California, Connecticut and Texas have upgraded or enacted radiation protection
laws; In 2010, California has enacted CT radiation dose in patient records among many new
laws of radiation protection, and in 2012, revised some provisions of the 2010 law; Texas has
established rules that mandate the development of radiation protocol committees to meet
every 14 months, and programs must record radiation output on all CT and fluoroscopy exams. Next step is to have radiation dose management and tracking go from being advised to
being mandated from state-specific regulations to a national trend.
Defensive medicine seems to be a financial or reputational hindrance rather than an
argument against adding enforced criteria to justifying CT scans and a range of technical
factors when CT scans are justified. There is also a thin line that divides defensive medicine
practices and medical caution being exercised. There have been numerous reports that claim
defensive medicine is over-blown, however, anonymous surveys of physicians, specialists
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and radiologists have largely admitted to using defensive medicine practices with CT examinations. There is no doubt that defensive medicine is becoming more prevalent in the
use CT studies. A study, in 2005, published in the Journal of American Medical Association
(JAMA) surveyed physicians in 6 specialties (emergency medicine, general surgery, neurosurgery, obstetrics, orthopedic surgery, and radiology) found that 93 % practiced defensive
medicine. With an increased use of CT, defensive medicine creates a ‘domino effect’ by calling attention to false positives or incidentalomas, which are incidental findings found during
the course of imaging for other reasons. When an incidental finding occurs, there is usually
an over-diagnosis and follow-up testing that takes place , all adding to the factors of unnecessary testing and over-exposure. All medical practitioners should adhere to the benefits
vs. risk model of justifying whether a patient should have one test over another or none at
all, but when the practitioner takes their own circumstances into account over the patient,
which defensive medicine practice does, they provide sub-standard care. Establishing standards that justify a CT scan should limit unwarranted testing and follow-up testing.
The sheer volume of CT scans being performed in the United States warrants a standardized criterion of justifying those examinations. Leaving CT exam justification in the
hands of a clinician’s discretion causes a substantial variance of considerations that may not
be in the patient’s interest. The specific amount is hard to pinpoint but “there is convincing
evidence that a substantial fraction of the approximately 80 million annual CT exams are performed without sound medical justification” (Semelka & Elias, 2013, pp. 88-89). Having suspicion that not all CT exams are medically justified, demands that we have explicit protocols
in place to justify each exam, and not the implied guidelines that are practiced today. Other
developed nations perform substantially lower CT exams than the United States; the United
Kingdom performs 7 times less, France 3 times less and Germany half as many. When Amy
Berrington De Gonzalez, of the National Cancer Institute, was asked about why other nations
prescribe less CT scans, she replied, “It’s not entirely clear, but economic incentives and defensive medicine may be some of the factors that account for the particularly high uses here”
(as cited in Schmidt, 2012). The principles of justification should be a primary concern when
protecting a patient from unwarranted medical examinations and over-exposure.
Another hindrance to promoting standards of justification is a practice known as ‘doctor self-referral.’ The practice of self-referrals is when a doctor sends a patient to have a test
or procedure performed where that doctor has a financial stake in that test or procedure.
The Stark law was created to root-out such practices, but revisions, to prevent loopholes, has
made the law too complex and has hurt well-intentioned practitioners. Some proponents
of self-referral argue that it is convenient for physicians and patients, and that “the quality of
care is better because the treating physicians are better qualified to interpret diagnostic tests
relevant to their specialties and have better insight into the specific patient’s problems”
(Kouri, Parsons & Alpert, 2002). However, the biggest concern is that “inherent conflicts of
interest stimulate excessive utilization of health care services and thus generate excessive
costs” (Kouri, Parsons & Alpert, 2002). Patient safety can be compromised when financial interests are a primary factor in ordering tests. Second-guessing the motivations of a doctor is
a slippery slope that requires a standard justifying their intention. The benefit to risk ratio
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should be the only course of reasoning to prescribe tests and/or procedures to a patient, unfortunately, that is not always the case.
As CT scans increased, many medical professionals and researchers have written articles questioning its rise. Even cartoonists have been drawn into the controversy. Below is a
cartoon illustration of a CT prescription questioned by a patient after receiving a whole body
scan.

The author of the cartoon depicts confusion on the part of the patient being prescribed a
CT scan from the doctor, after the patient has gone through a whole body scan. The patient
exhibits the right instinct to question the doctor’s prescription. The truth behind CT prescriptions is that there is room to suspect a multitude of reasons for their prescriptions. The primary reason, and only reason, should be that the benefit vs. risk ratio works in a patient’s favor
and assists the doctor towards a diagnosis and treatment. The other reasons for prescribing
a CT scan are not as innocuous as patient assessment, but lends itself to the doctor’s concern for their practice or purse. The cartoon shows the appropriate confusion by the patient
by leaving the question of “why do I need a CAT scan? I just had a whole body scan” unanswered. By leaving the question unanswered, the door is open to a wide interpretation of the
doctor’s decision to prescribe a CT scan, after the patient has gone through a whole body
scan. The cartoon poses an appropriate display of concern and confusion to the present day
circumstances of an unexplained sky-rocketing increase in CT prescriptions.
The creation of standards for justifying CT exams and a range of technical factors,
when CT exams are justified, should be welcomed by physicians, radiologists and manufac
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turers. Providing such enforceable protocols would grant a quality assurance and remove
any question to the motivation behind CT prescriptions. Proving, with record, the adherence
to strict criteria of justification and workable range of technical factors would mitigate malpractice litigations, when following the rules set therein. Measures are already being taken
outside of state-specific legislation, the Protecting Access to Medicare Act of 2014 states that
as of January 2017, “referring physicians must use physician-developed appropriateness criteria when ordering advanced imaging for Medicare patients, in an effort to reduce duplicate
and/or unnecessary scanning and associated costs” (Beth Bermahl, 2014). When dealing with
CT, which uses substantially more ionizing radiation than conventional X-rays use, allowing
for such a variance of technical factors to be used within and across institutions, was and is
beyond comprehension.
It is refreshing to know that some institutions, in particular the American College of
Radiology, took initiative in establishing a Dose Registry Index (DIR), so that technical factors
can be compared and assessed as to which provide the least ionizing radiation dose to the
patient and satisfactory images for diagnosis. If left unchecked, patients could be getting
over-exposed from CT exams and return with avoidable complications from those exams,
only to have additional tests taken. The only hindrance to the creation of such standards
is the fear of litigation from malpractice lawsuits, which affect the doctor’s reputation and
purse. Doctor’s using self-referrals to advance their financial gain are jeopardizing the patient’s safety are making them a secondary concern. Establishing standards for CT exams of
justification and a range of technical factors would only help to substantiate the seriousness
that the medical profession takes in upholding the Hippocratic Oath, which provides patients with the assurance that their quality of care is preserved.
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Maria Mateo
Rita Versus Me

Some days ago I saw a movie with my classmates. That movie was about a woman
called Rita, but her real name was Susan White. She was 26 years old. She was married, and
she lived with her husband. Rita took this name from her favorite writer. She wanted to be
like her. Rita decided to discover herself and start the university. She wanted to change her
life. There are many things, like Rita, I want to do. I am 19 years old. I want to discover what
things I can do by myself. However, there are some obstacles I need to overcome by myself as
Rita did.
Rita had some qualities to be a good learner. She was very persistent and very positive
at the same time. She was very curious and very flexible. In the same way I am very persistent
when I want something in life, but sometimes I am not positive. I remember from the movie
that at the beginning the professor didn’t want to be her tutor. However, she was very persistent, and finally he was her tutor. I can compare this with something similar that I did two
weeks ago. I was in the first level of the Intensive Program, but I didn’t want to be in that level. I talked with the director. However, he told me that level was good for me, but I didn’t feel
that. I was very persistent, and finally he decided to change me for the second level, and now
I am very happy.
Rita had a difficult relationship with her family. Her father and her husband wanted
a child, but she didn’t want one. First, she wanted to discover herself, and after that she will
have a baby. One day her mother told her a beautiful phrase, “You can sing a different song”.
This phrase motivated her to change her life. This part of the movie reminded me of a similar
situation that happened to me before I came to New York. My mother said that I needed to
come to New York, but I didn’t want to come. However, my grandmother told me that here I
will change my life and will have more opportunities to get my dreams.
Rita and I have another thing in common. She was a hairdresser, but she didn’t like her
job. She wanted to find a different job. She wanted something different for her life, and she
decided to search on another job. She found a job in a restaurant. One similar situation happened to me. I’m working in McDonalds, but I don’t like this job. I try to study and work at the
same time, but my job is very tiring. I want to find another job like Rita, and in this way I will
start to change my life.
Rita had an interesting dream. She wanted to discover herself and to be accepted in
college. First she needed to pass the test, and after that she will go to college. In the same
way, I need to pass the writing and reading test to go to college, but before that I need to
learn English. I am completely sure that when I learn English I will have the opportunity to be
an excellent professional. However, nothing in life is easy, and I need to fight to get a good
career.
To conclude, I can say Educating Rita is an excellent movie. This movie teaches people
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many things. Education is not happiness. We need to be persistent and sometimes to be a
little curious. Also, we need to be flexible. Professors need to be strict. However, this doesn’t
mean to be bad people. For me, one of the most important ideas from this movie is that
knowledge give us more choices. When we have knowledge we can find an excellent Job,
and we can have a better future.
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Jennifer Tapia
Toward a Philosophy of Education

Education, the endless process of learning, is about improving our mental capacity
to gain wisdom. Humans never stop gaining knowledge, not only in school or college, but
in every situation in their life they learn new things. People who are wise can interpret existence in many different ways; they also can understand themselves better and have their
own concept about why things happen. In addition, the first step we need to do in order to
learn is to develop our ability to read and analyze, because those skills are the main means
to acquire a healthy education, as well as to be open-minded and accept others’ beliefs and
opinions.
“You know what education is? Education is about opening the mind,” states the music
composer Stephen Sondheim. For effective learning, people need to be open to new ideas.
For many people “ignorance is bliss,” but the more we know about life, the happier we could
be. Reading makes us open our minds and see beyond the visible. Imagine how beautiful it
would be to read and feel that you are traveling through time. That would be amazing! Ample knowledge is the key of success. It does not assure a perfect future, but it helps us have
many options to choose from. This essay will focus on the qualities and habits of good learners, the benefits of studying different fields as liberal arts provide; also, why it is important to
have maturity to become educated, and the magic of reading and discussing.
In order to be educated, we first need to become good learners. In the article “The
Qualities of Good Learners,” by the authors Postman and Weingartner, the writers imply that
we need to adopt a series of attributes and abilities that make the learning process more
comfortable and understandable. From my point of view, responsibility, organization, dedication, curiosity and persistence are the most important qualities that we need to acquire to
be good learners. For example, I’m responsible; I always do my job on time. Also, my organization connects to my dedication, because I have a specific time to do my assignments, and I
never get stuck about doing things. Like Rita, I’m persistent; even if we fail or make mistakes,
we keep going trying to make things better.
Furthermore, people who want to be successful need to possess good habits of learning. The first one should be to have clear goals; I want to study medicine, in the same way
as Rita wants to study Literature. Also, being committed to studying should be our priority.
We need to set specific times to do our assignments before doing anything else, according
to the article “The 10 Habits of Successful College Students.” Through hard work and dedication, anything is possible in life. If we have self-confidence and patience, we can become
what we want.
The more we learn from different fields, the better we support and express our own
ideas. Moreover, our mind improves its ability to understand other things more easily. Intellectually speaking, our brain is powerful; it has the capacity of remembering what we learned
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to associate it with what we are learning. Also, it has the ability to analyze and organize ideas
to develop our critical thinking, but we need to keep it working, because as a muscle it needs
exercise.
Additionally, we are going to be able to understand many things; for example, the
beginning of life, the main topics of readings, why we evolve and many difficult, but not-impossible-to-answer questions, as well as theories and philosophies, emphasizes the essay “On
the Purpose of a Liberal Arts Education” by Robert Harris. I think that learning from different
areas, not necessarily connected with our major, helps us have different perspectives and
points of view independently from others. Also, studying liberal arts does not make us ignorant at all, because we probably gain enough knowledge to defend our beliefs and ideas.
It is important to have maturity and experience to become educated. We cannot
give advice to others about things we do not know and situations that we have never experienced before. According to “Schooling Is Not Education” by Mortimer J. Adler, no young
person can be considered educated because they are immature, and they have not yet explored life. Also, he says that people start their process of becoming wise in their 40’s to their
50’s, and after their 60’s they can make good decisions and share their wisdom, the product
of their hard work and experiences.
Mr. Adler strongly believes in the magic of reading and discussing. We can become
educated if we read, but then we have to discuss what we have read with people that have
the same knowledge about the topic as us. For example, every time my peers and I read an
article or an essay, we discuss it, so it is easier for us to grasp the main ideas, because there’s
a flowering of opinions. “Education begins the gentleman, but reading, good company and
reflection must finish him,” says John Locke, philosopher and physician. Locke implies that
education and reading are connected with each other. I absolutely agree with him, because
education comes from reading, and the more we read, the more knowledge we gain.
Once I conclude my education in a four-year college, I’m going to a medical school,
literally, to spend all my life studying medicine. Medical students never stop learning, no
matter how old they get. Perhaps our bodies do not change their structure anymore, but
they always are getting complex through time and evolution. New diseases will appear, and
physicians will always need to keep investigating to be acquainted with the symptoms, the
ways those things affect human bodies, and of course, to try to find a cure. I will try to have
enough knowledge by reading, to improve the way of supporting and organizing my ideas
and not being ignorant. Also, I want to help others open their eyes and not live in ignorance.
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Gladys E. Ferrer
Orlando

I must confess that I had to see the film Orlando twice. The first time, I found it difficult
to follow. I could not tell what was reality and what was not. I was confused by the main character’s behavior. I could not understand if he/she was overacting, if the whole thing was a
satire, fiction, a comedy disguised as a poetic Shakespeare-Back-to-the-Future combination,
or a theatrical portrait of human sexuality in ancient England.
I decided to do a little research about the novel that the film Orlando was based on and then
to watch the film again. Often, screenplays differ from books greatly and people tend to love
the book and hate the movie or vice versa. For me, I had to know more about the author;
what was the motivation for this intrinsic message.
I was surprised to find it was a woman author. Her name was Virginia Woolf. And the
book is sometimes described by critics as a love letter to Vita Sackville-West, her lover and
friend. I learned about her literary work, her family, her siblings, the sexual abuse she suffered
growing up by her two half brothers, her marriage and even how WWI and WWII influenced
her work. Virginia Woolf suffered many episodes of depression and manic disorders, and
finally her suicide in 1941 when she was only 59 years old.
With a better understanding of the author’s life, I watched it again and boy, it came
alive for me this time! In the film, the main character, Orlando is a poet, an English nobleman,
not very manly, and is portrayed by the wonderful Tilda Swinton. (Her performance was majestic, cold and unapologetic, to say the least). Orlando falls in love with the beautiful Sasha,
a Russian princess. There is disapointment, betrayal, and brokenhearted, Orlando returns to
write a poem. He is appointed by King Charles II as an ambassador to Constantinople and after that there is a series of falling asleep and waking up with huge gaps of years in between.
One of those times he wakes up as a woman:
“Same person, no difference at all. Just a different sex.” The movie goes on as Orlando lives
her life as a modern woman in the same house where we first met her. We witness her nakedness, the first time she makes love, the birth of her child, etc.
When we decided to review this movie a question with two possible answers arose:
How much of one’s being a male or a female is due to one’s biology (nature) or due to one’s
environment or circumstances (nurture)? I think it is more complicated than that. Let us discuss it.
1- One’s biology (nature) is accepting the gender that we are born with. Being comfortable in one’s own skin. The happiness of experiencing a “normal sex life.” The bliss of being
born female or male and actually feeling attracted to the opposite sex. That matter of fact
feeling that marriage and children is in the future alongside with a career and grandkids.
2- One’s environment/circumstances (nurture) is a combination of how we are raised
and how strongly we allow others to influence our life. It’s our acceptance or rejection of
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that gender with the help of the adults in our life. And I emphasize adults, because it is not
necessarily our parents sometimes who guide us. Could be our grandparents, foster parents,
relatives, teachers who reaffirm our identity and tell us: You were born with female genitals,
so this is the way you should behave. Based on society, culture background, religion, etc.
Our hormones play an important role in the matter too. If everything is working properly, as
females, we should get our period, grow breasts and feel attracted to males. However if we
have “chemical imbalances in our body” more testosterone than estrogen as girls, or gay role
models as boys we might be influenced to act differently. We can not forget childhood traumas. Episodes that mark our character and if not corrected or treated on time may damage
adult relationships.
3- I will call this one: One’s own decision. People in this category are aware of the
proper way of behaving that is dictated by our society and family values. Nonetheless, some
people refuse to be inside the box. They choose to try new things, to experiment. To live a
life free of judgment. This kind of human does not feel guilty for not wanting a child. Career could be the most important accomplishment of their life and that is okay. They might
choose to love a man or a woman based solely on how that person is and how good they
make them feel or they could not love anybody ever. They could be happy being a stay at
home mom or dad. Their sole purpose in life could be to love God and serve him through
celibacy. The possibilities are endless. What unites them is the understanding that as long as
they are happy and not hurting another human everything is allowed, everything is permitted.
I believe this one was Orlando’s way of life and the way Virginia Woolf wanted to present it to Vita Sackville-West and the world. Orlando is someone who could live and be fulfilled as a man and as woman, who could love and feel and enjoy life without hurting others
and without hurting herself. Orlando is free of the dogmas of religion, country and family
rules. Just a person with a huge heart and the desire to live and love.
At the end of the movie as we see her driving a motorcycle with a sidecar wearing
pants, presenting her work to a publishing company we can appreciate her uniqueness.
We comprehend her struggle and love her courage. Our generation’s message to the world
should be equal to Orlando’s: be yourself, be true to yourself, love one another and try to live
in peace. Do not judge what you can not understand and if you do understand it and do not
have the backbone to stand up for yourself, let others be happy for their sake and yours.
The first time I saw Orlando I judged it. I could not believe the story, it was black and
white. Nobody goes to sleep and wakes up 80, 90 or 100 years later and everything is okay.
Nobody is that okay with their body that when it changes from male to female you feel the
same. Nobody. Pretty stupid, if you asked me.
The second time I watched Orlando I got the message. Human beings through the
years have wanted the same thing: to love and live without prejudice and shame. And Orlando showed us that those people have always existed in every century, in every continent, in
every social class and it is ok. It is finally okay.
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Alma Cayasso
Independence and Female Protagonists in Literature

Independence is often considered a right of passage, marking the end of childhood,
and ascent into adulthood. But it is often accepted that grown women should be taken care
of and their independence, is no longer seen as necessary. Unfortunately, many women are
denied this rite of passage. Many feminist literary works fight against this outdated idea and
their female characters learn to save themselves for better or worse. During this fall semester in Women and Literature, the theme of women striving for independence is important
because women - just like men - need it. In Charlotte Bronte’s novel Jane Eyre, Jane understands the importance of independence and she chooses to reject the love of her life’s marriage proposal because they are not on equal footing. Jane refuses to be taken care of. Esperanza, the main character in Sandra Cisneros’ House on Mango Street, is also another advocate
for independence and decides from a very early age that she does not want to be like the
women in her neighborhood or like the women she grew up with. She wants to break away.
Independence is crucial and the consequences of not having it can be seen in Kate Chopin’s short story, “Desiree’s Baby,” which leads the main character to suicide. “Desiree’s Baby”
counts as a cautionary tale that is both haunting and melancholy. The same goes for “Trifles”,
the one-act play by Susan Glaspell, which shows that a woman’s lack of independence to
murder at the hands of Mrs. Wright. After years of enduring a painfully controlled marriage,
Mrs. Wright doesn’t want to suffer anymore and even though she violently revolts, it makes
sense that all she really wants is the independence to control her own life.
Jane Eyre is a headstrong and driven character, one that inherently believes that women deserve the same opportunities men are given: “…women feel just as men feel; they
need exercise for their faculties and a field for their efforts as much as their brothers do.” (93).
During this scene, Jane is thinking about women and their need for the same chances men
are given. This can be extended to the idea that women, just like men, need independence
because without independence, women can’t make decisions for themselves and they cannot accomplish their goals and ambitions by “too rigid a restraint” (93). Jane obviously understands this concept and it speaks to her unconventional and feminist ways. Later on in the
novel, after the wedding has been interrupted and Jane finds out about Mr. Rochester’s wife,
Bertha Mason, Jane and Mr. Rochester share a moment that is telling of Jane’s perspective on
independence and her own free will:
Jane be still; don’t struggle so, like a wild, frantic bird that is rending its own
plumage in its desperation… I am no bird and no net ensnares me: I am a free human
being with an independent will; which I now exert to leave you” (216).
This scene is filled with meaning because even though Jane loves Mr. Rochester with such
passion, she refuses to lose her beliefs about independence and her desires for her own decisions and ambitions just for love. It means far too much to her to just throw caution to
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the wind. Jane is an advocate for her own independence and this scene shows without any
doubt, what matters to her the most.
From the beginning of the novella, “The House on Mango Street,” Esperanza wants her
own space, a space that she won’t feel ashamed of:
Where do you live? she asked. There, I said pointing up to the third floor. You live
there?...The way she said it made me feel like nothing. There. I lived there. I nodded. I
knew than I had to have a house. A real house. One I could point to. But this isn’t it” (5).
This goes beyond what Esperanza physically sees. The house that Esperanza longed for as a
child isn’t just for materialistic purposes. To Esperanza, the house represents independence.
This house would be a space in which Esperanza can define herself and it will also a source
of privacy for her own writing. Having her own home means she woulf be able to make it on
her own and that is very important to Esperanza. Independence is the biggest driving force
for Esperanza. In the following passage, Sandra Cisneros herself speaks about her own life.
Those experiences are a parallel to Esperanza’s experiences:
The father wants his daughter to be a weather girl on television, or to marry and have
babies. She doesn’t want to be a TV weather girl. Nor does she want to marry or have
babies. Not yet. Maybe later, but there are so many things she must do in her lifetime
first.” (xv).
Esperanza is based on Cisneros’ own experiences as a child growing up in a Spanish family,
where the patriarch is the head of household and makes the decisions. During this passage
taken from the preface of the novella, it is obvious that Sandra Cisneros didn’t choose the
lifestyle expected of her, much to her father’s chagrin.
Esperanza is motivated from a very early age to seek and strive for more than just accepting what the women in her life end up with:
She looked out the window her whole life, the way so many women sit their sadness
on an elbow. I wonder if she made the best with what she got or was she sorry be
cause she couldn’t be all the things she wanted to be. Esperanza. I have inherited her
name, but I don’t want to inherit her place by the window” (11).
This passage was taken from the chapter titled, “My Name” and it is the first chapter in the
novella that explains Esperanza’s need for independence and why she refuses to put herself
in the same position as her great grandmother. It also highlights how self aware and introspective Esperanza is. Esperanza wants to be a strong woman, one who isn’t always waiting
to be saved, like the women around her: “Esperanza, you go to school. Study hard…Got to
take care all your own. Shame is a bad thing, you know. It keeps you down” (90-91). Even
Esperanza’s mother warns her daughter to be independent because she herself has seen the
repercussions of her actions or in this case inaction. Esperanza’s mother was also creative
and talented but she chose to stop studying and she let her own shame hold her down. She’s
speaking from experience and she wants her daughter to have better, to be better; even
though Esperanza is surrounded by submissive women, she is encouraged to be independent and take control of her life.
Desiree - from Kate Chopin’s “Desiree’s Baby” - is married to Armand Aubigny and gives
birth to their baby. After the baby has aged a few months, he has become darker in skin tone
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and unfortunately Armand doesn’t take it lightly. He in fact is so embittered by it that he refuses to acknowledge his wife’s explanations that she isn’t of mixed race at all:
Armand…look at our child. What does it mean? Tell me. He coldly but gently loosened
her fingers from about his arm and thrust the hand away from him. Tell me what it
means! She cried despairingly. It means…that the child is not white; it means that you
are not white” (5).
Armand is clearly so upset that his wife isn’t white that he refuses to comfort her even
though she is completely beside herself and he leaves her presence as soon as possible. It is
obvious that Armand is racist and looks down on those who are not white. Even the mother
of their child isn’t safe from his scorn. Desiree is so overwhelmed by the accusations that she
writes to her mother:
…they tell me I am not white. Armand has told me I am not white. For God’s sake tell
them it is not true. You must know it is not true. I shall die. I must die. I cannot be so
unhappy, and live” (5).
Desiree is so burdened with sadness at the idea that she isn’t white and Armand’s hate that
she considers suicide. So she pleads to her mother to disprove it. Her mother ultimately
responds: “…Come home to Valmonde; back to your mother who loves you. Come with your
child” (5). Desiree takes the vague response as confirmation of her fear so she shows Armand
the letter and asks if she should go: “Yes, go. Do you want me to go? Yes, I want you to go” (6).
With this Desiree leaves stunned at her husband’s decision, wishing that he would ask her to
come back.
It should be noted that Desiree is a fragile women and how her husband felt and
thought affected her very being strongly: “When he frowned she trembled, but loved him.
When he smiled, she asked no greater blessing of God.” This passage depicts just how important Armand’s opinion mattered to Desiree. Desiree wasn’t an independent person and
her relationship with Armand wasn’t one of equals. Desiree was the submissive one in their
relationship so much so that it was an unhealthy dependent union. Desiree’s entire being
depended on Armand and his telling her to leave broke her: “Desiree went in search of her
child…She took the little one from the nurse’s arms with no word of explanation, and descending the steps, walked away…She walked across a deserted field, where the stubble
bruised her tender feet…and tore her thin gown to shreds. She disappeared among the
reeds and willows that grew thick along the banks of the deep, sluggish bayou; and she did
not come back again” (7). Desiree walked away into the bayou holding her baby because she
was so devastated. Desiree wasn’t like Jane Eyre or Esperanza; she didn’t strive for independence, she lived for her love of Armand and when Armand cast her out, she willingly killed
herself and their baby. The situational irony is that even though Armand dismissed his wife
and child so easily because he felt deceived, he was actually the one that was of mixed race.
It turns out that his own mother was actually black, so in the end the death of his wife and
child was a complete mistake; one that couldn’t be taken back and rectified.
Like Desire, Mrs. Wright was in a relationship where her husband was the authoritarian.
Mr. Wright, like Armand, wanted their marriages and environments to their own liking and
anything or anyone that challenged that was a problem. In the following scene, Mr. Wright’s
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neighbor Mr. Hale decided to stop by his house and see if he could talk Mr. Wright into finally
getting a party line telephone and if he couldn’t convince him he’d appeal to his wife, Mrs.
Wright. This scene explains the type of person that Mr. Wright was:
“I spoke to Wright about it once before, and he put me off, saying folks talked too
much anyway, and all he asked was peace and quiet—I guess you know about how
much he talked himself; but I thought maybe if I went to the house and talked about
it before his wife, though…I didn’t know as what his wife wanted made much differ
ence to John” (1).
Mr. Wright is described as a man who only wanted peace and quiet; he thought that people
talked too much anyway, and he wasn’t a big talker himself. Ultimately, he didn’t care about
his wife’s thoughts or opinions enough to consider them in making household decisions; this
starts to paint the picture of how the household was managed. It wasn’t cheery or homey; it
was dark, quiet, and lacked most things that made a home comfortable.
When the men venture upstairs, the women, both Mrs. Hale and Mrs. Peters, start to
rummage around the kitchen and start finding clues that the men are completely unaware
of: a broken bird cage in the pantry and a dead canary with its neck twisted in a red box.
Those two major clues give way to the reality that Mrs. Wright did murder her own husband
in revenge.The broken cage and dead bird explain that the canary sang perhaps too loudly
for Mr. Wright and he must have broken open the cage in a rage and killed the bird to stop
it from singing. The presence of that bird was extremely important to Mrs. Wright. She was a
different woman before her husband: “She used to wear pretty clothes and be lively, when
she was Minnie Foster, one of the town girls singing in the choir. But that—oh, that was thirty
years ago” (5). In that scene Mrs. Hale is recounting the type of woman Mrs. Wright was prior
to her marriage, when she was younger. This explains that Mrs. Wright wasn’t happy at all in
that quiet and dreary house because she wasn’t accustomed to the silence. She was lonely
in that quiet house, and the bird would have been her only company and her husband took
that from her. This evidence shows that Mrs. Wright had motive, motive enough to kill her
husband while he slept. Mrs. Wright’s marriage to her husband was ill matched and it ended
in disaster. Mr. Wright controlled her and she lacked her own identity because she lost it and
with that her independence. Just like Desiree, Mrs. Wright reacted in a negative manner that
could have been avoided if they both had their own identities outside of their relationships.
Both of these stories are cautionary tales and both of these women lacked what Jane and
Esperanza had in abundance.
Adrienne Rich explains in her criticism, Jane Eyre: The Temptations of a Motherless
Woman, “the impressive quality of Charlotte Bronte’s heroines” and goes on to state the
following: “…the quality which makes them more valuable to the women reader…is their
determined refusal of the romantic. They are not immune to it; in fact they are tempted…”
(474). But whether they are tempted or not is irrelevant; they ultimately refuse, just like Jane
did and decided that her values, beliefs, and independence are fair more important. Jane
chose to put love and romance on the back burner and came back to it only when she had all
she needed to be an equal; a partner that had her own financial stability and dependence on
herself and no one else. Esperanza was the same way too even though her ending didn’t
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include romance she ended it how she intended to. She got her own home, continued her
studies and earned her degrees, continued her dream of becoming a writer, and stayed true
to her ambitions and desires; because of this both women finished their stories fulfilled and
much happier more it as opposed to Desiree and Mrs. Wright.
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Elias Advincola
Thank God for Hostos

I thank God for Hostos accepting and having me
But when I hear poetry I’m down like gravity
See me and poetry go together like a shoelace
Cause in every bar I’m packing like a suitcase
We’re here to build a foundation use a ratchet or a wrench
So if your head ain’t in the game, take your body to the bench
Thanks to God I‘ve grown and I see more.
I was bad when I was five but you never seen me be four
God lifted the weight it’s good how my back felt
Snack melt
I’m chopping bars like a black belt
We are the future of the world breaking this lame cage
God and me are reading different books but manage to be on the same page
Life ain’t sweet like a bowl of honey
No, it’s funny
No role model people’s model is a roll of money
Money yes but education you can’t rob ‘em
A city is too small so I state me problem
We already have equal rights let’s move on with that legislation
I’m dressing to ketchup with my education
I’m not trying to be TV and how I use my word
I don’t want to be the most paid - I’m just trying to be heard
Outside these doors there’s low education but high death
Please open your eyes so you can catch my breath
I might look at some of you more
It’s according to my range
Everybody wants bills but I’m just trying to make a change
This world is dying can’t you feel the sin
Cause with fake stuff you’ll never reel them in
It’s a cold world and it’s looking no good
That’s why I keep my sweater on every time I’m in the ‘hood
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Some people care, but some people don’t worry
Let me rebutt that ‘cause I don’t think you all heard me
As a hard worker there’s a sweater in every hood
The future must look good
Not can but should
So seek to understand before you are understood
I hope you heard everything and you came to see
This was brought to you by the fifth letter of the alphabet cause my name is E
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Henry Heras
Mirada Amarosa

Tu sonrisa liza,
Suave como la briza.
Que va llenando mi corazon de alegria,
Mientras tus ojos me hypnotisan.
Hermosa preciosa el brillar de tu piel,
Delisiosa al imaginarme el sabor de tu fiel.
Fiel y amorosa los sentimientos de tu sed
Las cuales me comeran con passion hasta complacer tu creer.
El creer que te mata si no me llegas a tener, oler, probar y comer.
Aqui estoy, entregate a tu rey.
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Hasim Williams
Love Your Truth

In a world where wrong is right and right is wrong
It’s hard for me to carry on.
As I walk down the street some days
I wish I was blind or oblivious to the deceit and evil.
I wish to retreat,
But it’s the world God gave us.
For now, gotta be tough even when we’re weary,
Can’t let this world have dominion over me,
Always have faith,
Try to keep a good spirit, and love your truth
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Isaac Contreras
Two Steps
Because when I take two steps
The world waits, it quakes.
It shakes and rattles.
Until it breaks me.
The feeling of loss, across many battles, is apparent.
Because apparently my parents see me
And expect that some kind words,
A herbal tea –
As if some Dominican recipe can ever be my remedy.
Understand me please.
As the days go by I grow weaker, eager
To take the first helping hand because I can’t do it alone.
The hassle to just walk down the block
Or cross the street.
Because when I take those two steps
All I can think of is my defeat:
Are my legs moving right?
Are both my hands in sight?
Can I feel them?
Why can’t I feel them?
God bless the people I have
Walking with me every step of the way,
But they may not be here forever
And they are not here tonight.
No one ever is when I think of my mortality.
Dealing with my duality.
Because there are always two sides.
I’ll paint you a smile and only feel the tears.
I’ll show you comfort and be ravaged by my fears.
You see a man who wants to live his life,
But I know a man who wants to die.
When I take those two steps
I want to take more,
Not just two steps.
But I’m paralyzed. Help me.
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Nadica Maitland
Since You Been Gone

Since you’ve been gone, I do nothing but hurt.
I hurt mentally, emotionally, spiritually and physically.
Since you’ve been gone, my heart has been ripped out of my chest.
It feels as though it have been tossed out a 10 story window and got ran over
By a 1000-ton trailer.
Since you’ve been gone, my life has turned upside-down.
It feels as though my cognitive ability has been in shambles.
I’m not as sharp or with my game as before.
I’m scared out of my mind because I don’t know if that side of me is gone for good.
Since you’ve been gone, I find myself seeing you everywhere I go.
It could be the driver’s seat of a car or you just walking past the store I’m in.
It’s like I see you, I feel you, and I breath you.
So much time has passed since you’ve been gone,
And there are days I still want to call you.
I keep your number in my phone and at times I will ring it
Just to see your name and picture on the screen.
I assigned your ringtone to my mom’s number,
So that every time she calls it seems like it’s you.
The last voicemail you left on my phone
A couple of months before your passing,
I have retrieved from the trash.
I have emailed it to both my email addresses just so I never lose it.
Since you’ve been gone, it feels like a chunk of my being went with you.
I want to continue making you proud of me,
As well as I want to keep my promise to you.
But honestly, I don’t know if I can,
I don’t think I have the strength.
I miss you so much.
You were, are, and will always be
The best man that ever came into my life.
I love you, dad always and forever.
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Nadica Maitland
Thank You

I want to thank you for using your assets
To pull the attention of the man who became my dad.
It’s because of you that I know what getting respect from a man feels like.
It’s because of you that I know what being truly loved by a man looks like.
Thanks to you, I see first-hand what a true dad is.
I see all the qualities of what to look for in a man.
Qualities like, love, honestly, respect, loyalty, kindness.
Because of you, I know how to find my future husband.
A man I can start a family with.
One I know will love his kids unconditionally,
And be there for them no matter what.
Because of you,
I felt in the last 10 years what I was missing for the first 20 years.
Something I spent my life searching for.
I have always said you had great taste,
For there is nothing that you have ever given me
That needed to be returned because I disliked it.
The best thing you have ever done was bringing my dad into our lives.
I remember he used to say that he was a rental.
But to me, he was a well deserved gift,
One that can never be returned or be replaced.
So I thank you, mom for that,
With all my my heart.
Thank you.
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Cassandra Deen
Time Reborn

To be in places at one time miles apart
Geographically
Holographically
In the past,
The future
Or the now.
Like swirling particles
Free flowing
They tingle
And shower within
And between the spaces of people
Of certain ones
And fantasize adventures
To feel the whirling center of the thrill
Wrap legs, minds and all veins around it
A song baked in pores
Compassionate vibrations
And they move while being miles away
From the places we live
The people we always look at
Each day
Leading to wondering
Why can’t we grasp the momentum…
Wrap it into a single everlasting phase
Or a gift for all to see?
Upon returning
There is a pulse
A million or more gazing pupils
Dilate beneath the skin
Only to be brushed
Felt and then return to the reprocessing
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Tide of the mind
They fade
Until once more
A new memory is born
A certain one...
And it awakens it all
Again

December 2016

ESCRIBA! 87

Danielle E. Gary
By Virtue of Being Female: Problems and Solutions

Half the Sky: Turning Oppression into Opportunity for Women Worldwide calls attention
to the various oppressions that plague women internationally. While Half the Sky: Turning Oppression into Opportunity for Women Worldwide seeks to inform readers about the number of
ways sexism and misogyny manifest globally, authors Kristof and WuDunn also seek to provide solutions to these issues that many people can contribute to. The Unfinished Revolution:
Voices from the Global Fight for Women’s Rights is an anthology of essays written by human
rights advocates. To a degree, the authors of Half the Sky and the numerous essayists in The
Unfinished Revolution: Voices From the Global Fight for Women’s Rights also provide their own
insight as to what factors contribute to each issue and what must be done to stop and prevent those various forms of oppression. More importantly, both texts accurately depict these
issues as human rights issues, not “women’s issues”
All across the world, there is an idea that girls are inherently less valuable, less competent and less capable than boys. While these ideas manifest in a number of ways, the effects
consistently seem to extend to a very distinct set of people. Ultimately, all of the human
rights issues presented occur at the intersection of sexism, classism, misogyny, the hypersexualization of women and the dehumanization of female bodies. While discussing the oppressions that contribute to these issues is of unparalleled importance, discussing the individual,
environmental and social consequences that stem from these issues is essential to understanding the need for immediate change and creating practical solutions.
Socioeconomic status is seemingly the most accurate indicator of a child’s risk for
becoming a victim of sex trafficking. Anywhere in the world, children who are poor are perceived as having less value and are preyed upon by pimps and traffickers. A guard at the
border patrol said it best “...But those are peasant girls. They can’t even read. They’re from the
countryside. The good Indian middle-class girls are safe. (Kristof and WuDunn 24)” Unfortunately, being middle- or upper-class is often associated with being good, while people often
ascribe being poor or lower-class with being inherently bad or worthless. Obviously, class
is not an aspect of one’s life that can be chosen. Generally, higher class and socioeconomic
status must be earned. Yet, if one is not given the adequate resources to attain a higher socioeconomic status and become self sufficient, how can they thrive? Better yet, why can the
systems that contribute to sex trafficking thrive instead? “People get away with enslaving village girls for the same reason that people got away with enslaving blacks two hundred years
ago: The victims are perceived as discounted humans” (Kristof and WuDunn 24). Girls and
young women who find themselves at the intersection of “the lesser gender” and the lower
class are exponentially higher risk for sexual exploitation.
A married woman is considered to be her husband’s property. Thus, raping or sexually
assaulting her would be considered disrespectful to him. Interestingly, such an act would
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never recognize her as being the victim, but merely a channel being used to convey a message. In an effort to lessen chances of rape, families will sell their daughters off to the highest
bidder, or groom. Essentially, she is given away to be raped by one man to avoid being raped
by many more.Still, the girl has no agency when she is sold in marriage and is still prone to
physical and sexual abuse. Being a poor girl eliminates most options to choose who you marry, with whom to procreate and with whom to give consent to sex.
Various cultures view women’s sexuality as being inherently dangerous, in some cultures even sinful. Yet, female bodies are often hypersexualized and women (even virgins) are
expected to be very sexual and able to please sexually at the drop of a hat. Regardless of the
inherent contradiction, a woman’s virginity is tied to the honor she and her family hold. As a
result of the value that is associated with virginity, in many countries around the world girls
and women can be brutally assaulted, raped and/or murdered if there is mere suspicion that
she has lost her “innocence” prior to marriage. In many parts of the world, girls and women are brutally assaulted and raped for bringing dishonor to their families. Most often, the
source of “dishonor” is a girl being a victim of rape.
To many people, the idea that women are worthless, but their virginity is priceless is
inherently contradictory. But when enemies are looking to attack one another, the girls in
the family become “valuable” as prime targets for unimaginable levels of brutality. “Often the
simplest way to punish a rival family is to violate the daughter. Sometimes it takes the form
of rape… sometimes it takes the form of honor killing, in which a family kills one of its own
girls because she has behaved immodestly… (Kristof and WuDunn 81). If for whatever reason, the bride’s virginity is not confirmed by blood staining her wedding sheets, she is inarguably subject to death.
In fact, girls are more likely to be raped than educated. Rape can stem from lust, a
man’s inability to pay a dowry to ask a girl’s family for her hand in marriage, or as a weapon of
war. “Rape as a weapon of war is used to terrorize, to assert control, to force compliance, or to
punish individuals and entire communities for perceived support to the enemy. It is often accompanied by extreme brutality” (Woudenberg 131). In addition to this, shame comes upon
the woman who is the victim. Such crimes will largely continue to be unreported because of
the stigma of rape, the lack of punishment for perpetrators and the culture of victim blaming
when women’s “honor” is involved. “The culture of impunity for sexual violence and other serious crimes is at the heart of why rape continues” (Woudenberg 133). After a sexual assault,
instead of being offered victim’s services, intensive counseling and necessary medical care,
victims of rape are often forced to marry their rapists because their womanly honor is gone
and they are viewed as “spoiled goods”.
Child marriage is another social issue that is rampant in parts of the world such as Asia,
Africa and the Middle East. Often, families will marry their girls off sooner in order to reduce
the financial burden on the family and/or collect a dowry and decrease the chance that she
will lose her virginity before marriage, become a victim of rape and/or be trafficked for sex. In
this, child brides are not free from harm, they just become more susceptible to other types of
harm. Not only is forced marriage a violation of human rights and a significant risk to a girl’s
healthy development, the effects of it impact society at large.
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Upon marriage girls are pressured to not only prove their fertility, but to confirm their
virginity as well. As a result girls are expected to submit sexually to their husbands immediately after marriage and begin bearing children. Since the bodies of young girls are not developed enough for carrying or bearing children, many difficulties are likely to occur during
pregnancy, during childbirth and possibly well into the future. Child brides are at greater
risk of dying before or during childbirth, are more likely to contract HIV, are more likely to
experience domestic violence and sexual abuse and are more likely to be isolated from their
families (Machel and Robinson 291). Acknowledging that some girls are forced to marry at
as young as eight years old, they cannot consent to sex and are thus raped on their wedding
night. In essence, girls will be victimized regardless of whether they are forced to marry or if
they do not marry and become constant targets for sexual assault. Marriage is thought of as
a celebratory occasion, but for most of the girls who are forced to wed, becoming a wife signifies the end of schooling and the start of life filled with threatening childbearing and constantly being raped by their lawful husbands. Forcible marriage is a time honored tradition
in many parts of the world. This practice is embedded into the culture of these communities
and the girls who are impacted the most by it do not have a significant enough voice to stop
it alone.
We live in a world where just by virtue of being female, girls should expect to become
victims of violence. “Women aged fifteen through forty-four are more likely to be maimed or
die from male violence than from cancer, malaria, traffic accidents, and war combined” (Kristof and WuDunn 61). Stopping these atrocities takes the help of everyone. Clearly, we need a
change and change calls for tangible solutions. Both texts provide a number of great-sounding solutions to each of these human rights issues. Included are microfinancing, education
girls, grassroots efforts and other suggestions offered by human rights advocates.
Inarguably, the economic aspect of this issue needs to be addressed as part of any sustainable solution. Kristof and WuDunn assert that microfinancing the endeavors of women
is a way to overcome this barrier. Microfinancing is the practice of providing financial means
for the start of a small business. The idea is that the person receiving the microloan will be
able to invest the money into their own business to earn a living wage and repay the loan.
In this instance, the microloans would only be available for women. “Several studies suggest
that when women gain control over spending, less family money is devoted to instant gratification and more for education and starting small businesses” (Kristoff and WuDunn, 192).
Another aspect of this solution is that microloans are given to groups of women who work
together so that they become a support system for one another and increase the likelihood
that the businesses they start will be successful. Further, when women are able to earn their
own money, their rights and status in their families and in society increase. When women
are the primary breadwinners they are able to learn a valuable trade, are less susceptible to
domestic violence and abuse, have more agency in their own lives and are able to be self
sufficient women. One obstacle to this solution is the lack of money management skills and
business savvy in the women who are being given the loans. While many might be successful
in starting and running their own business, not all are. Often, receiving a microloan is the first
time the women are directly in contact with money. Running a business takes business man
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agement skills, not just money. If someone is not providing those skills to the women while
also funding their business, the chances of success are lower.
Grassroots efforts are said to be more effective because the people who are catalysts
for change are more knowledgeable than “outsiders” about the culture and needs of the
community. Further, the leaders of grassroots movements tend to be more competent about
the best practices for engagement with the community. One potential roadblock to grassroots efforts as a solution is the reliance on people from the community to speak out against
traditions to educate their peers - not everyone wants to do that. To spearhead the kind of
change that would make a significant impact, many “insiders” would have to commit to the
cause. For some people, the stakes are too high - their government could seek to silence
them by any means necessary, they could be disowned by their families, the lives of their
loved ones could be in danger, and/or their own lives could be in danger.
Finally, Half the Sky supports the idea that educating girls and women will be one of
the most significant catalysts for change. “One study after another has shown that educating
girls is one of the most effective ways to fight poverty” (Kristof and WuDunn, 169). Education does have a positive impact on women who would otherwise be exponentially more
susceptible to forced marriage, sex trafficking and honor crimes. However, the most crucial
endpoint to attaining the education is for the women to be able to attain jobs that pay living
wages. In countries where sexism, misogyny and poverty are so high, what are the chances
that every woman who is able to receive an educational scholarship will also be able to land
a well-paying job? In order to be truly effective, this education must be made available to
men, women and children. Laws are relatively easy to change. Mindsets can take generations
to change. “Rescuing” girls is relatively simplistic. Dismantling the systems that make girls vulnerable to abuse and abuse is where the challenge lies.
As a solution to rape as a weapon of war, Woudenberg argues that “the international
community should recognize that one way to end rape is to support women to gain political office, be part of their country’s decision making, and have a meaningful voice”. She also
asserts that we need to support the constantly growing women’s movement in the Congo.
True enough, the women’s movement in the Congo could benefit greatly from international
support, but we must be willing to also invest financially in international movements.
Regardless of what avenue society deems best to combat these issues, it will take
money and a lot of it. It will also take unrelenting time and effort from those who hold power
and privilege to speak out and lead a movement for change. This will call for people to admit
their privilege and use their power selflessly - two things that too few people are willing to
do concurrently. It will also take international awareness campaigns and an increased level of
media coverage.
It is clear that issues such as these are not discussed enough. The voices of survivors
are not uplifted enough. Even today, texts that seek to inform about these issues so candidly are too few. On the other hand, too often journalists who report the stories lack tact and
complete understanding of these issues when they choose to do so. In my view, journalists
who have never experienced trauma are not equipped to write accurate articles about trauma or trauma survivors, period. Further, television hosts and personalities should not be
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interviewing trauma survivors without being trained by professionals who are well versed in
addressing trauma and who are well equipped to respond to trauma. The fact that someone
would question Mukhtar Mai of Pakistan, for example, on United States national television
about how it feels to be gang raped is just one instance of how thoughtless and cruel uninformed journalists can be. Particularly when writing about the trauma that is associated
with forced marriage, honor rapes and murders and sex trafficking, being empathetic is not
enough. True, a tactless report might be viewed as being better than no report at all.
If we are truly seeking to protect and empower trauma survivors, we must ensure that
our quest for knowledge is not re-traumatizing and re-victimizing the victim. Journalists who
report on such issues typically fall at one of three places on the spectrum: either they sensationalize the stories of survivors, they do not credit survivors for their stories, which is another form of exploitation, or journalists are not able to accurately depict the scope of the issue.
Only survivors can truly do their story justice. There are countless survivors who are competent and capable of telling their stories articulately and effectively. The facts that some cannot articulate what they have withstood is not a sufficient cause for journalists to make blanket statements that seemingly reflect the ideas of every survivor. However, I can appreciate
the efforts of Kristof and WuDunn and the tens of authors who contributed to The Unfinished
Revolution: Voices from the Global Fight for Women’s Rights in being sensitive to the trauma of
the many victims interviewed and their noteworthy attempts to capture their stories accurately and in a dignified manner.
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Nadja Gonzalez
How Can We Help Girls Around the World

In countries around the world, women and girls are subjected to sex slavery, forced
marriage, and horrific punishments described as “honor crimes.” While the developed part
of the world turns a blind eye, a 10 year old girl is being kidnapped and sex trafficked in a
foreign country. Another young girl is ripped out of school to fulfill her role as a wife or is
being beaten and raped because she “deserves punishment.” Half The Sky: Turning Oppression
into Opportunity for Women Worldwide, written by Nicholas Kristof and Sheryl WuDunn, and
The Unfinished Revolution: Voices from the Global Fight for Women’s Rights, edited by Minky
Worden, translate the heart-wrenching and brutal personal stories of women around the
world. The authors of Half The Sky and The Unfinished Revolution bring awareness to how
women are still treated as less-than men. Women are not given the same equal rights and
opportunities as men which not only affects their lives but also negatively impacts their communities. The real-life stories that are told prove that even in 2016, there is much work to be
done in order to give women equal status and respect. The authors not only share the stories
of women to force us to see the evil that persists in our world but they also provide us with
multiple remedies that can end the oppression of women. Remedies for equality include
education, the “big stick approach,” and enforcement of the law. By using these remedies and
influencing the lives of women in Africa and the Near, Middle, and Far East we can begin to
crack down on sex slavery, child marriage, and honor crimes that continue to be a normative
part of those societies.
Half The Sky uncovers the taboo and brutal details of sex trafficking and rape that
women experience around the world. Despite how difficult it is to realize what women go
through every day, it is important to be aware of what really happens in the lives of women and that the feminist movement may be progressing, however, much more needs to be
done to ensure the equality of all women. The first woman who comes forward to tell her
story in Half The Sky is Meena. “Meena is an Indian Muslim who for years was prostituted in a
brothel run by the Nutt… ‘I was eight or nine years old when I was kidnapped and trafficked,’
Meena begins.” (Kristof & WuDunn, 3). Meena did not even experience her first period before
she was forced to sleep with customers. At first she was extremely reluctant, which resulted in the brothel owners having to refund her first customer because he was not serviced.
Although she succeeded in keeping the man away, she could not protect herself from the
brutal beatings that the brothel owners gave her or the rape that would continue to invade
her life for twelve years. “I started fighting and crying out so that he couldn’t succeed,’ Meena
said... and they beat me mercilessly…. Finally they drugged me: they gave me wine in my
drink and got me completely drunk.” “Then one of the brothel owners raped her” (Kristof &
WuDunn 4). Brothel owners force girls to consume drugs and alcohol so that they will comply and be submissive. When the women have been degraded and drugged it becomes
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difficult for them to work up the strength and courage to run away. Many women attempt
suicide because they feel it is the last option they have. For those who survive and return to
their families, they are considered as prostitutes and stigmatized as extremely low class; thus,
some trafficked women do not go back to their hometown and villages for fear of rejection.
Families are not always receptive to their daughters when they escape from the brothels. This
forces many women to continue working in the sex industry in order to feed themselves and
put clothes on their backs.
One would wonder why kidnapped girls do not run away and tell the police that they
have been enslaved. The problem with that is many people accept sex trafficking and prostitution as a normative part of society. Police officials in countries such as India, Pakistan, and
Iran believe that prostitution and sex trafficking is an inevitable problem. Unfortunately police are a large part of this inevitable problem. Police officials do not wish to disrupt the corrupt arrangements they have with brothel owners. In return for sexual pleasure or payments,
police officers will keep their lips shut about brothels keeping girls against their will or housing under-age girls. Kristof and WuDunn state: “The police seemed unlikely saviors to girls in
the brothels because police officers regularly visited the brothels and were serviced free” (7).
Girls do not dare go to the police because they may be forced to go back to the brothel and
will be punished for escaping. Brothel owners will then use them as an example by beating
them in front of the other girls. Women seem to be in a “Catch 22,” stuck between escaping
and searching for help that may very likely betray them or remaining in the cycle of rape and
abuse.
While sex trafficking and prostitution remain a problem for women of all ages, it is
important to focus on why there is a supply and demand for underage girls in brothels. There
are many reasons why young girls are sold and enslaved in the sex industry but one very important reason is the fact that underage virgins are desired by customers because there is a
worldwide fear of contracting HIV/AIDS. Men search for girls who have not been prostituted
for long because then, in having sex, there is often no requirement for protection involved.
But without protection, girls are subjected to catching and spreading disease and also at risk
for getting pregnant. Unfortunately, not many people are educated about HIV/AIDS and how
it can be prevented or treated. Kristof and WuDunn come to the terrible realization that, “In
both Asia and Africa, there is also a legend that AIDS can be cured by sex with a virgin, and
that has nurtured demand for young girls kidnapped from their villages” (12). Unfortunately,
the lack of education about disease leaves room for girls to be further exploited as a false
means to a cure. The supply and demand for underage girls does not have as much to do
with preference and sexual fetishes as it has to do with the control that brothel owners can
maintain over young, uneducated, frightened girls. If the people of Asia and Africa were given the opportunity to become better educated about sex, disease, and women’s rights then
the kidnapping and sex trafficking of young, virgin, girls would likely decline.
While sex trafficking remains an imperative issue, child marriage is another form of
exploitation that contributes to the unfair treatment and lack of economic self-sufficiency
for women. In their essay “Girls Not Brides,” in the collection The Unfinished Revolution (ed.
Worden) Machel and Robinson state:
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In Amhara, we met many young women in their late teens and early twenties, some
of whom had married as young as eight or ten and had their first children at thirteen
or fourteen…. These women and girls explained that, for them, marriage was not a day
of happiness. It was the day they stopped going to school, began living with a man
they had never met, and started having sex, whether they wanted to or not (287).
In many cases, girls are too young to even understand the complexity of marriage
but are forced into beds with men twice their age. Imagine being ten years old and already
married to someone. The set of domestic responsibilities upon this child make a complete
change and now her life is less about individual growth and more about the family’s and her
husband’s well-being. Instead of being focused on getting good grades in school, girls are
consumed with cooking and cleaning for their husbands. If preteen and teenage girls are not
in school then they are not acquiring the important information to be self-sufficient including learning basic arithmetic and literacy. Without these skills there is no way that women
can become business owners, politicians, or any form of leaders in their communities. Women are purposefully trapped in the home to care for the men who continue to hold all of the
status and power. While some may believe that this forms a perfect balance between family
care and a steady income it actually does the opposite. Without women in the workforce,
they become burdens on their husbands and his family. In poor villages, this separate share
of responsibilities does not ensure the economic prosperity of the family. Educating girls,
instead of marrying them off at a young age, would enable them to enter the workforce and
have a positive influence on the community. This influence could be political representation,
public service help, or even the continuation of education for girls. If women were educated
they would be able to go into the workforce, become business owners or leaders, and bring
money into their households which can be a huge help in carrying their families out of poverty.
Forms of oppression also persist in Middle Eastern villages such as Iraq. This oppression
of course includes sex trafficking, lack of education for girls, and child marriage; however,
one case which Kristof and WuDunn make sure to include in Half The Sky is the honor killing
of Du’a Khalil Aswad.
Sometimes it takes the form of honor killing, in which a family kills one of its own girls
because she has behaved immodestly or has fallen in love with a man….The paradox
of honor killings is that societies with the most rigid moral codes end up sanctioning
behavior that is supremely immoral: murder (81-82).
The authors use this quote to lead into the discussion of the unjustified murder of
Du’a Khalil Aswad. She was 17 years old when she decided to spend the night with a boy she
claimed to love. In her village this behavior was not acceptable. When Aswad returned the
next day, her family would not welcome her into their home and told her that she must die
for what she did. Aswad fled from her home and into the house of religious leaders but no
savior was there for her. The religious leaders also agreed that she deserved to die because
she was suspected to have lost her virginity the night before and she disrespected her family’s authority. With the decision made, Aswad was kicked and stoned to death while a mob of
people and cameras formed around her. The mob of men kicked her while she was down and
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after 30 minutes of being brutally beaten she was killed when a massive rock was dropped
on her head. The heartbreaking part about her story is that autopsy results proved that her
hymen was still intact. Du’a Khalil Aswad’s murder occurred in Northern Iraq but we cannot
ignore the fact that stories like hers continue to occur in many other parts of the world this
very day.
Unfortunately, we do not live in a world where women and men are respected equally.
Honor killings favor men and are carried out against women. Because the man is assumed to
have more power and status in society, if he feels that his wife has disrespected him in any
way or is not living up to her role as a wife or mother, he is given approval by his culture to
discipline her by whatever means necessary. An example of this mistreatment and inequality
is explained in The Unfinished Revolution. The head of Human Rights Watch exposes the sexual double standard:
When a man engaged in the premediated murder of his estranged wife and her lov
er and was exculpated by a country’s highest court on the grounds that he was de
fending his offended honor, the facts pretty much spoke for themselves. When a wom
an found that courts used medical evidence she submitted in proof of rape to convict
her of extramarital sex, we saw no need to elaborate” (Thomas 327).
Men have literally gotten away with murder because law officials believe that men
have the right to beat or kill if their wives disobey them. It is likely that the judge and jury
that allowed this man to be free were all, or at least the majority, men. However, when a
woman courageously speaks up about her rape in court, she ends up being imprisoned
instead. These stories reinforce the idea that the male sex is still very much viewed as the better or more powerful sex. Women are mere objects who can be controlled and whose lives
are in the hands of the men around her.
Now that we have discussed the many forms of
oppression, we can look further into what we can do and what changes can be made in society to ensure the safety of all girls. In order to end the slavery of underage girls we should
consider the “big-stick approach” that Kristof and WuDunn support. This approach focuses on
the making less profitable the sales of virgins, and the crackdown and imprisonment of those
who continue to capture young girls.
The big-stick approach should focus in particular on the sale of virgins.… It is often
rich Asians, particularly overseas Chinese, who are doing the buying—put a few of
them in jail, and good things will happen: The market for virgins will quickly shrink,
their price will drop, gangs will shift to less risky or more profitable lines of business,
the average age of prostitutes will rise somewhat, and the degree of compulsion in
prostitution will diminish as well (33).
If police officials discontinued corrupted relationships with brothel owners and instead
began to arrest the owners, there would be a substantial difference in the sex industry. To
ensure the safety of girls, kidnappers and brothel owners need to be arrested and fined for
housing underage trafficking victims. This would make housing underage girls a liability to
owners which would in turn force them to want to find other means of “employment.” Kristof and WuDunn believe that if brothel owners are held accountable for keeping young girls
against their will and if their profits go down, then the demand for underage girls will de
December 2016

ESCRIBA! 96

cline. If brothel owners do not take the financial risk of having underage girls illegally in their
facilities, then fewer girls will be kidnapped from their homes and villages which will ensure
that more of them remain in school or at least are safe within their own homes.
Unfortunately, creating laws does not necessarily stop criminals from committing
unjust acts. Everyone needs to collectively make an effort to make the laws hold and make
criminals accountable for their actions. Without reinforcement, laws are just words on a piece
of paper. They will not hold any value or be respected if police officials do not enforce the
law. “Law is a quick-fix solution, and then people think you don’t have to do anything else,”
Molly [Melching] said. ‘The real thing that will make a difference is education” (Kristof & WuDunn, 225). In order to end the injustice done to women around the world, law cannot simply be written down and assumed to change the amount of crime in a community. There has
to be a true effort and desire to end the oppression of women. It is also important to realize
that people in power are the ones that not only create law but also enforce it. If women
are not politically represented as equals in their communities then any form of oppression
against women will go unnoticed. This is why I believe Molly Melching states that education
is the only thing that can make a difference. As I have said before, education is the foundation of strong leadership and if girls are not being educated then they cannot possibly contribute any economic or political leverage to assist their communities.
Machel and Robinson agree that laws need to be implemented in order to end the
mistreatment of girls. Their article focuses on the oppression of child marriage and they
realize that although communities have laws against child marriage, most of the time police
officials do not punish parents for forcing this upon their children and many of the marriages are unofficial. “First of all, legal frameworks need to be in place that reflect international
conventions and human rights standards, and most important, are publicized and enforced.
Most countries with high rates of child marriage have laws against it, but these laws are not
implemented” (294). Machel and Robinson understand that countries can have written laws
on the books; however, they are not implemented by police officials and citizens and that is
their downfall. If many of these child marriages are not made official then it is also difficult to
find out which families are practicing this tradition in order to consider how best to stop it.
It is impossible to have reliable statistics on how many young girls are married against their
will. The only way to crackdown on this form of oppression is to literally be inside of these
communities and individually investigate any case that may lead to child marriage.
Education remains the foundation for every positive influence or “remedy” that can
help women become independent and successful in their communities. Many girls are taken out of school so that they can help at home but parents need to realize that taking girls
out of school is only prolonging their poverty. In many countries there has been a growth in
organizations and governmental policies that encourage parents to keep their daughters in
school. “Supporting girls’ education, providing incentives to parents, and books and uniforms
to girls boosts their status and may encourage their families to delay marriage and see their
daughters as an asset rather than a burden” (Machel and Robinson 294). Because families are
often too poor to send their children to school, they should be given monetary incentives to
encourage them to see the importance of education for all their children. While it is liter
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ally a bribe, parents see this money as a help in their financial burden and can then afford to
send their children to school with the necessary clothing and supplies that they need. If all
low-income families were given money to help their children through school, children would
be able to gain a higher education so that eventually they can earn a high salary. With this
salary, they would be able to help their families economically and work towards continuing
education and equality in their communities. If girls are given the opportunity to be educated, they would be able to avoid traveling to other cities for work which at many times leads
to sex trafficking. They will learn how ineffective child marriage is and will also be able to
become leaders in their communities and hopefully work towards attaining women’s rights
and ending honor crimes.
While the remedies that are discussed in Half The Sky and The Unfinished Revolution are
important in ending the oppression of women, another way that we can help bring awareness to human rights issues such as sex trafficking, child marriage, and honor crimes is to
talk about it. Educating ourselves about human rights issues that continue to persist around
the world will give us the courage to continue the conversation. Maintaining a dialogue with
those who are not knowledgeable about the topic will spread awareness of how far women are from truly being treated as equals and the work that we must do in order to level the
playing field.
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Alma Cayasso
Resemblance, Not a Contrast Between Men and Women

“There is a resemblance between men and women, not a contrast. When a man begins to
recognize his feelings, the two unite. When men accept the sensitive side of themselves, they
come alive.” Anais Nin, In Favor of the Sensitive Man and other Essays
The quote above by Anais Nin is funny because right from the very beginning she calls
the relation between the sexes, “a resemblance between men and women not a contrast”
and this rings so true to me it makes me smile as I read it. It is also unconventional because
Nin is already moving the discussion into feminist territory, something that I, as a woman,
am not accustomed to hearing. The society that I frequent in 2016 sees “differences” between
men and women but doesn’t see what unites us as human beings because people are too
enamored with age old thinking. The old adage stands by the belief that men and women
are completely wired differently; this thinking suggests that because of this ideology, women
and men are complete polar opposites. Those who agree with this school of thought don’t
realize the flaws in their logic and forget that women are just like men and vice versa. The
sooner men and young boys are educated and taught better, the sooner the social construction of gender will be changed for the better.
During my last Women and Gender Studies class at Hostos, Women in Literature, we
studied, read, and discussed Charlotte Bronte’s novel, Jane Eyre and just like Anais Nin’s idea
about the sexes, the central character, Jane Eyre said the following: “…women feel just as
men feel; they need exercise for their faculties, and a field for their efforts, as much as their
brothers do…” This quote challenges the concept about “differences” in gender and states
that men and women both feel as the other does and just like Nin claimed, “There is a resemblance between men and women, not a contrast.” Perhaps the only contrast there actually is
between the sexes is a social construct, one that needs to be changed - and fast! Nin goes on
to say that when men start to, “accept the sensitive side of themselves, they come alive.” This
is a beautiful thought because when we look at all the emotions men and boys are pushed
to bottle up and not express,, we can realize just how exhausting it must be to keep it all up.
I can imagine that the facade takes effort and the charade can get tiring and emotionally
straining. Personally, there have been countless times that I have been a shoulder to lean on
and comfort to close men and boys; they admitted the troubles they had coping with their
own emotions and felt less than a man and even less than a person because they couldn’t
remain stoic. It’s a dangerous ideology that does plenty of harm to those who live their lives
by it.
Back in 2014, I started my first class in Women and Gender Studies and there was a
subsection in the syllabus for masculinity and the issues and topics that men come across.
These issues ranged from the idea of it being normal and okay to not cry and not express
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your feelings openly. The idea is to maintain a manly appearance and disposition and real
men and boys do not cry and express emotion openly. If men and boys were to diverge from
these ideals they would be told to “act like a man” and might even be called out for their
“sissy” behavior by classmates and even their closest friends. These are the same people that
police behavior and those that don’t conform to the default are stigmatized. Yet this hostile
environment and attitude is considered normal and acceptable. So I, like Nin and Bronte, also
agree with the idea that women and men are connected by a resemblance, not a contrast,
because we are all human and humans feel emotion and that is okay to experience. We are
wired to feel emotions and experience moods and no one is immune. If men and boys can
find it in themselves to make peace with their sensitivity they too will come alive.
I have yet to sit down and read one of Anais Nin’s works but have added her to my
massive to-read list. But I can say that I relate to her love of writing and finding one’s self
in writing. Just like Nin did, I also keep journals and find that when I write I self-reflect. This
self-reflection opens doors and allows me to grow as a person. I don’t think I would be so
in tune with myself currently if I didn’t put pen to paper as often as I do. Nin started writing
from a very early age and I wonder if she also felt the natural inclination to write and express
her emotions like I do. Writing is a form of catharsis for me and considering how often Nin
wrote and for how long, I wager she felt the same as I do. It’s a nice thought…that a woman
born so long ago was such a passionate writer and didn’t let anything or anyone get in her
way and did what she wanted. It’s that sort of ferocity and accomplishment that I hope to
achieve and accomplish throughout my life.
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Angel Guillermo
Ways Society Labels Female Roles

This quotation helps to shed light on one of the ways society labels the roles of females before they even have a chance to utter a single syllable. This perpetual cycle of teaching females to hide their true feelings and emotions leads them to believe that the art of
staying silent as a woman is normal and women are therefore subjected to live their life in a
androcentric society. In other words, women must disguise their feelings in order to appease
the male ego. We have allowed society to dictate the rules by which gender roles are defined
even before birth.
Take into consideration that as soon as a couple has learned the sexual composition of
the organs in a fetus, the first thing they do is begin choosing color patterns for that particular gender such as blue for boys and pink for girls. I ask myself, who are these colors for? Is it
for the parents, the unborn child or for society? Who is responsible for attaching specific colors to a specific gender? When a female child is born we immediately begin instilling certain
principles or rules for that matter on what constitutes proper female or male behavior. We
tell both sexes that they are not allowed to play with each other and instead must play within their own gender. This separation at such an early age sends the wrong message to both
genders as if they were charged and convicted of a crime that they never knew had occurred.
I was raised in New York City by my independent, loving, hard working, immigrant
mother. My mother did not speak English and barely had time to sit with us because she
was had to go to bed early every night so she could make it to her factory job by 6am every
morning. My mother and father had divorced when I was 2 years old and I was the youngest
out of 5 children, 3 boys and two girls.
I can imaging that after my dad left, my mother probably went through some type of
depression or anxiety as she had to figure out how she was going to raise 5 of us by herself. I
don’t know why my mother never expressed her true feelings but I now believe that it probably has to do with the way she was raised in the Dominican Republic. My mother was raised
in a very machista household. By age 10, my grandfather forced her to quit school so that she
could help my step-grandmother raise her two younger brothers and sisters.
I remember that my mother would not allow my sisters to play after-school. The girls
had to come home after school and do household chores while the boys got to play outside. If visitors came over, my sisters had to wait on them hand and foot but could not be in
the room when conversations were taking place. At parties, my sisters were not allowed to
dance with anyone who was not related to us. Most of the time, they would be confined to
the kitchen as if they had no right to be in the same room with everyone else. Worst of all,
I remember our older male relatives would like for the girls to sit on their lap. Years later I
learned that this was the first step in child molestation as these older men would take that
opportunity to fondle young girls. I have met and spoken to quite a few women who have
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experienced this type of abuse in the past. All the women stated that when they told their
parents what happened they were told that it was just “out of love” that it didn’t mean anything. They were made to feel like this was normal and that nothing had happened when in
reality something did happen. This leads young women to carry these emotional scars with
them throughout life without a vehicle to express their true emotions in order to process
their feelings.
In conclusion, we must all do our part to put an end to this cycle of sexist behavior and
actions. If we truly take each other for what we are instead of what we think we should be,
then we have taken the first step into a new world of equality for all.
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Diana Guerrier
Rebel

“My mother says when I get older my dusty hair will settle and my blouse will learn to stay
clean, but I have decided not to grow up tame like the others who lay their necks on the
threshold waiting for the ball and chain…I have begun my own quiet war. Simple. Sure. I am
the one who leaves the table like a man, without putting the chair back or picking up the
plate.” By Sandra Cisneros, from The House on Mango Street
I love this quote because it screams out “Rebel!” Not the kind of rebel who disrupts
society but a woman who is fed up. This woman is fed up with rules put upon her by her
Mexican-American culture. Instead of following the norm, Sandra Cisneros wanted to create
her own path and that she did. I commend Cisneros’ mother because she did not hinder her
daughter’s growth as a woman: insisting that she abide by certain rules that her mother was
likely brought up to follow.
Many mothers from different cultures would not allow their daughters to leave their
chair away from the table after getting up. This would be rude, these mothers would feel,
and simply not how they were raised. Therefore, as loving parents they might make an effort
to stop this bad habit. Since Cisneros’ mother didn’t insist that her daughter push in her chair,
she was able to develop this rebellious mindset. Sandra Cisneros benefited in the long run
because she was able to mature into a successful Mexican-American woman writing a novel
that has been translated into over 20 languages and is a required reading in middle schools,
and universities across the country. This is quite resonating.
When I dissect this quote I don’t see the author as a dirty child but instead a child who
was carefree. Sandra was a young woman who would not think twice about jumping in a
puddle of rain. Creating childhood memories was worth having a dirty dress and honestly I
wish I was more like Sandra growing up.
I remember as a child when visiting my godmother I witnessed 3 girls my age jumping
rope and I badly wanted to play with them. But when my godmother asked me if I wanted to
play with these girls I immediately said “No”. I said no because I knew even though my godmother said it was fine to play with them I was raised that it would be rude to leave my family’s company to play with others. My parents would look down on me because that is simply
not how they raised me.
When visiting family, we were expected to sit down and become invisible while adults
spoke. We should only speak when spoken to. Worst case scenario, if I disobeyed and then
dismissed the non-spoken direct glares I received from my parents I would have gotten a
beating that day and a constant reminder of how I do not listen. Having Sandra Cisneros’
courage I would have taken the beating and instead gained three new friends.
The second part of this quote gives me chills because, unfortunately, I did not grow up
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with Sandra’s spirit to be wild, free, and not shaped by her society. I can honestly state that
I have grown into her spirit. She states “I have decided not to grow up tame like the others
who lay their necks on the threshold waiting for the ball and chain…I have begun my own
quiet war.” The ones waiting for the ball and chain are the women and even some men waiting for marriage -ready to be rescued. I feel as though Sandra thought otherwise. I perceived
she saw marriage as being in a prison; to be controlled by someone who was not ready to
enjoy her free spirit. Doing research, I know that Sandra Cisneros was never married and
when asked why, she stated:
“I’ve never seen a marriage that is as happy as my living alone” and, “My writing is my
child and I don’t want anything to come between us.” I support Sandra 100% on her decision. She was happy with herself being alone. Unfortunately, many women have never truly
developed the quality of loving themselves. Sandra sends a powerful message to women especially women of color such as myself: it’s acceptable to love yourself regardless of what
society thinks. A man is not your savior. Just because everyone is getting married, it’s acceptable to be content with being alone. When a woman is not content she starts believing
that something is wrong with her and instead of learning to love herself she now begins to
morph into what her society believes is beautiful. Many women unfortunately have died by
submitting themselves to lengthy cosmetic procedures to just look beautiful for a man. They
never realized what their own definition of beauty means.
Sandra Cisneros is an exceptional woman. Growing up in an era where the civil rights
movement was in motion towards ending segregation, Sandra took heed that the world
was changing around her. She took advantage of her dreams. Just because she grew up in a
poor neighborhood in Chicago, that did not define who she was going to be in life. I too will
follow Sandra’s footsteps by creating my own path. I have wonderful dreams and I call them
wonderful because they are MY dreams and I determine their importance; not anyone but
me!
Instead of leaving the table like a man, without putting back the chair or picking up
the plate like Sandra did, I will instead smash my plate into little pieces and then proceed to
take the chair with me.
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Jenifer Vivar
Inside of a Bubble

“My mother was the one who raised us, so I never really saw women in a passive role because my
mother was a business woman, and she was active in the community… in my growing up I never
saw a woman of being subservient or passive. I think it was when I became an adult… that I saw
a woman in a whole different role, because in our household we were equal—my two brothers
and myself. My brothers had to wash dishes and make beds… I never thought that women had to
be in a second class category, ever. It was the opposite. My mother was definitely the leader in our
family.” Dolores Huerta.
When I was a little girl none of those ideologies about sex were ever in my mind. I was
raised by a single mother. She was our hero. My situation is similar to that of Dolores Huerta.
There were only my two brothers and myself. My mom was the father and mother of the family and if we ever needed something she was there economically and emotionally. There was
no male role model for us and everyone was equal. If I had to wash the dishes one day my
older brother had to do it the next day and the day after was my second brother’s turn. My
little brother loves to get in to the kitchen and create weird dishes and I never saw anything
wrong with that. My older brother likes romantic and pop music such as Shakira’s and Taylor Swift’s and I never saw anything wrong with that. I used to live inside of a bubble where
everything was equal. There was no gender discrimination or any of those silly excuses that
people use to differentiate from one another based on their own selfishness and thirst to
look superior in some way.
My bubble exploded the day I was trying to apply for a job and I was told that I cannot
be hired because the place only hires men. That place was a restaurant and there was nothing that waiters do that I was not able to do myself but because of my gender I was denied
the opportunity. I found that so hard to believe because the job did not require any special
man’s skills or anything close to it. All birds can fly because they possess a pair of wings and a
perfectly designed body structure to do it. They do not cut one bird’s wings just because that
other bird has a different sex or beliefs. If they all were born with the same characteristics,
why should there be any discrimination? Sometimes we should pay more attention to those
animals who do not have a “developed mind” like us but, live in better harmony. The meeting
of those two worlds, the one I was raised in and the one that was new to me though it was
there longer than my own existence, makes me see everything with different eyes. There was
no equality. I used to think that that was over, that women’s discrimination used to happen in
my grandmother’s times not in my times but I was wrong.
There should not be any woman out there demanding equal rights. There should not
be any bisexual, gay, Christian, Jew, or other people with different beliefs demanding for
their rights to be respected. There should not be anyone asking for all this because we as hu
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mans should know that every single individual in the world has the right to be unique. This
means that of course I’m going to be different in the ways I think and of course you are going
to be different than me in so many ways and that is perfectly fine, though so many people do
not understand this. Is it hard to understand? Why do some people love to force others to act
the way they want them to be?
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