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Letter From The Editor:

Dear Reader,
This last year I was honored with the position of being the Editor-in-Chief for The Wright Side, Wilbur Wright College’s literary magazine. It has
been one of the most rewarding (and stressful) positions that I have taken on and done thus far with my writing career. I will sheepishly admit that I was
naïve and slightly taken aback when I realized how much work actually goes into making the magazine and putting everything together. I cannot even begin
to fathom how many hours of sleep that I’ve lost over the smallest things regarding the magazine…but it has been extremely worth it in the long run.
However, with much coaching, patience, and words of encouragement from our advisor, Vincent Bruckert, and the daily support from the President of Wright
Side, Gabriella Rodriguez, the Graphic Designer, Anthony Cooper, and Lead Literary Editors, Toma Talpa and Josef Venable, we were able to cross the t’s and
dot the i’s together. I could have not done it with out this group of hardworking and committed people; it takes teamwork to make the dream work.
The main idea that I really pushed for this year’s magazine was diversity in Chicago. Being a Chicago native myself, I wanted to showcase and bring
Chicago Style to the table--- and I’m not talking about the hot dogs or pizza. With all of the disheartening things that have happened in our city this last
year, I wanted to remind people that we have had positive things happen as well. We are not Chiraq, we are Chicago; the city of broad shoulders, the city with
windy politicians, the city where arts and culture flourish, and the city that we call home.
Chicago is the second largest city in the United States, being the home to many different types of ethnicities and people of all shapes, sizes, colors, backgrounds, religions, orientations, ages, etc. It was extremely important to me to capture a small sample of Chicago’s flavor, specifically zoning into the Wright
College Students.
Throughout these pages you will read, see, and learn about Chicago; the good, the beautiful, the bad, and the ugly. But most importantly, you will
read and learn about Chicagoans and who we are.
Best wishes,
Nicole F. Anderson
Editor-in-Chief

Poetry

Table of Contents
Poetry

Short Stories

Illustrative Artwork

Raymel Washington ........................p.1
Danielle De Vera .............................p.2
Nicole F. Anderson ..........................p.3
Haley Hack .....................................p.10
Pete Chairez ...................................p.12
Jenna Wenzlaff ...............................p.13
Brandon Martinez .........................p.15
Breezy Boateng ..............................p.16
Brendan Keady ..............................p.18
Brittany Hall ..................................p.19
Emily S. Munoz .............................p.20
Toma Tolpa ....................................p.21
Anonymous ...................................p.23

Gabby Rodriguez ...........................p.25
Anthony Cooper ...........................p.27
Alex Carrizales ..............................p.32
Chanel Crittenden.........................p.36
Jonathan Castro .............................p.53
Danielle De Vera............................p.57
Lila Reyes .......................................p.64
Angela Szczerbiak .........................p.68
Jacob Litz ........................................p.88

Kimverli Halili ........................p.144


Photography
Amanda Mohr ........................p.152
Nicole F. Anderson ................p.159

po·et·ry
/´pōətrē/

Written artwork in which the writer expresses
emotions, thoughts, and ideas using different
writing styles.

Plays

Vesten Kerlu ...........................p.102
Sipriano Cahue .......................p.127

The Wright Side 2016

How much is freedom?
My freedom
To get rid of the wrongs I did
And from them...
The sins that are revealed
How much just for that?
Can I separate myself from fears?
Or the burdens that weighed on me for years...
How much will that cost?
Am I closer to freedom?
Or more on the list to buy...
Just to get that much closer from where I’m at
now
Well...
Tell me when I’m finally there
Or...
Am I forever in debt?

Danielle De Vera
Ghetto Hospitality

The roots that grew
From that ghetto water
The projects are echoes away
Ghetto birds in the air
Gas stations on every corner
Drug dealers on every corner I turn
Every corner I’ve turned...
Making it to destination after destination
Far from the ghetto
But still close
Home is where I made it
The influence it made
The lessons I’ve learned
And the ways it paved
Nothing like home...
That ghetto hospitality
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Poetry

How Much Is Freedom

Raymel Washington

“Too dark”
But not “dark enough” to be “truly” Brown
Stressed, oppressed, and shut down
But not enough to be heard too when we speak
out
“Model minority”
To the West
“Servants”
To the East
White Washed or Blacked Out
Unable to simply Be
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‘Norm’

You can try your best to stay within the norm,
but it’s only a matter of time before your true self transforms.
You can try your best to convince yourself
that you’re just like everyone else,
but at the end of the day are you happy with yourself?
When you’re being told how to be behave
and how you love is wrong,
it’s hard to stand sturdy and strong.
We live in a society that is so quick to judge,
the way people mistreat you,
I know it’s difficult to not hold a grudge.
You’re being told that the way and who you love is not moral,
just because they are the same sex as you.
You’re being told that you’re just confused,
and you’re going to hell.
Even though there’s a separation of church and state,
you know some people still don’t wish your future well.

Some just don’t understand that love is love,
it’s not a matter of right or wrong.
The traditional man and woman is not for you,
your genetics, your brain and your heart,
know that to be true.
You will help pave the way
that the ones have already done thus far.
One day we will all be one,
and it will not be so difficult
to walk down the street holding your lovers hand,
without getting stares.
Acceptance is coming.
It may not be right away,
but love today,
love tomorrow,
love for the rest of your days.
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Nicole F. Anderson
Why?
Why is it so easy for us to spend money on material things,
but so hard for us to donate to a cause?
Why do we allow materialistic items clog our views, instead of donating money;
even if it’s giving just a buck or a few?
We can deny it all we want, but money rules the world;
it puts a roof over our head and food in our mouths.
It’s easy to feel that you can’t make a change and that it’s hard to make a statement
when it’s only you.
But everyday, we make statements;
with our credit cards, debit cards and our cash.
Everyday we pick and choose what we spend money on and where our money goes to.
So then why do we allow corporate companies to dictate where our money goes?
Why do we continue to buy products when we know
that the person who made it only received ten cents per hour they worked on it?
The same person who stitched your shoes
has to wear a pair one size too small because they don’t make enough money
The Wright Side 2016
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Nicole F. Anderson

to buy anything new.
Why is it so hard for us to buy from a small business?
Is it because the item is more expensive?
Why do we allow ourselves to indirectly allow labor crimes?
Why is it so hard to acknowledge the homeless people on the streets,
but so easy for us to look at our lovers?
Do we really see? Do we really know?
Whether the homeless person on the street really needs the money or not,
that is not for us to decide, but we decide for them anyways.
We know that the fact of reality is that a lot of our fellow humans need help,
but we choose to continue to ignore the problem?
Why do we make continuous judgments throughout the day?
Why can’t we just stand up and say, “Hey, I’m willing to help, tell me what I can do.”
But instead,
we decided to save our buck or a few,
we decide to keep walking, and I’m asking why?
Most of Americans are struggling,
so we can’t always afford to spend money here and there,

but what if we donated our time to let them know that we care?
Why are we so quick to defend ourselves but struggle to defend
the people and movements that matter?
With everything going on in world;
the hate crimes,
the shootings,
the murders,
the starvation,
and all of the war--all of this hatred that is rapidly increasing…
Why don’t all of us stand up?
Why do we still allow double standards?
Why aren’t we all changing the way that we think
and changing the way that we act?
Why can’t we all band together and make a peace pact?
We all hope for world peace, and I do too, but hoping with no acting,
won’t get us there.
Actions speak louder than words, but we forget that words hurt too.

The Wright Side 2016

The Wright Side 2016

Poetry

Nicole F. Anderson

6

Nicole F. Anderson

So why don’t we think before we act?
Some think that we’re becoming a society where everyone is too sensitive, but I disagree,
is asking for basic respect for one another really so hard to ask for?
Why do we allow people with twisted and evil minds into positions of power?
Why don’t we stop and think about how our actions may affect someone else?
It’s so easy to think for ourselves, but I’m asking why don’t we think about others too?
The woman that you called ‘sloppy’ because her shirt is too tight, has no money to buy a new one
she’s giving every dollar that she makes to her mother’s hospital bill.
The man that you called “ghetto” just because he’s black, has a PHD in quantitative physics and can create formulas
that you cannot even begin to comprehend.
The young girl that you claimed was “screaming for attention”, is getting abused at home, and nobody even knows.
The young boy that you called an “illegal immigrant” just because he’s brown, was actually born at the hospital by your
house and speaks better English than you.
We all have our own background stories,
our own struggles,
our own pain and suffering;
so why do we place more pain on others?
Why are we so easily angered when someone doesn’t have the same opinion as us?

It’s so easy to shout,
to yell, to curse,
and scream that someone is wrong,
but we can’t seem to find the words to admit when we are.
Admitting that we’re wrong or that we need help,
isn’t a sign of weakness;
it shows that we are strong,
strong because we know how hard it is to admit those things.
It shows that we are strong enough to know when we need others,
so then why do we have so many bad connotations when people ask us for help?
There are many horrible things going on right in front of us; in our neighborhood, in our city, but we
choose to ignore them and look at them with a blind eye, but today I’m asking why?
Why do we continue to let ignorance control our lives?
We can’t be progressive, if we do not face the problems that are in right there in front of us,
so ask yourselves: Why?
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Haley Hack

Audience

I am from a loving family
From skyscrapers
From gangs and violence
From buses and trains
From heavy traffic
From opportunity and failure
From rich and poor
From freedom and change
From acceptance and rejection
From loud noises any time of the day
From garbage on the streets
From the dirty beaches that I adore
From no Ketchup on hot dogs and thin crust pizza’s
From die hard Cubs fans
From the windy city of Chicago
From my home in Albany Park where I was born and raised
I am proud to be from where I came from, and wouldn’t have it any other way

The audience is hungry,
how will you feed them?
Beauty will only curb the hunger,
words won’t last long either.
Actions will satisfy the people,
show the audience what you’re capable of.
Show your strength.
Show your power.
Give them your all;
your whole heart and soul.
If you can do that much,
you’ll feed the hungry,
the audience will be pleased
and your intelligent mind
will be put at ease.
The Wright Side 2016
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Coming and Going
Fall came and you went.
Fall left and you stayed.
You missed our favorite holiday.
You missed Thanksgiving and Christmas dinner with those who love you most.
New Years, Valentine’s Day, even President’s day…
Winter has come and gone, but you remain where you are.
Spring will fly by, and summer will come.
You always loved the warmth, and being at the beach in the sun having fun.
I wish we could enjoy it together, like we used to.
Your birthday will come and that will be tough without you here.
I pray to God that he brings you back with us, we need you my dear.
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Pete Chairez
(Not So) Shy-Town

Poetry

Haley Hack

I was raised in a place where the lights stayed on
Cop lights, headlights, city lights
Where bicyclists own more of the streets than cars do
Where liquor stores own almost every city block
Where the team logo on your chest says everything about you
Where murder gets closer and closer to home
Where it was declared a war zone and turned these gangbangers into soldiers
Where you can feel the soul from the music festivals in the summer
Where the city skyline is used to the flashing cameras
Where segregation is still alive but in a modern manner
Where the people wear their pride on their sleeves
I’m from a little place called Chicago
The Wright Side 2016
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Jenna Wenzlaff
Honeycomb

you live in the pain that kills
and in the calm that overtakes nowhere inbetween.

I shove my sweet words down your throat.
your insides are wet and warm
and I want to live inside them.

when I was younger, I used to draw my veins
and trace them down my legs
and up my arms
and write singing things on my torso
and on the soles of my feet
to see how long that they would last.

I let my gold drip onto your tongue.
I think I am possessing you,
like a ghost,
and I hope that you are afraid.

you live in the coldness that beats in my chest
frigid, afraid most in the winter, shallow.
and when it is warm,
there is daylight, and the ice breaks, and I am deep, deep, deeper.
you live in the pain that kills
and in the calm that overtakes nowhere inbetween.

I am so sweet and you are so strong and sturdy.
I am pure somewhere inside, but not today.
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Dark Rooms

I remember the first time
that an arrow of sadness pierced my heart
like a grim cupid’s bow.
I was born a pisces,
sensitive water sign,
and so every time I cried, it was seen as simple nature.
as I grew, I was comforted by the still dark.

dark rooms polluted with fear, like a dark cloud of smoke,
while I hold the door shut
with my back up against it
as he tried to break it open.
the room smelled like aloe vera soap.
dark rooms, glowing beams of blue light,
dancing shadows powered by fog juice.
I could be who I was, uncontrollable and giggly,
and yet I still met new faces

from states away
who led lives much more glamorous than mine.
at home, I wondered why I couldn’t stop stuttering.

Poetry

Great lakes

Jenna Wenzlaff

dark rooms alone, with him, when I was eighteen
and time would stop when a
knock came from the hallway
while my fingers were in his hair.
the icicles in our lungs melted and crashed.
I am attracted to the printed word
because my voice doesn’t shake or stutter.
what I have realized is that everything
sounds beautiful when you take the time to make it sound so,
even mournfully.
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Brandon Martinez
Concept of Love

Last day of my senior year,
As I stand with you at the bus stop,
Watching you smile and laugh as I talk,
Making me grateful we met that day,
No longer drowning in my sorrow and pain,
I reach for your hand
As I embrace you in a hug.
This Feeling of liberations coursing inside me.
My emotions entwined, I can no longer distinguish between
This friendship and the relationship I wish we had.
Hoping for more but fearing that we will be less,
I hold back those three simple words
As you get on that bus
My own misfit Juliet.

A love that could have flourished now gone
For a pair that was an uneven match.
But neither is blame for this failure.
Sometimes the concept of love is hard to figure out.
Insecurities and fears may have prevented her from really giving
him a chance
But sometimes it is just hard to love if you know it could end.
At times you don’t want to risk losing your best friend
Or even accept that you are not meant to be with each other,
But it’s always better for unrequited love to come to an end.
Because to not do so will only create unnecessary pain,
Sometimes it’s best if you just let go and move on.

The Wright Side 2016
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Parting Thoughts

Breezy Boateng
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She’s an object to be used and disposed of when finished
No respect given because of the life she’s livin’
I tell her sweet nothings to make her happy and keep her satisfied
And when I need a quick one I know she’s trying to ride
We only fucking under the influence because liquid courage hides the naked truth
Looking for nirvana in her fountain of naked youth
Searching and never finding exactly what I’m searching for
And once I’m sober again I’ll treat you like a two cent whore
I put you out without a doubt or a second thought
So feelings for one another can’t get caught
Before I turn in I shower and want my sins circle down the drain
By the end still not feeling clean knowing the next drunken night will basically end the same

Ignored Cries

Aye yo God
Can you hear me?
I surely need some help
So come sit with me and explain this young hand I been dealt
Now I’m not coming and complaining cuz really I’m quite confused
Sitting here with a royal flush and this some shit I didn’t choose
There’s nothing worse than being surrounded yet still feeling alone
And calling 5 people and nobody answering the phone
You can’t fathom death but you despise living
Trying to find a little joy in your pointless existing
Suicide is a sin, so you do other things to cope
Everybody claims they didn’t hang you, ignorant to the fact that they
gave you the rope
Fighting demons every night and yo I think that they winning
Cuz after ever fight I grab that blade and I pray for a happy ending
Time escapes me, my heart pounds but I still ain’t got an answer
Now anxiety and depression seize my being like terminal cancer
So I take the blade and drag it against my skin

The Wright Side 2016

And if I don’t I don’t bleed, I try it again
This time I take a deep breath, then press a little
harder
Feeling swimming like fish, but to this I’m an alma
mater
My blood starts flowing as I dig trenches I to my
temple
Sobbing and constantly asking when will this life ever
get simple
My soul is abused and my faith is battered
God just give me a sign that my cries truly matter

Brendan Keady

I can still feel her lying next to me
Through this outline of her in our bed
They say all I need to do is flip the mattress
But I could never forget her like that

The Wrong Side of the Bed
Anger for what has happened
Sorrow for what she leaves behind
Fear of what will happen next
And of this empty void inside

The bed is where I miss her most
It’s where we have the best memories
We could talk to each other until the sun came up
Or we could lay within each other’s silken arms

Not flowers, nor condolences,
Nor loving hugs from those we know
Could fill the gaping void
That she left when she took my soul

Thinking of her is the best part, longing for her is the worst
All of my feelings rushing to the surface
Like the cup that runneth over
Or a cauldron heating to a boil

As I lay here in the bed
Tracing her outline with my fingers
I couldn’t help but notice
That she isn’t the only one who is dead

They roll from within me
Until they foam out of my pores
Gushing from the fibers of myself
Like the magma from Pompeii
The Wright Side 2016
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The Things He Taught Me
Trying to wash away the ashes of his touch.
I realize that all matches eventually burn out.
Sleepless nights won’t be far and few between.
Because even when my eyelids weight like stones.
The faded digital clock will boast 4am.
I haven’t dreamt in seven months.
Yet, all my tired mind can think of is the time he texted me,
“Goodnight.”
And then he fell asleep in someone else’s arms.
Cigarettes may sometimes seem romantic.
Especially when dangling between the lips like nicotine you crave to “It will get better with time” is what they all say.
kiss.
When my voice cracks and can’t speak his name.
He’ll strike matches which light with feeble flame.
Because they don’t quite care that it’s cliché.
Since it isn’t their heart that’s hurting.
While talking about how love is like fire.
Between the sheets he tastes of menthol.
However, one day I’ll sit beside an empty bottle.
Touching my skin with tarred fingers so my bed will still seem to
A glass of jack in one hand and my phone in the other.
reek of smoke.
My skinny fingers will try to dial but I won’t remember his
Even though he hasn’t called in weeks and it isn’t until I’m standing number.
in the shower.
He said that he loved me.
Over the soft music of a chilly summer night.
And illuminated by a nearly full moon.
His calloused hands traced the lines on my arms.
Left from all the times I couldn’t love myself.
But two weeks later my father walks out the door.
And he can’t be bothered to answer the phone.

The Wright Side 2016
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Poetry

Brittany Hall

Duet

Sing me a lullaby to soothe the burning in my soul.
Your voice and hymn of your love should calm the fire and cure my anger.
Shine your light, so I can follow.
The light shall lead me like a voice leads the musical chords.
High E, low E, the sounds come together like you and me.
We’ll create a symphony, but only if you save me from this loneliness.
Become my hero, my minstrel, and in unison, we’ll create a melody.
That melody will be our remedy,
And I’ll be addicted to the humming of your whispering, soothing voice.
A drug full of pleasant sound that will still my rage.
My agitated being shall be composed, and serenity will be a song away.
My hero, my minstrel, sing me a lullaby to soothe the burning in my soul.
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Eternal Love

In the darkness of the night,
I can still hear your voice.
Where are you? What did you come for?
I just learned how to forget you.

In these years without you,
I found the courage to go through,
And now you’re back again in my dream.
Does this mean I didn’t forget anything?
You were the love of my life,
The sky that shined on my heart,
But these are all memories
‘Cause now I don’t want to go back in the past.
So why did you come into my dream again?
To stir my pain?

The Wright Side 2016

The Hope
Why don’t you let me go
To find my own way?
But maybe it’s my own fault,
Maybe you’re not involved at all,
Maybe it’s just the salt on the wound
That has not really healed at all.
I can’t keep deceiving myself anymore
As the truth stifles me, making me fall on
the floor,
Making me helpless in front of this love
That I’ll bear for the rest of my life!

I sit and think
Why do I still live,
Why is life so hard to me,
Why did you go away leaving me?
I sit and remember
How we used to be,
How we loved each other,
How you left me and went to another.
I sit and cry
For my destroyed life,
For my broken heart,
For my dream that is falling apart.
I sit and hope
To see you back again,
To forgive everything you’ve done,
To re-join life like the moon and the sun.

I Miss You, Dear Mom

Poetry

Toma Talpa

Toma Talpa

I miss you, dear Mom,
I miss my childhood home,
I miss your evening stories,
The agony of my soul is like a storm.

I miss you, dear Mom,
And please forgive me somehow,
I flew like a migrating bird
And now I’m too far.

I miss you, dear Mom,
To hold you tightly to my chest.
You’re a wonderful mother.
Having you, I feel so blessed.

I miss you, dear Mom,
Precious creature of my soul.
You gave me life and support
And I’m grateful for all.

I miss you, dear Mom,
I miss your tenderness,
Your kiss and your voice,
And your soul full of kindness.

I miss you, dear Mom,
My sun shining my way.
I Love You, dear Mom,
That’s what I wanted to say!

The Wright Side 2016

22

Anonymous
Lost and Searching
Lonely, lonely night. Awaken from a foggy dream. The drops on the window, the silence in my life. Push, push,
another fight. Black eyes and puffy cheeks from all the strain. Knock, knock, on the wooden door. Echoic footsteps, but I cannot see. A beating heart, rapid breaths. The nightmare in my mind, upon a field of blissful dreams.
Restless night and wasted hours. Toss and turn, kick and punch. A glowing light inside, and years of shutting it
tight. Now I lull myself to sleep. What willful lies, what forceful eyes. Sealed lips. A cloud of pillow. A sea of blanket. I am a mystery. A stranger in disguise. I hide in the shadows of others, I walk in the valley of the damned. A
contradiction to discovering secrets. A tiny fabric of space and time. Wondrous in my nature; a beast and its prey.
An isolated island in the middle an ocean of possibility. Yet possibility, impossible to obtain. Lost and searching. But ever getting further from reality. Is this my fate? Is this what I want? Alone at sea and nowhere to go?
Swerving and swiveling, crashing and thrashing? Losing my principle, my foundation? Cannot even grasp at my
knees. Cold and shaking. Now it’s getting late. Lost my sense of feel, unwavering to pain. What is this pain? What
is anything? A thousand miles between me and my thoughts. Left them back home, under a gloomy moonlight.
So I sail. Thick haze creeping up on me. Breathe in, breathe out. Waiting until sunrise. Maybe I will be awake. A
chance to do it all over again. Day in… day out.
The Wright Side 2016
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A brief story derived from imagination or real life experiences
turned into words for the entertainment of others.
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(A telephone rings) A young man answers the phone.
Ian: (raspy voice) Hello? (Short pause) Hello? Who is this?
No answer.
The young man turns to look at the clock on the night stand beside him, it reads 3:15 am.
Ian: (long pause) Emily? The other line cuts off.
A young woman is awoken by the sound of the young man’s voice.
Valery: Who was that on the phone babe?
Ian: No one. They must have dialed the wrong number. The man lays back down beside his fiancé
The Next Morning...
Two men sit outside a café.
Ian: (long yawn)
Jaden: Looks like someone didn’t get much sleep.
Ian: I received that same call again Jaden. I think its Emily.
Jaden: Ian it’s not her, why would she be the one calling you so late at night? You haven’t heard from her since the
breakup.
The Wright Side 2016

Gabby Rodriguez
Flashback 5 months back...
A young woman storms out of the cafe into the pouring rain.
Ian: Emily! Emily! Come back! (Extends arm and grabs a hold of her wrist)
Emily: Let go of me Ian! (Begins to cry) just please leave me alone!
Ian: Emily please...I’m sorry, I don’t want to end what we have, but Valery isn’t giving me choice.
End of Flashback

Short Stories

Speechless
by Gabby Rodiguez

Jaden: Ian you have to move on, it’s been 5 months already, she could be with some other guy by now. And besides
you’re engaged to Valery.
Ian: I can’t Jaden, I loved Emily and I just have this feeling that she had something important to tell me that night. And
the whole thing with Valery is just complicated, I’m just marrying her because Valery threatened to kill my child if I
didn’t breakup with Emily and marry her.
Jaden: (sigh) I guess, look we should get going.
Both men begin to leave the cafe when Jaden and Ian spot Emily across the street from the café.
Jaden: Looks like you were right after all, Emily did have something important to tell you that night, she’s...
Ian: Pregnant...
The Wright Side 2016
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We couldn’t have been walking long, but the sweat from my brow was already making its way down my face,
stinging when it hit my eyes. I stopped and set the cases of Modelo down to wipe my face, and tapped at my pockets to
make sure my wallet and baggy of weed were still in there. Rich got off easy, carrying just a few bags of chips and our
sandwiches. The sweaty triangle on his back showed that the heat was getting to him, too, and he either didn’t notice I
had stopped, or just didn’t feel like slowing down.
I picked the cases up and sped up a little. The greasy-looking bouncer outside The Admiral grunted to us as
we passed, slicking his shiny hair into the small ponytail forming at the back of his head. Rich crossed the street a few
blocks up, right in front of an old Civic, forcing it to come to a quick stop. The driver was pissed, so I gave him an
apologetic nod and stumbled my way across the street as fast as I could. I followed Rich as he walked down one of the
shadier side streets, and enjoyed feeling the cool wind as it washed against my sweaty skin.
We walked down a few blocks, but I noticed that we hadn’t passed the house with the old Winnebago in the
driveway that I always saw on our way to his place.
“Hey, Rich,” I said, “Did your neighbors finally get that RV fixed up?”
“Damn, we went down the wrong street,” he groaned. “All the one-way streets look the same to me.”
He slowed down a little, so I set the cases down again, and as I wiped my face he said “Oh shit, check it out!”
I lowered my arm down to see what was getting him excited. It was an older house, that looked similar to a lot
of the others on the block, except extremely dilapidated. It had boarded up windows, a piece of plywood where a door
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used to be, and a few missing stairs.
“Dude, you want to just hang out here for a bit?”
I said we should go for it; I was tired of walking and the heat was kicking my ass. His face lit up, and he
started making his way up the steps. I followed him up, peeking around the cases of beer to make sure I was avoiding the nails jutting out of the wood.
Rich looked around from the porch, probably checking to make sure no one around was watching us. I
could tell he was as nervous as I was, we hadn’t really done anything like this since we were kids walking through
the sewer tunnels. I don’t know when we grew out of our curiosity; we used to love walking around for hours down
there, somehow ignoring the smell of shit that stuck around on our shoes for weeks afterward.
He pushed at the side of the plywood barricade, carefully wedging out the nails and industrial-strength staples that held it to the frame. I made eye contact with a man driving an older SUV as he slowly drove by. He didn’t
look too concerned about us being there, mostly just confused.
Rich had finally pried the doorway wide enough to squeeze through, so I handed him the cases one at a
time and started to get myself through the opening. The staples just brushed against my arm, and once I was fully
inside, I felt the familiar adrenaline rush that I hadn’t had in years.
The inside of the house was in even worse condition. The staircase was splintering and bare. There was no
carpeting, only piss-colored wood that looked as if it would give way under our weight, littered with human waste.
The walls were covered in graffiti, both gang tags and teenage-drawn Swastikas and profanity.
“Jesus, it’s so cool in here,” Rich said from the other room.
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“Anything cool up there, Rich?” I called out.
He didn’t respond, so I started up the stairs to check it out myself.
Each stair wavered under my shoes, forcing me to slow my steps. When I reached the top, I was looking
down a hallway, lit up by just the cracks between the boards blocking the windows.
“Rich? Where are you at?”
Again, no response. I had lost the adventurous feeling at this point, and just wanted to find Rich and leave.
I opened the door to my left, but it was too dark to see anything. I pulled out my phone to use it as a flashlight, and found just a water heater and a small collection of piss-covered newspapers. The door to the bathroom
was partly opened, so I pushed it the rest of the way, rattling a few hypodermic needles out from under it.
I felt a pit in my stomach.
“Come on man, quit fucking around. This place sucks.”
The only door left to try was at the end of the hall. Light was seeping through the doorway, which made me
feel a strange relief. I walked up to it and turned the knob, but the door was stuck.
I put some weight behind it and pushed a little harder, and it flew open, flooding the hall with light. I immediately froze up.
Rich was sprawled out on the floor, in a collection of broken glass and newspaper.
His blood was brightly illuminated by the light pouring in the window, spilling out and collecting in the
puddles of piss and dust that covered the floor.
I stumbled back into the wall, struggling to catch my breath. I turned from the room and darted to the
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“Yeah, I mean except for the smell. It looks like bums have just been shitting all over in here.”
“Quit complaining, man, it’s better than just sitting at home.”
I pulled a beer out of one of the cases that he had set on the frayed, yellowing couch. It looked wet, so I
didn’t bother sitting on it. I walked to where Rich was at, in what used to be the kitchen, and kicked a few soup cans
out of the way to lean against the counter.
He was looking through drawers and cabinets, but they were all mostly empty aside from some old
dust-covered cleaning sprays under the sink.
He opened the fridge, dropping out a partially decomposed raccoon. A rancid, brown bile leaked its way out
onto the stained up tile, making it hard to choke down the warm beer.
“Quit opening shit, this place is gross.”
I stepped out to breathe in some fresh air, and Rich came out holding a beer.
“Jesus, even the yard looks like shit.”
He was right. There were just a few patches of dead grass, small accents to the barren view of dirt and broken bottles. We stood there for a while, taking quiet sips and looking down at the mess. The yard was enclosed by a short
chain-link fence, with bright green grass on either side. Rich was getting restless outside, so he went back in to look
around some other rooms.
I gently leaned against the rotting banister of the deck and stared at the walls of the house, for a few minutes until I
finished my beer. I tossed the bottle into the yard and headed back in.
I went to the front room to grab another beer, and heard the ceiling creaking above me.
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stairs.

The door slammed behind me when I reached the end of the hall, blocking out the light once more. I blindly reached for the rail, but lost my footing and slipped on the first step. My head slammed against the wood, and my
vision went white.
I tried to move, but my body wouldn’t cooperate. My ears were ringing and my heart was pounding. I tried to
call for help, but could only get a few pained grunts out before losing consciousness.
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Mexico
by Alex Carrizales
I cried the last time I left Mexico. That was eight years ago. I don’t know why though. In truth, a big part of
me never really liked visiting Mexico. It took us two days driving to get there and it felt exciting on the trip until
I remembered we live on a small plot of land hidden in the mountains of Matehuala. The most advanced piece of
technology there was a small black and white TV in my grandmothers’ room, the water would always go on and
off as the main water pipe would always break on occasion, there were wild dogs that would always hang around
the home waiting to be fed tortillas, and I always got sick from a stomach virus whenever I went. In truth, I hated
Mexico.
Yet, why does my mind always drift back to it? Maybe it’s nostalgia, maybe because I really missed that
small plot of land, or maybe it’s because I want to know why I cried when I left. I said my goodbyes to my grandmother and I promised I’d be back next year like always. I never did return; school conflicted with me returning.
But that’s not why I cried, I didn’t know school would conflict with me returning at that time. Maybe because I
knew I would miss the little quirks that made my father’s childhood home special? No, that’s not it. I knew the
second I arrived home those quirks wouldn’t bother me anymore. I wouldn’t have to pump my own water any more
or stand in a shower made out of sheet metal held together by string. I wouldn’t have to check my bed every night
for spiders or moths or bother with the uncomfortable plastic coverings on the bed, and I wouldn’t have to hear the
squeals of a poor pig being slaughtered by hand when the family wanted chicharrones.
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I don’t know why I cried after I left. But, every now and then, my mind drifts back to Mexico. My grandma
died two years ago, the perfect excuse to return, and I didn’t. I don’t know why I cried when I left, but I know why I
cry now. I never did keep that promise Abuelita. Lo siento mucho Abuelita para no cumplir mi promesa.
Abuelita has always loved it when we visited. She lived in that home by herself with only the family occasionally visiting her. She always had the biggest smile and the tightest hugs her old frail arms could give whenever
we visited. I always loved being around Abuelita. Even when she was in her eighties and losing strength when I last
saw her she still smiled. Even in the pictures of her in the hospital she smiled. She wasn’t afraid of being sick she
just loved the company of family even in her final days.
I cried eight years ago when I left. I cried two years ago when Abuelita died. I don’t cry now…the tears all
dried up when Abuelita died.
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Ninety degrees with a real feel close to a hundred degrees. These were the dog days of summer and all I
wanted was to lie on the cold wooden floor of my living room with the air conditioner blasting cool air on my bare
chest. But even though the heat and humidity were enough to stop regular men, it did not faze my oldest brother. It
was summer and any chance he had he was going to take it to drink cold beer and barbeque on the grill!
I never really understood why he always wanted to grill, but I never questioned it. Not because I didn’t think
my brother would tell me or not because I thought my mind couldn’t comprehend the awesomeness of his manly
need to drink and cook. But because I knew whenever he got on the grill it was only a few short minutes before the
Carne Asada hit the fire.
The gringos call it “skirt steak” or “marinated meat,” but only the Hispanics called it by its true name, Carne
Asada. I guess if you want to get technical it is skirt steak, but when it’s prepared by true red blooded Mexicans, it
becomes blessed by the ancestors to be Carne Asada! My brother knew that the Asada would bring us all together.
It didn’t matter if it was a blissful seventy degrees or a blistering hundred degrees, the Carne would bring all of us
out of the house to eat.
Of course you can’t have the Carne without Arroz o Frijoles! Mama would always prepare a quick batch
of Arroz and the Carne Asada would be a proper meal with the Arroz y tortillas fresh from La Parrilla. Of course
every now and then we would cook other foods such as hot dogs and burgers and sausages but the main attraction,
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for everyone, was the Carne Asada. When the Carne was finished, there was only one proper food for a post dinner
treat, Elotes smothered in cheese, butter, mayo, y chile. Mmm pure bliss.
Of course, that’s in the summer. In the winter the carne and the grill and the family gathering spontaneously
was nowhere to be seen. There was no spontaneous moment where my oldest brother would call us to buy the meat
and beer. There was no calling the other family who may be around to come and enjoy good food. There was only
winter. No gathering family just to have a good time and no gathering family to take our minds of terrible recent
events. Just the grill covered in a blanket of snow.
Either way, it doesn’t matter; my brother is married and has his own family to worry about now. There isn’t
Carne Asada in his home just children’s toys and bottles of milk. There isn’t Arroz or Frijoles or even a grill to cook
the meat. Just a stove top with instant meals and pots of warm milk.
But, when the cold leaves and snow finally melts, I know I’ll be the person who sends the mass call to the family for
some Carne Asada. I’ll be the one getting the cold beer, directing my Mama to make the Arroz y Frijoles, and firing
up the grill to cook the meat. If I don’t take charge then no one in my family will.
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Black Market Society
by Chanel Crittenden
Everyone has their own secret. In a functioning human society, where the easiest way to survive is to belong, deception is often
used to gain favor with others. Deception and exaggeration have been around as long as the oldest human societies, it is within human nature to lie. Following those lies is the truth; the secret. Secrets have never been more prevalent than to those who lived beneath the shadow
of the fast paced city of Rose Grand.
Rose Grand: Capital and the powerhouse for its country. A city where federal laws were formed and ratified, multi-million dollar
company’s stocks controlled the finances of their investors, and native residents were from wealthy middle class or looked to join higher
society. It was a city known for its prosperous, but illegal business practices, and shady politics. Buildings, tourist attractions, and investments towered over the city of Rose Grand. These sites gave the city a glamourous look for visitors. For those who were accustomed to the
city already, it gave off a gloomy grey atmosphere, and made all of the restless business people that hustled through the crowds and the
traffic downtown seem plain. However, the atmosphere and their appearance were the least of their concern. White collar crime was something that the residents of the city were used to, they have grown accustomed to unlawful and unethical business and political practices.
However, residents of Rose Grand seemed unbothered by the events that seemed to almost be related, and most times, turned their heads
to crime. Although it was never heard, an ominous understanding was shared from resident to resident. An unspoken secret engulfed the
majority of the people who lived in Rose Grand.
It was another slow day at the coffee shop where Riley worked. When not attending to any customers, she looked out of the enormous glass window in a daydream. She watched students from Augustine Rose University pass by the shop, either going home after a long
day of class, or walking to their next lecture. She, too, was a student at Augustine Rose University; on the country’s highest praised schools
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another familiar guest walked in, stalling her entrance. The entering guest was a tall girl who was another student at the university. She
shot a dirty look at the man as she passed for blocking her way.
“Yo! Riley!” She yelled as she made her way up the counter. Riley knew the guest. She was Riley’s roommate, Callie.
“Hey,” Riley nonchalantly replied. Callie threw her book bag on top of one of the high seated chairs to save her seat. She dressed
tomboyish, but flashy; wearing one of those oversized zip up hoodie that cost three times as much it looks, a crop top underneath, skinny
jeans, and named brand gym shoes. Riley and Callie were roommates. In reality, Callie was the complete opposite of Riley. Callie was a girl
who was known throughout campus, and not for any particular reason other than socially. She was not school athlete, not a school scholar,
nor a club member. She rarely ever attended classes. Riley often found herself puzzled after wondering how Callie was able to still attend
school. But Callie was the first to know of any parties on campus, and events at the local bars. She was also the first to know about campus
gossip. Callie had the personality to light up any social scene. During her attendance at Augustine Rose University, Riley had rarely attended campus parties. She had her fair share, but greatly preferred to work on her studies. Riley liked to keep her head in a book, while Callie
kept her head in a bottle.
“I didn’t know you worked here! Since when?” Callie asked, loudly. She was always loud.
“I have been for the past four semesters,” Riley explained.
“No kidding. No wonder you’re never home. That’s okay, though. You can hook me up with the frappes,” Callie joked while Riley
tried to hide her disinterest. Callie continued to talk. “Speaking of which, me and a couple of friends are gonna hit up a couple bars tonight. You should join us, or whatever.”
“That sounds fun,” Riley kindly, but insincerely replied. “But, I have a couple of exams that are coming up this week. I should
probably study.”
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for its excellence and staple for higher education. Riley was not from Rose Grand; she moved to the city when she began her first semester
at the university. However, Riley had been there long enough to know that the city wasn’t normal. Riley was one of those individuals who
came to the city to take advantage of the opportunities that would allow her to succeed. She was a determined young adult, who left her
small rural town and her big family to achieve something she thought was better. She worked part-time at the school’s coffee shop, which
was usually the center of student social gathering on school days. Majoring in investigative journalism, Riley always had an eye out for any
strange event in hopes of reporting a story good enough to land her journalism job in the city. The television that hung from the wall soon
caught Riley’s attention as the afternoon report began.
“A body was found early this morning in the forest preserve district. He boy was a student at Rose Grand’s Franklin High school.
They body was found hanging from a tree with a rope a distance in the forest. It was reported that he was on a date with another student of
the same school, who has not been sited since that night. It is unclear whether the incident was suicide, but law enforcement is suspecting
foul play. They are currently looking for the young female for further questioning. They are asking if-,”
The news report continued to play on the overhead television as a customer walks in the door. He went unnoticed as Riley continued to watch the news report. The customer patiently waited minutes to be attended to. “Um, excuse me ma’am,” he finally interrupted.
She jumped,
“Oh! I’m so sorry about that!” Riley apologized as she giggled nervously. “What can I get for you today?”
“Yes, can I have a medium hot coffee? Extra cream, extra sugar.”
“No problem. It’ll be right up in a minute!” Hastily, Riley made the guest’s coffee, and handed him the order when it was ready.
She recommended that the gentleman taste the coffee before leaving to let her know if she made it how he preferred. The man took her
advice and took a sip.
“Ahh, perfect,” The man responded. He thanked Riley for the coffee and soon left the shop. He exited the shop at the same time
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throughout her busy days, she was inspired to reach her goals. She pushed herself through the stress, the hassles, and the burdens. She
found her peace of mind at nights, when she had her head in a book or when she was lying in her bed; dreaming of what she imagined her
future to hold.
The sun rose, and the day was bright. Riley slowly emerged from bed and wiped off the drool that drenched her face and her
pillow. She hated waking up before her alarm went off. When she did this, she would usually think about the sleep that she could have
had, and the energy she lost. This day was different. Riley felt rested; extremely rested. She grabbed her phone that was on the nightstand
next to her bed, and she unlocked it. Her phone opened to notifications of news articles that were published earlier that day. Reading
news articles about current events happening around the city was one of her few hobbies. When she found herself with little to do, Riley
would surf her favorite news media website. Interested in one of the articles, she tapped on one of the journals that was titled, Hacked and
Revealed. Covered Up Inhuman Treatment of Prisoners by Researchers Posts Online. Riley continued to sit in bed as she read more on
of the article of how government researchers performed experiments on prisoners in order to find new information to aid soldiers in war
combat. The experiments caused paranoia, mental instability, and self-mutilation from the prisoners experimented on that researchers
and other government officials whitewashed. Halfway through the article, Riley set her phone down on her nightstand. She’d become used
to reading stories as horrifying as this one, but could never come to terms of how humans could be so cruel to one another. Maybe the
inhumanity was justified. If the victims were prisoners, they had to have did something in their past to have put them in such a situation.
Maybe it was deserved. The thought made her ill. Before she prepared herself to get out of her bed, Riley once again pick up her phone.
Her heart dropped. The time was 9:40 a.m., twenty minutes before her first class started. She sat in her bed, glaring at the time on her
phone disbelief. She realized that she had accidently set her phone for 8:00 p.m. instead of 8:00 a.m. Quickly, Riley jumped out of her bed
and hopped in the shower. She scurried around the house to find clothes to wear, where she passed by her hangover roommate’s room,
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“Oh c’mon! You’re always studying! That’s all I ever see you doing, when I ever see you at all. You should go out and have a little
fun once in a while!” Callie persisted to persuade Riley, making snide remarks of Riley’s boring social life; Riley continued to refuse, as she
laughed off the rude comments. “Don’t you ever get sick of doing the same thing? Over and over again,” Callie asked.
“Well maybe if –“
“AND over and over?” Riley took a second to think about her question. Even if crudely presented, Callie wasn’t wrong. Riley lived
routinely. She would wake up, go to school, go to work, go home, study, sleep, and do it over again the next day. This didn’t exactly bother
Riley, or at least that is what she has convinced herself to believe. After several attempts Callie gave up. “Alright. Well, I tried. But if you
decide to change your mind, just hit me up. Everyone has a wild side.” Without ordering anything, Callie grabbed her book bag and made
her way to the exit, and Riley returned to her work.
The day grew longer. The sun began to set and the only light that emanated from the sky above were the stars and the crescent
moon, while street lamps lit the sidewalks of Rose Grand from below. Riley’s shift ended at 10:00 in the evening. After she clocked out, she
started to walk to her apartment which she shared with her roommate, who was normally out. Riley often appreciated the calm quiet walks
down the brightly lit streets after her frantic days at school and work. She observed the city’s night life. With ease, few cars drove by on the
streets that were normally jammed with traffic and rode rage. The walks would normally be quiet, besides when she passed by ruthless
teenage troublemakers and the rowdy bar goers. She would pass residents taking their pets for a late walk around the park district. Then
she would find relief as she finally makes it home. After getting comfortable, Riley would open one of her textbooks to study before it got
late. Before she jumped in her bed, she set her alarm for 8 o’clock in the morning, allowing her to have enough time to get ready for school
and to get to her first class on time. This is what Riley was used to. She followed this schedule daily for two years; waking up at 8:00 a.m.,
getting to class by 10:00 a.m., finishing school by 4:00 p.m., clocking into work at 5 p.m., clocking out at 10 p.m. and studying until 12 a.m.
Riley’s schedule was full, and it did not allow for any roadblocks. However, she did not mind. She couldn’t afford to mind. As she went
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who was sloppily asleep. With her shoes barely on her feet, Riley ran out her apartment and made a sprint toward school. Riley was caught
in her thoughts during her run. She asked herself, “How can she be so dumb to make such a stupid mistake?” Finally, Riley was approaching her school. With the finish line in sight, she darted around a corner to the school’s main entrance. But all of her effort soon came to a
screeching halt when she made her quick turn around the corner, and violently bumped into someone. They both fell to the ground.
“Oww,” Riley said to herself, facing the cement of the sidewalk.
“Are you okay? I didn’t see you there,” the stranger said to Riley. Riley looked up and blinked
The stranger appeared to be another student at the university. He was well put together, wearing a collared shirt, a cardigan, khaki
pants, and dress shoes. He had what looked to be freshly cut blond hair and deep blue eyes. Frozen from embarrassment, Riley sat with a
blank stare on her face as her cheeks flushed.
“I’m okay. I-I’m so sorry about that. I’m not usually so clumsy.” Riley was about to get up, but the stranger interrupted.
“You’re bleeding,” said the stranger. Riley looked around and found that she scraped her forearm during the fall.
“Oh. Um, it’s not bad.”
“Here, let me help,” the stranger said prior to standing up and extending a helping hand. Riley took his hand and the stranger
helped her up on her feet. He shuffled through his pants pockets, then his book bag. He eventually finds what he had been searching for,
taking out a handkerchief and gently placing it on Riley’s wound. Riley felt as he squeezed her arm into the cloth. “Applying pressure
should subdue the bleeding for right now,” the strange man continued. For seconds, they both stood there quietly, the stranger aiding to
Riley’s wound. Riley’s eye slowly looked up at the stranger, but when his eyes meet her own, she hesitantly looked away. It was then that
Riley had become distracted once again. She quickly pulled out her phone to see that she was ten minutes late for class.
“I have to go,” Riley said suddenly. She shielded her face with her hand and began to run, yelling “I’m sorry!” Riley barged
through the doors of the university, leaving little time for the kind man to react. With the handkerchief in his hand, the stranger watched
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as Riley disappeared into the building.
Days passed since Riley’s mishap, but soon enough, she was back to her normal routine. She took guest orders at the university
coffee shop, where business was lively. The coffee shop received more business during the week, often because students normally stopped
by after classes, and preferred to go to local bars and parties on the weekends. During the little downtime she had, she daydreamed about
being the first to report about political cover-ups and details on the latest criminal conspiracies. She continued to fantasize about Rose
Grand’s most reliable reporter while subconsciously fixed the orders of the customers that came in and out of the coffee shop. Riley kept
these thoughts in her head as she served the students customers walking in and out of the shop.
As the day grew long, business died down. Callie visited the shop later in the evening and chatted with Riley about her classes,
gossip around campus, and eventually Riley’s social life, or the lack thereof. Their conversation was short lived, however, when one guest
walked up the counter to order.
“What can I get for you today?” Riley asked.
“Just a regular coffee,” the guest replied. Riley was vaguely familiar with the customer, but could not think about of where or how
she recognized his appearance. Did she know him from campus? Riley turned her back and began fixing the strange man’s order. Suddenly,
it came to her. She quickly remembered that it was the student she accidentally ran into the day she was running late for her class. When
she recalled that moment, she turned around with his drink in her hand and looked at him blankly. He replied back with a gentle smile.
“I know you...from the other day,” Riley said to the stranger.
“Yeah.” There was a pause. “It’s kind of funny how we’re meeting up again.”
“I’m sorry about that,” Riley set the stranger’s coffee on the counter, and turned around to get the lid she forgot to put on the
drink. “I swear, I’m not usually so careless.” Riley quickly turned back around to put the lid on the coffee cup, and accidently bumped her
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“Looks like you have another regular, Riley,” Callie spoke confidently, waiting for recognition for her exploits. But Riley did not
rebuttal. Her mind was occupied with thoughts about her new acquaintance; she did not know much about him yet, but something about
Connor strangely fascinated Riley. His smile was humble and gentle, but it gave off an impression of hidden quirkiness. Riley even found
it fascinating how they first met each other; how a mistake one day can lead to a new encounter the next. The circumstances seemed that
it was destined to happen. His appearance and his manners seems to be perfect. She wasn’t able to read Connor the way she did with most
people around her. For the moment, she was mesmerized by the idea of Connor, and found herself wanting to know more.
“Wake up, daydreamer,” Callie interrupted. Riley snapped out of her thoughts and smiled at Callie. Once again, she was back to
reality; waiting for the next customer to be served at the coffee shop and chatting with her roommate. She was back to her normal routine.
Over the course of the following weeks, Connor became a regular customer at Augustine Rose University’s coffee shop. He would
appear the same days Riley was scheduled to work, and order the same drinks. Riley often had his drink prepared before Connor walked
in, after learning the time of Connor’s visits. During every visit to the shop, Connor patiently waited for Riley’s work to slow down to have
a chance to talk to her. Riley learned about Connor during these conversations. She learned that Connor was also a student at Augustine
Rose University; he had been attending for the past three years. He had been studying law in hopes of becoming a criminal defense attorney. He planned to go out of state to a law school after he earned his bachelor’s degree; a law school that Riley had little to know knowledge
about. Connor also told interesting stories, ones that gave Riley a better understanding of his personal life. Riley couldn’t help but smile
and giggle as he couldn’t resist showing pictures of his kitten he named Mufasa as a proud parent showing the achievements of their children. Riley talked about her roommate, and her family back home. She admitted that she would often become homesick, and feel intimidated by the hugeness of the city and the people who lived there. She resisted talking about her future goals, not wanting to bore Connor
and revealing how meticulous she really was. They both were entertained by each other’s company that during most of his visits, Connor
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hand against the cup, spilling the coffee. There was another pause. Everyone was silent as the tipped coffee spread on top of the counter. Callie
watched the awkward interaction between Riley and the guest. Riley’s face flushed a bright red. “I-I’ll make you a new one!” The stranger
chuckled and reassured Riley to take her time. Riley grabbed a wet towel and hastily cleaned up her spill before making a new drink. The
stranger waited patiently, Callie watched Riley’s ungainly yet usual display, and couldn’t decide whether or not to comment. Silence overwhelmed the stillness of time. When she finished cleaning up, she made another coffee for her guest. The stranger humbly thanked Riley for
her service as she handed him the cup of coffee.
“Riley makes the best coffees,” Callie said, breaking the tension in the room.
“Really?” the guest asked.
“She’s a train wreck, but still, the best barista here,” she continued to praise Riley’s work while Riley signaled for her friend to stop.
The guest took a sip of the drink; the two girls stood still and waited in silence for his opinion. The guest smiled.
“Perfect,” the strange man calmly said. Riley released a small sigh of relief and looked back at the stranger’s smiling face. “You said
you’re name’s Riley?”
“Yeah,” Riley said modestly. Then, a resonant sound of a cell phone ring tone came from the stranger pants pocket. He pulled out the
device and looked at the screen. He decided not to answer the phone, but took a few steps away from the counter, heading toward the exit.
“Looks like I have to go. But, it was nice meeting you, Riley.” There was a pause. “And other,” he continued, referring to her friend.
The stranger continued to make his way for the exit. Riley shyly nodded her head, but leaves a yearning expression on her face. Callie watched
Riley struggle to find her words, and decided to do what she does best.
“Hey! You never gave her your name!” The stranger turned back.
“You’re right, I’m sorry. Um, my name is Connor. You’ll see me again though!” Connor waved goodbye and exited the coffee shop.
Callie turned to Riley.
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ties, so many of its resident’s willingly participated in celebrating the event. It was held every year soon after the Thanksgiving, when the
holiday spirit flourished within every wonder-filled kid, busy adult, capital retailer, and high-end marketer. Vibrant lights hung from street
post to street post colorfully brighten the grey concrete streets that had been slightly concealed in light snowfall. Food stands that sold
different cultural foods and desserts were set up. Kiosks hosted carnival games, and mazes were constructed where smaller kids were careless run through. In the center of it all stood the biggest Winter Festival attraction, The Grand Ferris Wheel. One of Rose Grand’s biggest
prized possessions, it slowly turned, standing among the tall buildings and watching down of the people of the city. Family, friends, and
couples waited in long lines to get a chance to view the city of Rose Grand from the astonishing perspective.
On the night of their date, Connor stopped by Riley’s apartment at seven to pick her up, and her roommate cheered her on as she
sent her off. They walked to the festival alongside each other; Connor’s innocent but dry sense of humor made Riley chuckle.
“We don’t have to stay long if you don’t want to,” Connor assured her in consideration of her exams and work schedule. Riley
nodded. At the occasion, they visited as many attractions as they could. They sat and listened to musicians performing their songs, some
which were premature Christmas carol covers; they sampled many different foods, and played different carnival games. At a water shooter
kiosk, Connor flawlessly aimed and hit all targets, winning a prize for Riley. Connor picked out a fully stuffed bunny doll to give to Riley,
who modestly refused as he insisted. They saved Ferris wheel for last. While the crowd died down, and lines became shorter, they both
made their way to the spectacle, where the wait wasn’t long. Before long, they were both seated and waited for the ride to start. Slowly, they
ascended. Viewing down at the city below, at every light, every ant sized person, they sat together in silence.
“It’s an amazing view,” Connor said, breaking the silence. Riley turned to Connor.
“I haven’t smiled this much in a while,” Riley replied. Connor then turned to Riley and they gazed in each other’s eyes. Riley remembered the uncertainty she felt earlier. Thoughts about how the uncertain feeling was replaced with reassurance by Connor’s presence
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would not even take one sip his coffee.
During the weeks when Riley and Connor were becoming aquatinted with one another, the warm fall temperature that kept the
university students outside and lively started to level. The colorful leaves that painted the dull gray sidewalks throughout Rose Grand at the
beginning of the school semester was followed by the whiteness of light snow fall. The end of the school semester was drawing near. Though
her grades or her work have not dropped, Riley knew that Connor was a distraction. “A distraction is what you need,” she remembered Callie
telling her one night at their residence when she confessed that she was becoming fond of Connor.
“Would you like to go out Saturday night?” Connor asked Riley one day in the middle of her shift. Riley could tell Connor felt nervous about something as soon as he walked in the coffee shop. He had been quiet, as if he had been anticipating something. Riley noticed as
his finger repeatedly tapped the table where he sat as she spoke to him. But everything had been going like it normally would. The question
caught Riley off guard. “There’s a festival downtown this weekend,” he continued.
“I don’t know,” Riley hesitated. “I was going to study. Finals are right around the corner.”
“I’ve been wanting to ask you out, but I know how busy you are usually. Winter break is right around the corner,” Connor tried to
convince, and Riley did not know why she felt uncertain about the date. She was attracted to him, and the idea about the festival was exciting.
Was she worried about breaking her routine? Was she worried about becoming distracted, or was she uncertain of herself. She struggled with
her inner thoughts and Connor waited quietly at the table for her answer. Connor was different than the other people Riley has encountered
during her time at Rose Grand, although, his profile doesn’t differ from the majority of the people who lived there. But, even after the small
time they spent together during her shifts -- even after sharing his passions and dislike, and his stories of his beloved pet, she was still unable
to read him. But that’s what compelled her. So, after minutes in a silent daydream, Riley smiled at Connor and delightfully agreed to be his
date.
Rose Grand’s Winter Festival was one of the biggest annual events during the year. Rose Grand didn’t hold many parades or festiviThe Wright Side 2016
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filled Riley’s mind. Pushing all of the anxiety and nervousness to the back of her mind, she closed her eyes and leaned forward to capture a
moment of the night she didn’t want to forget.
“Did you know all humans are afraid of heights?” Connor asked. Riley, opened her eyes, and leaned back into her seat.
“What?”
“Have you ever heard of that? It kind of makes sense too. The feeling of fear is our brain telling us if it perceives any threat that can
put our body’s in danger. Even if that perceived threat is legitimate or not.” Riley confused, stared at Connor. Awkward silence. “It’s funny
though, how we’re sitting up here and all.”
“Oh.” Throughout the evening, Connor had respectively kept his distance. They did not kiss, hug, hold hands, or any intimate interaction at all. It seemed strange to Riley, but did not confront her date about her thoughts. The night grew long, and the festival was coming to an
end. Connor and Riley decided to sit by the river bank that ran across downtown Rose Grand; they watched as the festival lights dim, signaling the end of the event. Seated beside Connor, Riley chose to lean her head on his shoulder, then felt a slightly jerked. She jumped up and
apologized. Connor nervously laughed and insisted that it was fine, but Riley did not attempt the action again, worried that she made Connor
uncomfortable. Another awkward silence soon followed. A buzzing vibration came from Riley’s pocket. She pulled out her phone to found a
notification from the news media application she installed on her phone. The titled of the newly updated article read “Missing Bride of Rose
Grand.” She read a little further to find out a newlywed husband, CEO of a big named retailer, had reported his wife missing after the wedding
reception. Foul play was suspected.
“What are you looking at?” Connor curiously asked.
“Um. Nothing.” She decided to be honest. “A missing person article.”
“Ohh.” Connor said. Riley’s mind was filled with her interest in the expanding criminal activity in Rose Grand, she couldn’t resist
bringing up the subject.
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“All of this seems suspicious doesn’t it?”
“Why would you say that?”
“I don’t know. I just have a feeling. All of it has to mean something.” Worried about making a wrong impression on their first date,
Riley negated her conspiracy statements, “Don’t mind me, I like to keep track of this stuff.
“Oh, a hobby!” Connor chuckled and Riley agreed.
“It’s getting late.” She stood up from her seat beside Connor. “I had a really good time tonight Connor.” Connor stood up after
Riley, pulled out his phone from his pocket, and stared at the screen for moment or two. Then, his eyes met Riley’s, and he asked.
“Do you want to go back to my apartment?”
Riley was startled by the spontaneous question that she took a step back. “Could he really be so bold?” She thought, especially
after a night with no intimate interaction. She glared at Connor, but he didn’t seem to realize the weight of his question. After a moment,
he laughed loudly.
“I don’t mean it in that way, I promise,” Connor explained. “I had a really good time tonight too. But, it doesn’t have to end so
early. It’s only a little after eleven.” Riley took a moment to think. She was caught off guard, and a little taken back by the abruptness of his
question. Riley recalled back to what he said earlier in the night, and was lost by the sudden change of mind. Riley liked Connor, but she
doubted herself. Was this a normal thing to do on a first date? After an amazing night with Connor so far, Riley was a little confused of
why she was overthinking this answer to the question. After all of the fun she had at the carnival, her gut feeling had already been proven
wrong the first time. She reassured herself that Connor was a good guy with a good personality. Maybe she had been paranoid about all of
the news she had been reading and researching.
“Is everything okay, Riley?” Connor asked, feeling guilty of the coarseness of the moment. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to make you
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feel uncomfortable.” As Connor spoke his apologies, the doubtfulness Riley felt resided. Her mind raced more about what will happen if she
didn’t go. She could already imagine the ridicule and the mockery from Callie if she had decided not to go; especially after she urged her to
have more fun. Finally, she had convinced herself.
“Alright,” she replied. “We could get to know each other.” They began to make their way toward Connor’s residence, which he
claimed wasn’t far. The streets and sidewalks of Rose Grand that were usually flooded with noise from chatter and hustling of the busy people
were reticent. The absence of the daytime traffic and road rage resulted in cars calmly cruising down the streets. There would normally be
rowdy teenagers that stood on corners and looked for trouble out at this time, but the night seemed to be different. Clouds slowly moved in,
covering the moonlight; winds carrying cooler temperatures picked up.
“Looks like it’s going to snow tonight,” said Connor. They arrived at the building. It was a standard apartment complex, that wasn’t far
from the university campus. The building was not new, but it was well maintained. They entered. Connor greeted the doorman, then they both
climbed up several staircases. The conversations and sounds of the other residents can be heard through the walls. They arrived; they stood in
front of the door with a golden colored number, reading “41”. Connor pulled the keys out his pocket, inserted the key into the lock, and the
door opened slightly. He took a step away from the door, “Ladies first.”
Riley entered the apartment, followed by Connor. Riley examined the room. It was standard; everything was neatly put into place
and well organized. The kitchen was visible soon after you entered the apartment; all plates were clean and stacked neatly on top of each other.
There was a black modern sofa facing a flat screen television. Between the two was a black modern table with a vase placed on top. The vase
carried a single stem of purple lilac that unevenly leaned over the right side of the vase. Riley walked over to the painting displayed on the
wall. It was a watercolor painting of a green willow tree with a Japanese watermark on the lower left corner of the painting. Riley examined
the painting for a moment, but looked back, finding comfort in the simple but gracious display of the lilac. She looked around at the off-white
walls, then down at the polished hardwood floor. “Did you move in not too long ago?” Riley asked. Connor chuckled.
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“I know it’s a little under furnished. Have a seat. Make yourself comfortable.” When she was done examining her surroundings,
Riley walked back and sat on the couch. She thought about turning on the T.V. to cut some of the tension, but wasn’t interested in watching
anything. “Do you want something to drink?” Connor asked Riley and then continued, “I have an unopened bottle of wine.” Riley declined
the offer.
“I’m not much of a drinker. Maybe I’ll have a cup of water.” Connor began to fix the drinks and Riley continued to observe the
building around her. She looked over and saw a door at the end of the short dim hallway. That must be Connor’s bedroom.
“Do you have any roommates?” she asked Connor. He shook his head. “It’s a really nice place. It has to be hard to afford to live
here alone.”
“I didn’t know you were so observant, Riley,” he joked. “But what else to expect from a future investigative journalist?” Connor
finished fixing the drinks, and brought Riley over her cup of water. Then, he sat down on the couch besides Riley. Not realizing how dry
her throat was, Riley chugged the cup of water. She looked at Connor’s drink.
“You decided to go with the wine,” she said to him.
“I like to indulge once in a while.” Connor leaned over to grab the remote to power on the T.V. There is normally no good shows
on at his time of night. Channel networks began playing their paid programming; advertisements about products with no effect, advertisements for profit. Connor channel surfed and eventually decided on rerun episodes a dated soap opera. He set the rest of his glass of wine
on the table, and reclined in his seat. “Did you ever get to read the rest of the article you were looking at earlier?” Connor asked curiously.
“Not yet.”
“Why did you say that it was suspicious earlier? Other than the fact that there is a person missing.”
“I mean all of it doesn’t make sense, all of the crime that’s been happening lately. What’s really strange is that there have been
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“I guess I’m a little observant, too.”
Riley was weighed down by the heaviness of her own body, but forced herself to get up from the couch. “I have to go,” she said
slurring her words. She stumbled, but regained what balanced she had left by grabbing a hold of the end of the sofa. Connor stayed seated,
making no attempt to pursue her. She could make it to the door. All she had to do was make it to the door. After every long step she took
toward the door, the distance grew further. She reached out, when the exit was in arm’s reach. She fell to the floor and began to lose consciousness. In the next moment, she found herself lying on the floor. Vision was blurred. Noise was muffled. She could not move her body
any further. She stared at the purple lilac in the vase. The lilac spoke to her, reminding her of the days back in her hometown. It reminded
of the moment she decided to be something great. It reminded her of how she didn’t belong in the city of Rose Grand. It continued to
whisper to her, promising her a place in the city of secrets and eventually putting her mind and body at peace.
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no apprehensions of suspects in any of the cases. For all we know, the same person… or people could be behind it all,” Riley begun, but she
couldn’t stop. “It has to be related. Maybe someone is trying to tell us something, or warn us.” Riley stopped, noticing her babbling. “I’m sorry.
I don’t want to bore you.”
“No. you’re fine, Riley. How are you feeling?” Riley felt her muscles and her body starting to relax. She held her head up in her hands.
“I’m fine. I didn’t realize I was so tired.” She forced herself to jump up as she remembered something. “Wait! Connor, I want to see
Mufasa! You’ve talked so much about him.”
“He’s not here.”
“What?”
“He usually goes wandering off at nights.” Uneasiness crept over Riley. Her mind began racing again. Soon after, she couldn’t focus on
what her mind was racing about in the first place. Riley watched the soap opera that was on the television. She didn’t know what was going on
in the programming, and she had a hard time comprehending the dialogue. All she saw was images. Delayed images the played one after the
other, of a woman and a man arguing. The man aggressively grabs a hold of the woman, who tried to escape his clutches. Connor and Riley
both watched the show in silence, while Riley felt herself falling asleep on the couch. Something wasn’t right.
“Connor…” Riley mumbled under her breath.
“Yes, Riley,” he replied, blankly looking at the television screen.
“How did you know….How did you know that I wanted to go into investigative journalism?” Riley asked, barely managing to get the
words out of her mouth.
“Hm?”
“I didn’t tell you my major. I don’t think I told you my major. You told me yours...but I didn’t tell you mine. ” Connor smiled; a smile
that was unfamiliar to Riley. He turned to Riley.
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Our man, forgetting to set his analog clock an hour up for the ‘spring forward,’ woke up an hour late for
work even after Mr. Lopez warned on Friday, ‘I know it feels like a wasted Sunday, but I expect you all to be in
bright and early. We need to land this client!’ realizing this only when he turned on the shower radio, jumping at
the news coming from the irregular radio host, knocking the device from it’s hook and onto his big toe with a thud
and an ‘ah fuck!’ After his shower, washing only the ‘necessities,’ he skipped his much-needed shave, got dressed in
yesterday’s clothes and put on an old Cubs cap over his damp hair, hoping that would do the job of a comb by the
time he got to work. Knowing he didn’t have time to make a proper cup of French-press coffee, he found an old jar
of instant in the back of his cupboard and scraped off as much as he could with his blunt spoon into his thermos of
hot-ish water from the sink, finding after stirring quickly that the few ungrouneded beans were not that, but in fact
some sort of black, dead bugs; ‘protein,’ he said to himself just as his poor but hard-working father used to say, as he
took a gulp of the temped, muddy water, swallowing the little bits of protein like pills.
As he should have predicted by the tone of the day already, his car, parked a block from his apartment,
would not start: it came to him then that he never did turn off his headlights last night. And so, he sprinted to the
bus stop at the end of the block, watching the bus push right by him, but stopping at a red light just past the stop.
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With only a small wave and a pleading face, our man asked the driver-in-training if he could break protocol just
this once and open the door for him. The light turned green, and the nervous driver gave our man an apology with
his half-frown and drove off. He pulled out his phone to call in and let his boss know he was running late, but was
on his way: It was dead.
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Elsewhere, hours earlier, the usually scheduled driver woke up with in intense migraine and an ‘ah fuck,’
one like those she had all through childhood, but hadn’t experienced in 30 or so years, until a few months ago when
they started up again. She had her husband call into work for her when he left the room to fetch a glass of water
and leftover painkillers from his back surgery a few years ago. While he was gone, she wept silently into her pillow,
remembering how both her mother and her mother’s mother faced the same inexplicable migraines at the same
stages of life, and how both had passed soon after the second round of headaches came around. ‘Yes, yes, I’m okay,’
she lied to her husband when he returned, not unlike the way she lied about the deaths of her mother and grandmother, too afraid pronouncing the truth would in turn lock in her own fate.
She, of course, being a veteran of fifteen years at her job, comfortable in the acceptable ways to bend the rules,
would have taken our man on the bus had she been well enough for work, adding only a few extra seconds to the
commute.
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Elsewhere still, and around the time our man missed his bus, a soon-to-be-father, rushing to the hospital
where his wife was giving birth, ran three red lights on empty roads, except for the last, where he did not see the bus
for his checking the clock-radio of his SUV, willing time to slow down just this once because his wife would just have
head if he missed the birth of their first child, especially after the years of his tropped complaints that she was never
ready in time for any appointment. And he would have been on time as he usually was for everything, but this birth
was more than a month ahead of schedule, the reality of which forced thoughts of complications and possibly dire
outcomes for his wife and/or baby. His frantic state, a whirlwind of thoughts that did not quite keep linear, turned his
driving into the same fashion.
And here came the bus—which he would have missed altogether if only it arrived at the intersection a few seconds later to stop at the tail end of the yellow light, rather than trying to beat it by speeding up—hitting his car square
on the driver side door with an ‘ah fuck’ slipping through his lips, killing him quickly enough that his one and final
thought was that if the ideation about his wife and child’s was correct, at least now he might see them in heaven.
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way, and landing into another, kicking off as much as he could while not skipping a step, finally arriving at the double doors too much in a hurry to notice the office’s lights were particularly dim, smacking his forehead against the
locked glass door. He stepped back, rubbing his forehead, and heard what sounded like his boss laughing behind
him. Our man turned in red embarrassment and started up with his prepared lines, quickly interrupted by Mr. Lopez with a chuckled ‘don’t worry about it. I tried to call you but it went straight to voicemail. The office flooded this
morning so we’re going to be closed for a couple days until it’s drained and the pipes are fixed. You can enjoy your
weekend after all.’
‘Of-fucking-course,’ our man said accidentally aloud, catching himself quickly and switching to nonverbal
thought: ‘today couldn’t’ve gone any more wrong.’
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Our man caught the next bus 30 minutes later, rehearsing his apology to his boss the whole ride there, except
when he stopped to cuss internally at the accident up ahead that was making him even later. As the bus pulled up to
the stop closest to the office, he bolted out and ran the last two blocks, hopping over a patch of wet cement along the
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Part I

My phone rang as I pulled up into the driveway.
“Are you there yet?” my brother asked.
“Yeah, where are you? Come home now.” I replied.
I was visiting my dad to drop off the police report from that hit and run I got into and I had to do some laundry. Since I moved out, I don’t really go out to the ‘burbs anymore. Tito Cao and Yumi came along so the dogs could
reunite and we could all hangout.
We were struggling, all of us. I sighed as I felt the veil of temporary relief float down as the idea of being back
together in the house began to sink in. I’ve always seen what the “adults” never thought I could see. I never fully
grasped the situation as a tot, but I knew when things were grim. They scar you. Things just stick and sporadically
pop back into your head and all you can do is acknowledge how fucked things can be, try to learn, and carry on.
As I came of age, the glimmer of adulthood I had set on a pedestal quickly crumbled into bits and twirled down into
shit. I began to see the world as it was and not as the images and titles it was all supposed to stand for. That people
were people with the ability to screw up… often, that my father wasn’t inherently evil but had the tendency to be an
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egocentric jerk, that there is always more to a story than we all let on, and that we all express and process love in
different ways.
Dad let us in. Tito let Yumi off the leash and Cloud galloped into the room to greet us. He jumped up and
placed his big, heavy paws onto my hips so I could squeeze his face and we could do a little jig.
I left for the living room to find my graying, foggy eyed puppy, Sam sitting and wagging his puffy tail as he
grew ecstatic at the sound of my voice. The years haven’t done Sam so well, but they haven’t dampened his spirits.
As I sprawled out on the couch, Joshua entered the room. He yelled out some lyrics and danced through the
doorway.
I playfully glared at him in disgust.
Joshua made his way over to my side of the room and embraced me. “I missed you, Elle. I really did.”
I twitched. My brother had caught me off guard. We’re not the most affectionate of families. It’s as if we don’t know
what emotions really are, so we don’t know how to properly express them. It’s easier with friendships and romantic
partners, but throughout generations, our blood bonds seem to continue coating with more, and more layers of
anxiety, surrounding the mere idea of vulnerability… the perpetuated idea of what it means to be a “warrior,” and
the illusion that strength and bravery equate to the absence of any sort of feelings.
However, I grinned and hugged him back. “I know, I miss you too.”
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Part II
“Ugh, Joshua, Cloud peed in the computer room, can you get me some wipes? It’s on my pants and I don’t want
to get any of it on the carpet.”
Josh stormed into the room and threw a plastic bag full of wipes at me.
“What the hell is your problem?”
He stomped off.
I opened the bag and I only saw Clorox. “Josh, I meant the baby wipes.”
“Why don’t you get them yourself!” he shouted.
“What’s wrong with you?” I immediately bit my tongue. I shouldn’t have said that. It’s a constant teeter trying to
find the balance between being honest and tip toeing around various matters to preserve a certain sense of respect and
sensitivity. I can never tell if my brother is just being a hormonal teenager or if it’s the depression and rage built inside
of him, but I still should not have said that.
“What the hell is wrong with you?!”
The next thing I knew we both lost our cool and we just kept screaming at each other. It’s hard to keep calm
and reason with someone when they keep barking in your face.
The Wright Side 2016

Danielle De Vera

Short Stories

Danielle De Vera

Josh grabbed a blanket and set off for the garage.
“Elle, you should go check on him,” my Tito Cao said.
“No, fuck him. I don’t care. Let him go.” I was angry. I wanted to go after him but I was so mad and I knew
Josh was too. No matter what I did would result in him leaving, so I let my anger flow through and out of my body.
Part III
I stayed up on my phone, periodically checking the time. I kept myself distracted for the most part, but the
worst thoughts kept popping up into my head. I kept questioning where he was.
“Did he go to Auntie Mel’s? Maybe he just parked somewhere in a parking lot… is he going to hurt himself… is he going to… end it?”
“I guess it runs in the family…” I phased into a flashback of my Tito Toph. I remember being back in Alitagtag and talking outside underneath the stars. I remember the sight of his eyes glossing over when the realization hit.
I heard the door burst open. I looked over at the clock and it was 5 AM.
Joshua walked up the stairs without a word. I didn’t even catch a glimpse of him, the only thing that let me
know he was home was the sound of his heavy footsteps.
I could hear the shower turn on. “I guess he’s getting ready for school…” I still felt weird. I knew the tensions were fading but still lingered, but it wasn’t that.
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The water continued to run for another five minutes and I heard Josh laughing. I cringed. “Do you hear that?
It’s making me uncomfortable.”
“Yeah,” my Tito Cao replied. “It sounds like Joshua is laughing maniacally.”
I didn’t want to move. “Maybe dad woke up and Joshua’s laughing at stuff on his phone?”
“Elle, I sleep over here more than you do and your dad does not get up this early.”
I could feel my entire body tense up. “What could be going on up there?” I tried to keep my hopes up, but all
I could imagine was Joshua bawling in the shower and having a mental breakdown. I was scared that he hurt himself
again. The image of blood flowing down his arms and swirling down into the drain was set inside my mind.
I rose up from the couch, shaking. I quietly walked up the stairs to his bathroom. I was nervous, and I tripped
up the stairs.
There are two doors that separated us, and Joshua always locks both. I stood by the doors to listen in. I had
confirmed Joshua was still in the shower, laughing. Not even a minute passed, and I could hear his laughs finally transition into definite tears.
I wanted to knock on the door, but I was scared that he was still mad at me. I ran to wake up my dad. I don’t
remember the last time I felt so helpless. I hate the feeling of running to someone else for help.
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My dad eventually opened the lock of the first door and finally got Joshua to come out of the shower. My little brother was on the ground, sobbing. A 300-something pound heavy weight wrestler, football player, and martial
artist laid limp on the ground in tears.
Everything felt so surreal. For a while, it was just a layered loop between the two.
“I don’t know, I don’t know… I don’t want to hurt myself anymore… I don’t want to die… No matter how
much I scrub, it won’t go away… I don’t know, I don’t know…”
My father nodded. He didn’t know what else to do.
Part IV
It got to a point where my father could barely control his temper. I knew he wasn’t mad at my brother, but
he didn’t know how to effectively communicate in this type of situation. Business is his forte, and this was something else. I just sat around the corner watching where Joshua couldn’t see me, silently coaching my dad. Signaling,
“Don’t say that!” and scolding him for saying unintentional hurtful phrases like, “What’s wrong with you?” and
“Stop being weak!”
After my dad finally got Josh into bed, we settled our disagreements and I slid into Josh’s room with Cloud.
“Are you still awake?” I called out into the darkness.
Joshua let out a worn out, “Mhm.”
“Is it okay if Cloud and I come in?”
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My Husband Drives Me Crazy
by Lila Reyes
The woes of a house wife consist of me asking myself, “Why do I love this man so much?” This person who
gets his kicks out of watching me suffer. A man who knows how to push every single one of my buttons, sending
me over the top! My husband purposely acts out every one of my pet peeves because he knows I’m a ticking time
bomb, and he enjoys watching me self-destruct.
Ever notice that it’s the littlest things about your spouse that can drive you completely bonkers? Well at
least for me it is. A simple movement, a snarky comment, or even the roll of his eyes and he’s irking the shit out of
me. Last night I took my time to prepare a special meal for this man. I’m talking about steak, potatoes and all the
fixings. When he walked through the door, the first thing he did was throw his workbag atop my kitchen counter
where all the dinnerware had been set out. He didn’t even look before he tossed his bag next to our bread and salad.
Irk level one had been hit like a nail on the head. As he skirted out of my way, I removed his bag from my counter
and asked him to take the kids and wash up for dinner. I plated a beautiful dish and we all settled down to eat. Now
if there’s one thing I know about my husband it’s that he likes his steak well-done. So as we sat at the table I expected him to splash his plate with some salt and pepper and dig in. Needless to say, that is not what happened!
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Joshua let out another weary, “Mhm.”
“Is it okay if I talk to you?”
“Mhm.”
“Do you want me to try and help you?”
“Mhm.”
“You know I love you, right?” I could feel the frog creep up my throat and my eyes swell with tears. I grasped
his shoulders tightly and then I pulled my baby brother close.
“I know, I love you too, Elle,” Josh said as he choked back tears.
“I was scared. And I thought you were mad at me. I know it’s hard but please don’t forget that I’m here and I get
it. I’ll never know exactly what you’re going through, but I have an idea. I’m not always physically there, but I’m here
and I love you. I love you, okay? Okay?”
“I could never be mad at you, Elle. I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I love you too.”
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Now I had to put down my own food, hustle around two children and get what he’s requested. Precisely seven
minutes later he sits down with a nearly disintegrated steak and begins applying salt and pepper to his plate, which
takes another minute or so. Our children have already scoffed down their own dinners and now needed washing up,
and my own food sat barely touched and cold. There went my plans of everyone eating together. Irk level three had
been successful attained. My cheeks were turning rosy red and I could feel the aggravation building within myself.
When we put the children to sleep awhile later I thought it would be best to defuse with a book because let’s
face it, there is nothing sweeter than the sound of sleeping children. I had assumed my husband would turn the television on and get lost amongst its channels, but of course he chose that precise moment to talk my ears off.
“Babe, babe, babe, this is the episode of Family Guy where Stewie assassinates Lois. You have to watch this with
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me, it’s hilarious.”
“I’ve seen it before.” I said turning the page of my book as loudly as possible.
“I know but watch it again. You’re going to die laughing, trust me.”
“No thanks hun” I say, to which he turns to me and replies,
“OH S-O-R-R-Y! Didn’t mean to interrupt your reading, I’ll let you get back to your book”. He rolls his eyes
and cops a tone. My blood begins to boil and my ears start catching fire. What did he just say to me?
“Oh no he didn’t” my inner bitch yells, but I remain silent.
Approximately two seconds later he interrupts my reading again saying, “Look babe, watch Stewie, watch
this.”
Have you ever had the urge to just jump up and wring someone by the neck while yelling, “SHUT THE
HELL UP ALREADY” in your battle mode voice? Yeah, that’s where a level four irking can get you if you’re not
careful. At this point I just turned my bedside lamp off and rolled over to go to sleep. I wasn’t going to win.
So this morning I wake up with the intentions of starting the day fresh. The kids are still asleep and husband
has left for work. I peel myself from the comfort of my bed and head towards the kitchen for some much needed
coffee. To my delight I find my husband has left me a gift sitting right in the middle of our countertop. I found a
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“Did you make my steak well-done” he asked, to which I replied, “Yes babe.”
“Well it doesn’t look well-done. I’m going to cook it a little bit longer” he tells me.
He gets up from the table and places his steak back into the fry pan to be reheated. Irk level two had now been
reached and my blood began to slightly warm. I could feel my eyes moving toward the clock, timing him to see how
long this would take. The children had already begun to eat, so I began to cut into my own steak and before I could
take my first bite I hear, “Babe, can you pass me a fork and the hot sauce” from his mouth.
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I actually know exactly what I’m going to do to him too. I’m going to stick this atrocious sock into the pillowcase of his favorite pillow, where the odor will be trapped and can fester the day away. When he comes home exhausted from a long’s day work and anxious to give his pillow some head, he will realize exactly why I don’t like his smelly
laundry on my table. If he should ask me if I smell anything foul, I will simply respond, “Not a thing dear.”
After ten years of marriage one would think he would have learned about the consequences of his actions when choosing to deliberately drive me crazy. All I can say now is, he’s going to learn today.
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terrific pair of dingy, dirty, and horrendously stinky work socks lying right next to a half-spilled cup of coffee and a
half-eaten banana. Level four irked has now been reestablished, I am seeing red and find myself sitting here plotting
my revenge. He has to pay for this one because the laundry room is literally two feet away from the kitchen table. He
has pushed my last button.

Aurora was always a good student and loved to study. From the first day that she came to the United States,
she knew what her goal was: she came here for a better life which may be achieved only through one thing--education. School was the key to success in life, and that was coded in her head since she was little girl. But now she was no
longer sure. She had reached a moment when she was freaking out and seriously considering if she should transfer or
not.
This brings us to tonight. Aurora writes down on a piece of paper all of her fears that keep her from making
decisions about transferring to a university. The negative thoughts penetrate her brain like a shaft of cold steel, slowly
killing her from the inside. She is not confident enough. This is her biggest nightmare; anytime she is in the game, she
puts herself in a losing position. She has never believed in herself, and she is always looking at the world from a pessimistic perspective. This is the part of her personality that she hates the most.
The deadline for the application is tomorrow and she is under huge pressure from her family; everybody at
home keeps asking her if she has already applied. She doesn’t have much time left to make a final decision. Second
after second, minute after minute, hour after hour - the clock is ticking. She keeps staring at it and gets obsessed with
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the ticking. Tick...tock...tick...tock...tick...tock! She hears every damn tick-tock on the clock, in time with the loud
beating of her heart. She says to herself in a desperate voice, “I am sitting here like an idiot; hopeless, clueless, desperately watching the clock. This nightmare--it never ends. Tick...tock...tick...tock.”
She can’t handle the pressure anymore. She loses her mind and starts panicking. Her fingers are tingling.
The drops of sweat gallop quickly on her forehead and drip down her flaming red cheeks onto the piece of paper,
smearing the words and creating black stains on the edges of the paper. She feels breathless. Gasping for oxygen,
she falls down from her chair and lands on her knees in front of the big bronze mirror leaning against her wardrobe. She looks deep into the mirror and screams, “I hate you, I hate you, I hate you! Why can’t you make one decision without ripping your mind apart?!”
Suddenly she hears, “BANG!”, one explosion and the whole ceiling in her room goes up. The frightened
girl rises from the floor, looks at the empty space above her head and something weird happens. Out of nowhere,
a white large owl with forward-facing black eyes flows into the room, she holds an envelope in her hawk-like beak
and drops it straight in front of the girl’s frightened-to-death face. Aurora opens the envelope and pulls an old papyrus with a written message:
“Follow the owl. You have been invited to the second side of the mirror.”

The bird flutters her wings and quickly flies out of the window like an arrow fired from a bow. The girl chases the owl as fast as she can, but it disappears from her view in six single seconds.
“Where the hell are you?” she yells loudly with a shaking voice. The adrenaline hits her so hard that she can
hear the blood rushing against the walls of her veins and the pounding of her heart. She turns over immediately
and sees the bird again. She keeps chasing it as much as her tiny, shaking legs are able to speed.
The messenger owl leads her to the old house located a few blocks away from the place of the explosion. She
enters the building and sees an empty living room all covered by spider webs. In the middle of the room, there is
huge mirror with a golden-brown old-fashioned frame. There is something about this mirror that makes her stare
at it; the weirdest thing is that she stares at the mirror but she can’t see her own reflection. The white owl staggers
a few laps around the house losing a few of her snow-white feathers, then sits down in front of the mirror, and as
soon as her flat face reflects back, she rapidly flies into the mirror which for half of a second turns into crystal clear
water, but then reverts back into hard glass. The girl is speechless. She keeps looking at the mirror expecting to see
her face in it, but all she can see is empty glass.
“How am I supposed to follow the stupid bird if I can’t get inside?” she yells.
“You have to free your mind of empty thoughts in order to break the empty glass and visit the second side of
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tion?
“The second side of the mirror is the side of your deepest memories that are too deep inside of your head to be
remembered.”
“What? I still don’t understand.”
“I am here to help you understand...My task is to train your brain to reflect in the mirror a memory of the
memories you don’t have…”
“How can I find a memory of memories that I don’t have? That’s not logical...That’s impossible.”
“Everything is possible. You just have to train your brain how to ignore everything that goes against the reality...then you can sail in the oceans of your deepest, most sincere memories that your brain had ever recorded.”
“Why do I need to do that? Why should I look for that memory?”
“It was hidden from your consciousness by someone for a reason...and now it is being recalled for a reason.”
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She wiggles her big brown-hazel eyes and looks up into the mirror one more time, intently, very suspicious.
She doesn’t move, she doesn’t even breathe. As soon as her face reflects in the glass, some external force sucks her
in. 		
She invades the second side of the mirror.
“Aurora, tell me what do you see on that side of the mirror?” whispers the mysterious voice again.
“I see my face...I see it!” Aurora whispers back.
Looking back at her is a four-year-old girl with wavy, caramel like hair and brown-hazel eyes.
“Now, what?” Aurora curiously asks.
“Now, go down the hallway toward where your room should have been.”
Aurora walks toward her old room, holding her breath as she opens the door with a silver handle.
The room is little, filled with a lot of toys. The windows have white curtains with embroidered teddy bears
who are holding their hands and smiling. An adorable little girl is sitting on a couch and staring at the window.
“Oh my God...Is that who I think it is? Is this little me?”
“Yes, it’s little Aurora. She can’t see you and she can’t hear you. You’re here for the missing memory of yours.
She will help you find it, just follow her.”
In a moment, the door opens and an older woman with a beautiful face, wrinkled hands and eyes as blue as
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the mirror…” she hears a mysterious voice inside of her head say.
“Who are you?” Aurora asks.
“I am the voice poised to speak inside you…”
“What is happening to me? Where am I? What is the second side of the mirror, and who sent me the invita-
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a cloudless sky on a summer day enters the room.
“Those eyes, they can belong to just one person in the world. I could recognize them even in the darkest of
nights. These wrinkled, caring and tired hands--without them I would not be the woman I am today. This beautiful
face with a smile that always makes the world look brighter--this is my lovely grandmother who raised me from a
young age. I miss her so much in my life,” Aurora says to herself as she watches her grandmother brushing little Aurora’s long, shiny hair into a ponytail. Her grandmother died a long time ago, right after Aurora moved to the United
States. She never had a chance to see her for a last time and to say goodbye, and that’s why her heart melts from happiness when she sees the most important woman in her life once again.
“Aurora, honey, it’s such a beautiful day outside. Let’s go to the playground. You can take your new doll with
you if you want,” says Grandma.
“Oh…Grandma…Where are mommy and daddy?” little Aurora asks in a soft almost crying voice.
“I told you, they had to go to the doctor. They will be back soon. Get dressed and let’s go outside. We can wait
for your parents there.”
Grandmother grabs her beige sweater, puts on her glasses and leaves the room, singing a happy song. Little
Aurora gets up from the couch, grabs her doll, puts on her canary-yellow dress and a hat made of straw and follows
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her grandma to the playground.
The sunlight is breaking through the clouds that create a little bit of shadow here and there. The birds are
singing, the flowers are blooming, and Aurora can really feel the lovely scent of fresh-cut green grass in the air. She
sits on the red swing, quietly observing how the children are playing. She recognizes her old neighbors and old
friends that she had known from the sandbox.
“It’s dinner time. Let’s go home,” says Grandma eventually, but Aurora makes a sad face with a frowning
mouth and disappointed eyes and begs her to stay at the playground; she is having so much fun she doesn’t want to
go home yet. Grandma asks a few older girls who are playing in the sandbox to watch Aurora for few minutes while
Grandma makes a sandwich for her. She leaves little Aurora at the playground and goes home.
“Hey, Aurora, do you want to play hide and seek with us?...” one of the girls asks her.
“Sure,” little Aurora says and runs toward them.
“I am going to count and you guys better hide somewhere where I will never find you,” says Mary, closing
her eyes as she leans against an old spruce tree and starts counting, “One, two, three...”
Kids start running around the playground looking for the best possible place to hide.
Little Aurora keeps running up the hill, through the wide meadow covered with lime-green grass and
The Wright Side 2016

Short Stories

Angela Szczerbiak

74

The Wright Side 2016

Angela Szczerbiak

Short Stories

Angela Szczerbiak
beautiful flowers. Butterflies flutter and pigeons darken the blue sky as they circle above her head. She is too excited to
realize how far away she has gotten from the playground. She doesn’t want anyone to stop her until she finds her perfect place to hide. She keeps running. She gets tired and stops in the middle of the forest. There is no sunlight, there is
no green meadow, no butterflies and no pigeons. There is no one else except her. She goes deeper and deeper into the
woods and the deeper she goes, the trees begin to look older and bigger. She wants to find the way back home, but she
keeps walking around the same pathways over and over again. She freaks out. Her hands are shaking, and she is tired
of whipping up the dense branches of the old trees out of her way.
Exhausted, she nestles in a bush of wild raspberries and tries to forget about the fear. She closes her eyes and
tears stream down her pale face like drops of the rain dripping down from the darkest cloud. Her mind is full of the
worst thoughts. She thinks about her grandmother; she is probably worrying about where Aurora is. What if Aurora
will never see her again? What if she will never see her parents again?
”If I am going to die in the forest, will I go to heaven? Kids should go to heaven. Grandma used to tell me that
if little children die, it means that God takes them to heaven because he needs more little angels. Would I be an angel,
too?” she wonders.
As time goes by, it’s gets darker in the forest but with upcoming night a strange thing happens and her fear

turns into inner peace. Ominous sounds of the forest trail away. In the dead silence that surrounds her, she suddenly hears the sound of flowing water. She gets up from the bushes and follows that noise. After a while, in front of her
eyes a glade emerges from the forest. She takes a few steps closer and sees a little stream of water. She keeps walking
down beside the water and sees a light that leads her to an old willow tree with long, drooping branches. On every
branch there is a heart-shaped big, juicy red fruit. Delighted with this beautiful view, she comes closer and grabs
the fruit from the willow tree. After she takes a bite of it, she hears very loud noises that sound like crying, but she
also senses a lot of different emotions in the air like grief, anger and even hate.
On the spur of the moment, the willow tree begins to burn; the flames dance on its branches turning every
heart-shaped fruit into black carbon balls that jolt down the glade and disappear into the dense darkness of the
forest. She keeps watching the burning tree and a beautiful creature that has the head and white feather wings of a
bird, and the body of a man descends. The creature takes her hand and walks her back into the forest.
“Don’t look back,” the creature whispers into Aurora’s ear.
“Why?” she wonders.
“The burning willow tree awakes from the darkness only under special circumstances; when it senses a
heart as clean as crystal, as sensitive as a flower and as innocent as a lamb. When you look at the burning tree
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for longer than a minute and the flames reflect back in your eyes, your heart will be ripped out from your body and
become a prisoner of the willow tree until it senses the heart is as poor as dirt, as mad as a hornet, and as cold as ice,”
says the creature.
“Why is the willow tree ripping out good hearts?”
“Because good hearts are the biggest treasures that humans have and every devil wants to possess it. You are
very gifted, Aurora. You have a great heart, and don’t let anyone ever change you.”
The creature leads her into the hollow formed in the trunk of a great oak tree.
The inside of the hollow is covered with a soft moss that feels like a pillow.
“You will be safe here for the night,” says the creature.
“Are you my guardian angel?” asks Aurora.
“Sort of...but not an angel. I am the guardian of this forest...This is my kingdom, this is my home and my responsibility is to protect every single animal and every single tree from the bad spirits.”
“Thank you for saving my heart then.”
“Like I said, I was only doing my job.”
“Could you please help me to get back home?”
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“I can’t...I have to go back to the willow tree and watch it until it disappears with the splendor of sunrise in
the morning. Just stay here for the night. This will be your biggest challenge. When the sun rises in the morning
and the birds sing their songs, get up from the hollow and follow the light that will break through the dense crowns
of the trees. The light will lead you out of the forest and you’ll find your way.”
Aurora nestles into the fuzzy moss in the hollow and, exhausted, falls asleep.
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The next morning she wakes up hearing the songs of birds. She leans out from the hollow with uncertainty
and right away she is dazzled by the sunlight. Shading her eyes against the sun, she starts walking ahead. She looks
around and sees the droplets of water dripping down from large leaves and they sink into the forest floor covered
with an intense shade of green moss. She smells the earthiness and feels the coolness in the air; the trees seem to be
so fresh and alive. She feels like they are re-energizing her. She follows the light coming through the trees just as the
guardian directed her to. It’s still a little bit foggy in the forest, and the only sounds that strike her ears are the perky
chirping of birds.
The farther she walks, the more light penetrates through the trees. She is almost certain that she moves in
the right direction. Her face is glowing in the sun and her soul is glowing in happiness. Hungry, dirty and exhaustThe Wright Side 2016
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found the way back!
“Thank you! Thank you for your help, Forest Guardian!” She screams as loud as she can and the echo repeats
her voice, gradually fading in her ears until it dies away and, in this moment, she loses consciousness and falls down
onto the lemon grass.
“Aurora! Can you hear me???”
Aurora hears a soft voice from the distance. She slowly opens her eyes and sees her grandmother’s face.
“Where am I?” Aurora asks, “What happened?”
“Oh, thank God you’re alive! You got lost, honey! You were missing two days! The entire town was looking for
you...Oh, sweetheart, I am so glad you’re here. I was worrying so much about you...My brave little girl…”
Grandma hugs her, squeezing her in her arms as strong as she can. Aurora can feel that her Grandmother’s
heart is pounding so fast, and so loudly: “Lub-dub. lub-dub. lub-dub.”
Aurora is confused because the last thing she remembers is playing hide and seek with the girls on the playground and besides this, she doesn’t remember anything else.
The door opens and the doctor enters the room. He says, “Hi, Aurora. How do you feel?”
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“I guess I am fine. I am good...my head just hurts…”
“Yes, this is probably from the fall. But we checked your MRI results and everything is in perfect shape;
there is nothing to worry about. You can go home as soon as you’re ready. There is no need to keep you here anymore.”
“Doctor!” Grandma cries, “Thank you so much. Yes, we have to go home before her parents come back
from their trip. I don’t want them to see her this dirty and dressed like this.”
“Wait…!” Aurora interrupts their conversation, “What fall? Where did you guys find me?”
“The forest ranger found you lying on the meadow near the forest. He said that he thought you were just
sleeping there, but you were unconscious. So he called the police right away, and they called me. You were so lucky,
honey. We have to keep this man in our prayers. He’s a real hero,” Grandma explains, smiling.
“I don’t remember anything, Grandma. I am sorry that you had to worry so much about me,” says Aurora.
“Honey, don’t be sorry. I am just glad you’re here safe and healthy.”
They leave the hospital and take the bus home. When they exit at their bus stop and walk toward the apartment, they meet with Aurora’s parents who have arrived home from their trip at the same time.
“Mom! Dad!” Aurora screams, seeing her parents. She runs and gives them hugs.
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ed, she finally reaches a familiar meadow leaving Mother Nature’s forest sanctuary behind. She has made it! She has
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“Hi, honey I missed you,” Mom says and hugs her back.
Mom turns to Grandma and asks, “Why is she so dirty? How could you go into the town like that?”
“Dirty? You should be thankful for seeing her alive.”
“What!? What are you talking about?”
“It’s a long story. I’ll tell you everything inside after you are able to take a seat.”
After they all enter their apartment, Grandma tells them the tragic story about Aurora going missing.
Watching the scene, adult Aurora sits back from the mirror.
“Ahhh…” she sighs deeply, “So this is that memory of the memories I don’t have.”
She is sitting on the couch, still observing little Aurora and the rest of the family as they have their conversation
in the livingroom.
“I can’t believe this happened to me in the past,” Aurora says to the voice in her head, “I had never been so
close of death like in that forest. It’s a miracle that I’m still alive! But, wait...I don’t understand. Why are you showing
me all of this?”
“Everything in nature happens for a reason. I want you to find the reason by yourself because this will make
you stronger,” the voice responds.
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“Wait...No! Stop! Why did you do it? Just tell me...I’m tired of these mysteries. I want to know why you recalled this memory for me,” she demands, irritated.
“I can’t tell you because you have to figure it out. Make your brain work. Concentrate. This is the part of the
‘recall’ process. Your brain has been activated to its maximum during this process to detect particular events from
your life that were originally encoded but then replaced by the emptiness. This process is similar to ripping out the
pages you don’t like from a book and then gluing them back after many years.”
“Why would someone glue them back?” Aurora asks.
“For the same reason someone ripped them out,” answers the voice.
“Okay. Let’s say I kind of understand your ‘reason’. You want to help me; I know that. But what I don’t know
is how this might help me,” she wonders.
“You will find the answer soon, I promise. We don’t have much time left. You have to go back before your
brain returns to its regular activity. Listen to me. I am going to count to three, and the messenger will take you back
to your room. As soon as you wake up, you will grab your “pros and cons” paper you have been working on before
I took you here. Crumple it, and throw it in the garbage. You are going to take a new, clean piece of paper and you
are going to start writing a letter to yourself.”
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She reaches to her pocket and pulls out a red, heart-shaped fruit with the visible mark of a bite taken from
it. 		
She is confused because she can’t distinguish if that was real or just a dream.
She feels dizzy. Her head hurts like hell, like someone just hit her cranium with a solid wood baseball bat.
She is trying to recall what just happened.
“This is so weird,” she thinks in her mind, “I have never felt this way before; I literally feel every single
thought being processed by my brain. It feels like my neurons are firing...What!? What am I even thinking about?”
She stops herself and concentrates back on the recalling of events. She is trying to connect the dots together: “Mirror, forest, fruit…PAPER!” and she discovers the mystery.
She immediately runs to her bed, pulls out her diary from underneath the pillow, opens it and starts writing:
Dear Diary!
My plan was to receive an Associate’s Degree from community college. I signed up at Wilbur Wright College
and started taking classes there. I was doing really well in school, even though English is not my first language. Of
course, I had to work twice as hard as my friends who were born in the United States and did not have any issues with
the language. Sometimes I had my bad moments when I felt angry and sad at the same time: sad, because I was a little
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“Wait...No!!!.I don’t want to go back yet!!! Please, stop! Please, don’t go!” she desperately screams.
“One…”
“Two…”
“Nooooo!!!”
“Three…”
The mysterious voice disappears in her head and she is alone. A few seconds after that a blackish-brown eagle
crashes into the room. He hits the window with his heavy head and opens it with one yank of his sharp, pale-yellow
beak. He is holding a mirror in his talons and places it in front of Aurora’s frightened face.
She still sits on the couch, paralyzed, rigid like a rock, afraid of gasping a single breath. She knows what to do.
She looks into the mirror and as soon as she sees her reflection back, the mirror smashes into a million pieces.
“Aaaaaaaaaa!!!” She yells, her last word, and she loses consciousness.
Then she wakes up. She lifts her head from the desk, and she finds that she is holding a black pen in her right hand and
is surrounded by piles of papers.
She looks at her left fist, opens it up and sees that it is bleeding. She recognizes a piece of broken mirror from
the “other side” embedded in her palm.
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some incredible power I was taken to the other side of the mirror where all of the hidden memories are. My brain was
forced by a mysterious voice in my head to recall a memory that a forest guardian erased from my head in order to
protect me from the trauma that I experienced in the dark forest. After twenty-five years someone or something made
a very serious decision to recall this missing memory of mine in order to help me believe in myself. Watching my little
“me” lost, fighting with the grim darkness of the forest, badly determined to survive to once again see my lovely family
led me to realize how strong I really am.
The willow tree did not rip my heart because the forest guardian saved me in time. But he missed one little
thing. He didn’t know I took a bite of that heart-shaped fruit from the willow tree. This little bite poisoned my soul. It
destroyed my self-confidence and sucked out my optimism, and it was my job to find out about it and re-build it back. I
was suffering twenty-five years and today my suffering will finally end.
This recalled memory from the forest showed me how powerful I am because I survived. Now I know that I am
capable of everything because my determination and ambition will lead me through every life’s journey I take. I will be
safe. I will succeed. Because I believe in myself. Tomorrow, I will turn over a new leaf: I will submit my application to
a university and make my American dream come true. I am confident, and I believe that by my hard work I can beat
every obstacle that I will meet on my way.
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different from my peers because of my accent and angry that I wasn’t born in this country or at least emigrated here a little
earlier so I could have learned English better.
I remember the feeling when I received a letter from school that I had been invited to the Phi Theta Kappa Honor
Student Society. I dropped the letter on the floor and jumped for joy so high that I banged my head against the ceiling. This
invitation was a great honor for me. I remember how proud of myself I felt because only I knew how hard was I working to
keep my grade point average higher than 3.5.
The next day I ran into my college advisor Ms. Margaret’s office to share with her this wonderful news. Without
her guidance and assistance, I could not have made it that far. She congratulated me on becoming a member of PTK
society and told me the words I will never forget: “You should transfer to a four-year university instead of stopping at your
Associates Degree. You are a hard-working student, and I see big potential in you. Just believe in yourself.” And from that
moment, I decided to raise the bar even higher and transfer to a four-year university in the future. That became my most
important goal.
When I was coming to an end of my journey at Wright, the closer I got the more scared I was. I reached the point
when I wanted to quit because I simply chickened out, but drastic times call for drastic measures, so I decided to write
down all of my “pros and cons” and while losing my mind on making this decision, something unexpected happened. By
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My Last Roommate
by Jacob Litz
“I thought we could work this out,” my roommate Jeff said to his girlfriend. “Fine, I guess some things just don’t
work.” He hung up the phone and turned to me and shook his head.
“Well, we broke up. Again,” he said.
I didn’t really know how to answer. I thought he just broke up with her two weeks ago. He just needs to move on. But,
that’s not my place.
“Well I’m sure with time it’ll work itself out,” I said, not really knowing what I even meant by that.
He sighed and said, “I need a drink.”
When we were at the bar, I was slightly worried because he just went right for it all right away. He seemed drunk, or
at least on that path within the first hour. Right as he was really looking his worst, I noticed his now ex-girlfriend Jessica walk
into the bar. Oh dear god, you have to be kidding me, I thought to myself.
“I’ll be right back, I have to go to the bathroom,” I said to him quickly as I scurried over to her.
“What are you doing here?” I said.
“Is Jeff here?” she asked back.
“Yes, but you have to leave right now. Just go,” I said abruptly to her. She then did what I asked, surprisingly enough.
I turned back to Jeff. He hadn’t noticed she was even there luckily. We were there for only about another hour or so
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Aurora turns the pages back to the first page of her diary that she had left intentionally empty on the first day
she started writing it, the day she first came to the United States. She had left it blank because she was waiting for the
perfect words to start her story. Finally now she has found them.
She writes:
What if a mirror keeps more secrets than you think?
If things are black on the one side, they are white on the other. Look for the solutions to your problems on the other
side of the mirror--deep inside of you. The eyes- they see, but never blame the mirror, if you don’t like the reflection.
She takes a walk to the forest preserve near her house. It is a freezing, winter day. It is not really a forest, just a
square of land and a couple of poor-looking trees, nothing resembling the forest that she just came back from in her
memories. She takes a shovel and starts digging into still-frosty ground. She buries her diary in hopes that someone,
someday will find it and learn a lesson that she once learned to believe in oneself.
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The next morning I awoke to the two of them talking over coffee at our kitchen table. I let out a deep sigh, turned
around, and went straight back into my room.
Upon returning to my room, I powered on my computer. Netflix time! Oh no, I really need some coffee. I’ll just slip
past their BS conversation and pray they’re too focused on that to notice me at all.
When I walked into the kitchen again and tried to pass by nonchalantly, I noticed something strange. Dead silence.
The crying and moaning had become silenced, at least temporarily.
Initially I thought they had left, but as I turned the corner to head back to my room with my full cup of coffee in
hand, there they were. Glaring up at me from the table from which they sat. The awkward silence built as I gave them a
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quick half smile as I scurried on back to my room.
Once I reentered my room and shut the door behind me, I felt the weight of the stress and tension that was previously there leave my shoulders.
This problem, it’s not even mine. I shouldn’t be involved. Yet I am. This whole thing is ridiculous. Their on and
off again nonsense is really bringing in some intense negative vibes into this place, making it just weird to be around. I
need to bring this up to Jeff in a discrete fashion.
A few hours had passed by and I now felt it to be safe to come out of my room. I walked out to find Jeff just
chilling on the couch, watching some soccer game. Thank God she is gone.
“Oh, hey man!” he said. I gave him a quick head nod and joined him there on the couch.
“So, Jess,” I said.
“Oh, we’re definitely good now,” he said as he interrupted. “This time we really talked things out and got to the
bottom of everything.”
Oh great here we go. Again. You have got to be kidding me. “That’s good to hear, man,” I said as I lied through
my teeth.
Damn fools. When will they learn? They both need a wakeup call of some kind.
“So just out of pure curiosity,” I said, trying to be discrete as possible. “What is the thing that keeps pulling you
guys back together every time you break up?”
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when I knew it was just time for him to go because of the current condition he was in. We walked or, in his case, stumbled
back to the apartment. When we got in, it was still early, maybe 11 or so. He crashed almost immediately after we returned
home. Soon after that I heard a knock on the door. I opened it to find a teary-eyed Jessica.
“What is it now?” I said to her, now feeling quite irritated by all the nonsense surrounding me.
“I’m so sorry this is all my fault! I just need to talk to him,” she said.
“That’ll have to wait until morning, he’s not doing too great right this moment,” I said.
“Alright, I just need to fix things,” she said.
I shook my head. This isn’t my problem, None of this is my problem.
“If you want to come back tomorrow, feel free, I guess,” I said.
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When I had finished up at the gym, it was only about 3 o’clock in the afternoon. I needed somewhere to go and
something to do.
I called up a group of my old friends from high school, and we were all able to meet up for a while that night.
By the time I was all done with that, it was only about 11:30, but at this point I felt safe enough to return home.
I saw no sign of them when I first walked in. And I did not feel like looking around to see if they were there. So
I just proceeded to act like no one was home and went into my room. The less I see of them, the better.
The weekend had finished up and I was actually very excited to get back to work. I think it was the most productive I had ever been on a Monday.
When the day had finished up, I felt decent, refreshed, and renewed. Not your typical Monday feel. But hey, it
was the first day in a while that did not incorporate any kind of weird behavior around me.
The week had been passed by relatively quickly and my good mood remained throughout the duration of this time.
As the weekend approached again, I anticipated the drama slowly creeping up again as it did so often on the weekends for
Jessica and Jeff.
Strangely enough, nothing really happened. Well, that I knew of. I stayed out of their way and everything seemed to
be going quite well. And, hey, my urge to leave the house and go to the gym is actually getting me into shape. Is this one of
those unexpected win-win situations?
As time passed, I actually began to believe that things had finally settled down. Maybe the relationship between my
roommate and his crazy girlfriend was actually beginning to mature.
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He looked off-put that I asked him this, but then he responded.
“Uh, you know how it is with us. We just love each other too much,” he said.
At this point I’m pretty sure my jaw literally dropped. Really. That’s it? Really?
I shook my head as if I understood what exactly he meant by that.
The blank expression on my face must have continued for several minutes after the initial shock because I noticed Jeff look over at me several times thereafter.
Throughout much of the time we were sitting watching the game, there was an eerie silence between the two of
us. It was an awkward feeling, the first I felt in my own home.
The game was nearing the end when I finally got up to leave.
“I’m gonna go work out, I’ll be back later,” I said as I hurried into my room to gather my things for the gym.
On my way out Jeff said quickly, “Oh hey, Jess will be over later! Just to let you know. We’ll probably just hang
out here or something”
Okay so I won’t be able to stay here tonight. Great.
I’m pretty sure they are the crazy ones and not me, right? I mean they just broke up, got back together, and now
everything is fine as if nothing ever happened. And this is definitely not the first time this has happened to them. Talk
about self-destruction.
I took off and headed for the gym. I needed to run off the ongoing annoyance that had been brought into my
life.
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Until the strangeness that surrounds them both started back up again.
It was about midway through the week, I was heading to gym as I had been doing lately and just as I was entering the
gym, I saw Jessica across the street about to enter a coffee shop.
I was about to yell her name when she made eye contact with me. Just when I thought she was going to walk over and say
“Hi,” she took off in the other direction.
What. Okay. Definitely something going on there.
I did not care enough to figure what that was all about so I continued into the gym.
I figured I would just confront her about it, one-on-one when I saw her next, just to not raise anything with her and Jeff.
After the gym, I went home. When I arrived, I found a concerned looking Jeff.
“Hey, man, what’s up?” I asked.
“Hey, I think we need to talk,” he responded.
Okay. This cannot be good, I thought as I shook my head.
“Jessica called me and she said you ducked her on the street and just ignored her. What’s that about?” he said.
I did not know what to say. On one hand, I did not want to ruin a good thing between Jeff and Jess. On the other, Jess did
play it off as if I were the asshole in this situation.
“You know what? I may have missed her. I’ll just call and apologize,” I said.
“Oh great! Thank you,” Jeff said, relieved to get out of the middle of this confrontation between his best friend and girlfriend.

I went in my room to go and call her. I dialed and waited.
“Hello?” she answered.
“Hey, what exactly happened today,” I asked.
“You ignor..” she said as I interrupted.
“That’s not what happened. I know the story you told Jeff. I know that’s not what happened. So let’s not play dumb
here,” I said.
“What are you trying to say?” she said defensively.
“Nothing! I just want to know what exactly you were doing. I covered for you for some stupid reason. I lied to my friend
just for your well-being. All of this after you made me look like the asshole. I think I at least deserve the truth,” I said, getting
angrier.
“You know what. I know you never liked me from the beginning,” she said.
What! That does not address this problem! Even though that’s probably an accurate statement.
“Look, I know you didn’t want me to see you there. I know you probably didn’t want Jeff to know you were meeting
someone there,” I said.
“Who said I was meeting someone?” she asked.
“You wouldn’t have taken a 180 and bolted if you were innocent here,” I said.
“You’re seriously accusing me of cheating? You have no right. You don’t know anything,” she said getting more and more
irritated with my logical questioning.
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“Maybe you’re right, maybe you did nothing wrong. Next time, don’t throw me into the middle of your problems,” I said
as I hung up before she could get the last word in.
Dear God. Why does Jeff date this unstable crazy woman? I mean pretty much anyone would be a better choice than her!
I went back out to see Jeff. He was in the middle of making pasta for dinner.
“Hey, everything go alright?” he asked.
“Oh yeah, all just a big misunderstanding. Things should be all good,” I said.
This is the last time I ever cover for her. I gave her this one last chance, but after this I’m telling Jeff everything. He deserves better than this. Hopefully she’s now smart enough to not through me under the bus again. However, I also wouldn’t be
surprised if she screwed everything up.
I proceeded through the remainder of the week as usual. And it went smooth. But as the weekend approached, I knew
Jess would be over.
I realized there was an old face I hadn’t seen in a while. My mom. She lives about three hours away and I decided I would
go and stay by her for this weekend.
I called her up to confirm that it was okay for me to go out there and began packing up a few things.
Jeff noticed me packing a few of some things up.
“Going somewhere?” he asked.
“Yeah, I’m heading out to go see my mom this weekend. Should be good to get away for a little while. Plus, I haven’t seen
her in a while,” I said.
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He lingered for a short while as if something else was bothering him.
“Um. Do you think there’s anything up with…” he said as he stopped midsentence.
“Up with...?” I asked.
“Well, Jess and I are were hanging out the other night. She kept getting these texts. Her phone just kept vibrating! I
decided to take a peek at her phone after she fell asleep. I know it’s totally not right to do that. But I just wanted to make sure
everything is alright, you know?” he said.
“And?” I said.
“There was nothing there, no recent text messages from anyone but me. Maybe it was just a phone call or something
else, I really don’t know. Do you think there might be something else there?” he asked.
Yes there is Jeff. Is this really my place to get deeply involved here? Yes, right?
“I’m, uh. I’m really not sure,” I said.
He just shook his head and continued on his way.
I headed out that night and got by without seeing Jessica. So I was slightly relieved and relaxed when I was heading
out, which was a rarity when I usually see my mother.
I arrived at my mom’s that night, not much talking was done because I got there rather late. She greeted me at the
door and went to bed shortly thereafter.
The next morning we went to breakfast at a local diner near her house. I then explained to her the strange situation
surrounding me.
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him a call.
The phone rang while I patiently waited.
“Uhh, hello?” said Jeff.
“Dude, where are you?” I asked.
“Who is this?” he asked.
“Who the hell do you think it is? I got home last night and you weren’t here. I got up, still no sign of Jeff!” I said.
“I’m in Vegas,” he said.
“Vegas? Las Vegas? Nevada?” I said.
“Do you know of any others?’ he replied.
About a million question raced through my head.
“Why? What? Don’t you work today?” I mumbled out.
“I got the week off,” he said calmly back to me.
“Why are you in Vegas?” I asked.
Just as I muttered out the money question it hit me. Champagne, Vegas, he’s going to marry Jess.
“Well, Jess told me to keep it a secret. But, we’re eloping tomorrow!” he said joyously.
I had absolutely no idea what to say to that.
“Are you there?” he asked after several seconds of silence.
“Uh yeah! Yeah. Yeah. Congrats,” I finally spit out the correct word most friends would use in a situation such as this.
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She took all of this in and tried to put together some words of wisdom for me to hear.
“Do you remember Jenifer Pulowski?” she asked.
“Jenifer? My girlfriend from freshman year of high school,” I said, shocked she remembered.
“She was always very nice to me and to your father, but I knew she was never a good influence on you,” she said.
“Mom, where exactly are you going with this?” I asked.
“I knew if I tried and tell you to stay away, it would only make you want to stay with her. So I let things run their course
and you eventually saw this for yourself,” she said.
“Ah, yes,” I said and nodded in agreement as if she had just made some profound and philosophical point.
My mom is really as sweet lady, but she fails to realize this does not pertain to my current situation at all! Jeff is an adult,
he’s not in some kind of rebellious teenage phase. And I’m not his parent. He does what he wants, I’m just his friend.
I spent the rest of the weekend by my mom’s. By Sunday at 3, I could not wait to get back home, so I hit the road then.
I don’t think I got anything out of this experience, but at least I avoided the awkwardness at my own home.
I think I need to move.
I returned home that evening to an empty bottle of champagne on the kitchen counter. I looked around and saw no one
was here. Odd.
I turned on the TV and waited for Jeff to come home. But as time passed I grew tired. Around 10:30 I decided enough is
enough, I need to go to bed. I have work tomorrow.
I woke up the next day and still I saw no sign of Jeff. I should really make sure he’s not in a ditch somewhere, and give
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to have if they want it and that I moved out. I included my new address and wished them well.
I never heard back from either of them. No calls or anything. That part really does not bother me. What does, however, is that I let my friend commit to a relationship that wasn’t ready for marriage. When they get a divorce, some of the blame
will fall on me.
I heard through one of our mutual friends, shortly after all of this went down, that Jessica was pregnant. I can’t help
but think that maybe, just maybe that baby is not Jeff ’s.
Sure he’s a fool and she is insane. But I was the one who could have prevented this and saved my friend some future
misery.
I hope one day he’ll understand and learn for himself how wrong they are for one another.
My mom’s idea of it’ll work itself will eventually be possible. But the damage will have already been done.
I’m not sure what I could have done differently. But I now know, I cannot get caught up in the drama of others. There
is too much guilt that can get attached.
Attachment is something I’ll just need to do without. My problems my own. No more, no less.
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“Alright, well, I’ll catch you later, man,” he said.
“Yeah, see ya,” I said back and hung up.
Well so much for my mom’s theory of leave it alone and everything will be fine. Shocker that one didn’t work.
I should just let this one go. Friends only last so long.
As I panned through all the bad ideas in my head, I realized I needed to be at work in 20 minutes. So I left my guilt at my
house and headed out.
The day in the office just seemed to drag as I could not stop thinking of my poor friend and the mess he was about to get
himself into.
I thought of driving to the airport and stopping what could be the worst mistake of his life.
Once the ridiculous and impossible ideas eventually exited my mind, it was time to face reality. I need to move. Two bedrooms is too many for just myself.
When I finished work and got home, I began to look for a new more efficient one bedroom apartment. No more roommates. I don’t need any external drama entering my life.
I found a place and set up an appointment to see it for the following day after work.
The next day cruised by unlike the previous. I went to go take a look at what become my next apartment. They told me
once I passed the credit check, the place would be mine to have.
I began packing my things the next day. I did not want to have the guilt of seeing Jeff as a married man.
By the time the week had ended, I knew they were back in the apartment. I left them a note just saying the place is theirs
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Unforgiving Heart
by Vesten Kerlu

Scene One
Scene opens in a low lit apartment, in the bedroom of Wesley, a five foot six inch tall, African American bachelor
in his early twenties. He and a mysterious woman lie in bed. The woman is a few inches shorter than he is, he always liked
the shorter girls, light skinned, beautiful African American woman, so beautiful she looks as if she’s never been asleep. The
two of them met the previous night at a new club Wesley and his friends were attending. He is still fast asleep but she lies
awake, making attempts to wake him
Woman: Wake up sleepy head.
Wesley grunts and rolls over.
Woman: (Sensually) Wesley.
She runs her hand gently down across his chest, and lightly kisses his shoulder.
Woman: Wesley.
Her hand continues to move down his chest and onto his abdomen, she then kisses his cheek and slowly moves her hand
onto his genitals and kisses his chest. Wesley slowly opens his eyes, rubbing them to get a clearer image of the woman lying
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on his chest and hand still on his genitals.
Woman: (Smiling) Finally, you’re up.
Wesley: Barely.
He rolls her onto her back and makes an attempt to go back to sleep. She then reaches into his underwear in an attempt to
keep him awake.
Wesley: Just five more minutes.
Woman: I don’t think so, you sleep too long. (Kissing his shoulder)
Wesley climbs back on top of her. She smiles.
Wesley: (In reference to his penis.) Alright, you got him up. Now you gotta put him down.
He kisses her and pins her to the bed. Then kisses her neck and chest. She smiles excited and satisfied as he slowly kisses
lower and lower. He goes underneath the cover and she throws her head back in pleasure. The camera pans up until it
reaches the ceiling, then transitions out.
Scene Two
Forty-five minutes later. The two of them are heavily panting in the kitchen, the woman sitting on the counter in
her underwear, Wesley standing in front of her completely nude. She slides down onto the floor and lies flat still panting.
Wesley walks away going into the bedroom to find his underwear.

Wesley: (From bedroom.) I’m starving.
Woman: (Panting.) I can make some breakfast.
Wesley: Great idea. I’d kill for some French toast right now.
Woman: I make the best French toast.
Wesley steps out into the living room in pajama pants with no shirt.
Wesley: I highly doubt that. My mother makes THE best French toast known to man.
Wesley walks into the kitchen and leans on the counter while the woman continues to lie on the floor. Now lying on her
stomach with both hands under her chin.
Woman: (Laughing/teasing.) I see we have a mama’s boy on our hands.
Wesley: If by mama’s boy you mean I love my mother dearly, then yes. But that has nothing to do with recognizing the
best when you’ve had it. My mother taught me not to sugar coat things ever, so if your French toast aren’t as good as
you say they are, don’t expect me to go easy on you.
The woman gets up from the floor and stands in front of Wesley, leaning between his legs.
Woman: I expect no sympathy. (She leans in slowly.) I know that I make some delicious ass French toast.
(She leans so close that their lips brush when they speak, luring Wesley in for a kiss. Wesley tries to kiss her but she walks
away just in time.)
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Wesley: I’m eating them aren’t I?
Woman: That doesn’t mean anything.
Wesley: Yes it does. I don’t eat anything I don’t like.
Wesley grabs his cup of coffee and begins to take a sip.
Woman: (Blushing.) I knew you liked me.
The remark catches Wesley off guard and he spits his coffee out in laughter
Wesley: I see you don’t care what you say.
Woman: (Gasps/whining) you just spit coffee all over meeee. Now I’m all sticky.
Wesley: (laughing)
Woman: It’s not funny.
Wesley: I’m not laughing at the coffee being on you, I’m laughing at the fact that you said now you’re all sticky. It
sounds like a cliché porno line.
The woman tries to make it look as if she is too upset to laugh, although she finds it funny as well.
Wesley: If it’ll make you feel better, look. (He tilts his plate and pours the remaining syrup on to his chest.) Now I’m all
sticky.
Woman: (Laughing.) You just made it seem more like a cliché porno.
Wesley: That’s the last time I try to make you feel better.
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Wesley: (Laughs.) I guess we’ll just have to find out, won’t we.
Wesley: (Aside) she stood in my kitchen in only boy shorts, a bra, and my favorite apron gathering the materials she
needed to prepare the French toast. I decided to make my famous brew of coffee, everyone woman I’d ever made this brew
for absolutely loved it. I would share the details, but that would take away one of the most crucial aspects of a morning at
my place. Not many women got to stay until the morning, it was typically just an in-and-out process. So my coffee recipe is
kind of a big deal. An even bigger deal was my dinner table, no one aside from myself has EVER eaten there. I’ve only eaten at it once or twice, I usually do whenever I dined alone, which was almost never. I’d paid $600 for that table, I wasn’t
letting just anybody eat at it.
Woman: How do you like your eggs?
Wesley: Scrambled. With provolone cheese, there’s some in the fridge in the bottom left drawer.
She walks to the fridge and gets the cheese. She returns to the stove and finishes breakfast. Scene transitions, the two of
them remain in the kitchen. They stand over the counter and eat their food, Wesley is leaning against the counter with a
plate in one hand and fork in the other. The woman sits on the counter and watches Wesley awaiting his approval.
Woman: Sooo?
Wesley: Sooo?
Woman: Are they not delicious?
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Scene Three
The camera fades in, slowly approaching a shower with a closed black satin curtain, steam is visible above
the curtain. The sounds of laugher are heard from inside the shower. Wesley and the woman are bickering about who
should stand underneath the shower head. The camera reaches the curtain and the angle switches to right above the
two of them.
Wesley: Fine, I’ll stand in the back. The view is ten times better back here anyway.
Woman: What kinda grown man invests this much attention to his shower?
Wesley: It didn’t take that much attention. & I like things a certain way. Get off my back.
Woman: I’m just saying, I’ve never seen a shower this detailed.
Wesley: That’s why it’s so detailed. I want everything I do to be remembered, and to scream “I’m not like anyone
else!”
Woman: It’s all pretty…Metrosexual.
Wesley: What did you just call me?
Woman: Metrosexual. Don’t worry, it doesn’t mean what you think it means. It just means that you put a large
amount of attention into your appearance and grooming.
Wesley: Because I enjoy nothing but the best, I have to be a mereosexual?
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(Aside)The truth is I wasn’t trynna comfort her, well not completely. My real motivation was to give the both of
us an excuse to use the miracle I called my shower. I’d spent about $2,000 to have it custom made. With 8 speeds, LED
lights in the shower head, and an automated system better than Siri.
Woman: It’s all your fault anyway.
Wesley: No it’s not. You’re the one who made me laugh, I was minding my own business trynna eat my breakfast.
Woman: Yeah yeah yeah. Blame me. Where’s your bathroom?
Wesley: Right over there. Past the bedroom.
Woman: Thanks. I’m going to take a shower, you’re welcome to join me.
Wesley: I’m welcome to join? It’s my shower. You’re welcome to join ME, in MY shower.
Woman: Whatever Wesley. I just wanna shower. I hate being all sticky for the wrong reasons. (She smirks seductively)
Wesley: You just don’t stop do you?
Woman: Nope.
Wesley laughs as they enter the bathroom. He turns and closes the door behind himself and the scene fades out as the
camera pans to the floor.
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Scene Four
Wesley is exiting the bathroom with a big grin. The woman lies in the bathroom in the tub exhausted. Wesley
enters the (living room/bedroom) he quickly glances at the digital clock on the stand beside him and notices the time
and looks slightly panicked.
Wesley: I’m late! Sorry babes, but we’re gonna have to cut this spectacular morning short. I have an extremely important meeting to get to in 30 minutes.
Woman: What time is it?
Wesley: About half past nine.
Woman: Oh shit.
She frantically exits the bathroom, scurrying for her belongings.
Wesley: What’s wrong?
Woman: I almost forgot, I have a business brunch with two very important clients in two hours.
Wesley: You have two whole hours, I have 30 minutes, yet you’re the one running around like a headless chicken.
Woman: You don’t stay an hour away from here, you’re already home nor do you require an hour to get dressed.
Wesley: You’re right.
Woman: Thank you.
Wesley: It takes two. All of this doesn’t just happen. Rome wasn’t built overnight, neither was Wesley Jer’on Barret.
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Woman: Metrosexual.
Wesley: Whatever.
Woman: Don’t take offense to it, it’s kinda sexy. Most metrosexuals are great in bed because they know what they like.
They generally feel they have something to prove so they tend to dominate.
Wesley: Why didn’t you lead with that? (He wraps his arms around her waist and kisses her neck)
She turns around and he pins her against the wall, they kiss passionately. He pauses after a moment.
Wesley: Watch this. Alexa!
Alexa: (A robotic woman’s voice) Yes Wesley?
Wesley: Play my shower playlist.
Alexa: Of course Wesley. Playing “My shower” playlist.
A soft R&B song begins to play faintly over the speakers inside the shower, increasing in volume slowly.
Woman: (Shocked/laughing) definitely metrosexual. Who has a virtual shower assistant, and listens to love songs
while in the shower? You haveHe interrupts her with a kiss, she smiles and kisses him back. She switches places with him, Wesley now pinned against the
wall. She kisses his neck, continuing down to his genitals. The camera slowly pans away from them as Wesley slowly tilts
his head back in ecstasy. Scene fades out.
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Yet I am still so calm, and so cool.
Woman: Well, all of us can’t own our own advertising firm, now can we Mr. Barret.
Wesley: What’s that supposed to mean?
The woman is yelling from different rooms as she searches through the entire apartment for her shoe.
Woman: Found it. (Putting on her shoe as she hops to the door.) It means nothing, I have to go.
Wesley walks her to the door, and opens it. She steps out.
Woman: (Smiling) This was fun.
Wesley: Yeah it was.
Woman: We should do it again sometime, you have my number. Call me.
Wesley: After a morning like this, I might just call you as soon as you get in your car.
Woman: (Laughing) Good-bye Wesley.
Wesley waves good-bye and slowly shuts the door. As he walks away he exchanges dialogue with himself.
Wesley: (Mimicking the woman) “Call me.” I’m definitely gonna call you Miss…
He pauses for a moment.
Miss? I…I never got her name. Hmph. Guess I won’t be calling her after all.
He checks the time again and is reminded that he is running late, he frantically rushes into the bedroom. As he exits frame

Scene Five
Wesley is entering the frame as he exits his apartment building, stepping out onto the street. He is dressed in a
three piece black suit with a black shirt. He is wearing no tie, instead his top button is undone as he likes to feel more attractive than business robot. His phone begins to ring pulls it out and answers as he walks to his car.
Wesley: Good morning Lilly
Lilly: Where are you Jer’on? I’ve been here an hour now.
Wesley: I’m walking to the car now, I over slept. I’ll be there in about 25 minutes.
Lilly: You were with a girl weren’t you?
Wesley: No Lil’ I was not with a girl, I just over slept.
Lilly: You use the same excuse every time you’re with a girl, I thought no woman came before family.
Wesley: Maybe I just use the same excuse every time I over sleep.
Lilly: Don’t get smart with me boy.
Wesley: I apologize if it sounded as if I were getting smart with you ma’am. You know you’re the most important woman in my life. (He steps into a silver luxury car)
Lilly: Uh huh. You never let a girl stay the night. If the girl stayed the night then she must had been special, shoulda
brought her along.
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He hangs up the phone, buckle’s his seat belt and flips through radio stations before finding one he likes. He goes on
to check his mirrors, when he looks into the rear view mirror he smiles at his reflection. The camera transitions from
inside the car with him to the back of it. He drives away and as the car exits frame, the scene ends.
Scene Six
Christian is at home in his bedroom getting dressed to meet his sister and brother at the restaurant for their
biweekly brunch. He is half dressed, wearing black dress pants, black dress shoes, but no shirt. Jasmine is lying on the
bed wearing only the blankets and sheets. She tries to convince him to get back into bed. He is searching for his shirt.
Christian: Babe, you know I’d love to stay. But I can’t. We’ve been doing since my father left, it was what got us
through the cheating and the divorce. I cannot cancel, they’re all I got.
Jasmine: You leaving me is crushing me, but you don’t care about that.
Christian: Of course I care. But I will not hurt my little sister to stay here and have great sex with you, no matter
how much I would like to. The sex, not hurting my sister, I love my sister dearly.
Jasmine: What harm could missing one brunch do?
Christian: A lot. I’m all they have, I’m the oldest and if I back out then it shows them that it’s okay if they do so too.
And it’s not okay, we started this tradition to help my mother get over her divorce. Now that she’s gone it’s our job
to keep it up. Have you seen my shirt?
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Wesley: Lil’, can we not talk about this? I’ll be there in a minute.
Lilly: Which is it Je’ron? A minute or 25?
Wesley: I’ll be there in about 25 minutes, but the longer we stay on the phone the harder it is to keep my word about
that. I can’t drive and talk at the same time. Has Christian even made there yet?
Lilly: No, but unlike you, he called and let me know he would be late.
Wesley: I apologize Lilly, I overslept. I didn’t know I would be late. Christian is probably just with some girl, and is
intentionally being late.
Lilly: For your information, he is still seeing Jasmine.
Wesley: Who?
Lilly: Jasmine. Christian’s girlfriend.
Wesley: Jasmine? Girlfriend? When? Wait, what? Who is Jasmine?
Lilly: Boy you got more questions than jeopardy contestants, just get your butt here.
Wesley: Alright. I’ll be there in 25 minutes.
Lilly: You said that 10 minutes ago.
Wesley: I can’t drive and talk on the phone Lil’, it’s illegal and extremely dangerous.
Lilly: Whatever boy, just hurry up.
Wesley: (Laughing) I’m on my way.
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Lilly: Yes, he didn’t answer. He must be driving.
Wesley: Now why is that when he’s late, you make an excuse for him, but when I tell you I overslept you think I’m
with some girl?
Lilly: Because you’re always with some girl, at least he has an actual girlfriend.
Wesley: Is that what this is about?
Lilly: Wesley, you are 22 and you’ve never had a real girlfriend.
Wesley: That’s not true, you remember Alexis from fifth grade? She was a real girlfriend. Until I met Amber. I asked
Alexis if would could be friends, but she got to blabbing on about cursing me, saying if I ever fall in love I’ll turn
into sand or some hoopla. I don’t remember, it was hard to understand through all the crying.
Lilly: Boy that don’t count for more reasons than one. And you broke that poor little girl’s heart, she was right to
try to curse you.
Wesley: That’s not fair, what about me? I had to put up with her bullying me for the rest of the school year until she
finally moved away in seventh grade.
Lilly: I didn’t know she bullied you.
Wesley: I know you didn’t. Had I told you, you would have come up to the school trynna fight her, what kinda man
would I be to run home to my little sister because an ex-girlfriend was pulling out strands of hair and whispering
weird chants every time she seen me. It was weird enough.
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Jasmine: If you stay, you could give them some nieces and nephews to take your place.
Christian: Hold on. Nuh uh. Imma need you to slow down, there is no way that the thought of children should be
crossing your mind this early on. Now look, I gotta go. I’ll call you as soon as it’s over.
He leans over as if he is going to kiss her, but instead snatches his shirt out from behind her where she had hid it from him.
Jasmine: Fine, leave me here all alone. Don’t expect me to be waiting when you get back.
Christian: I expect nothing of the sort actually. Make sure you lock the door when you leave, you have about an hour
before my security system automatically arms itself and leaves you trapped in here.
He throws his jacket over his shoulder and exits through the front door. Jasmine sits on the bed pouting. The scene ends.
Scene Seven
Wesley has just arrived at the restaurant, Lilly sits alone awaiting the arrival of both he and Christian. The sit
at an outside table on the restaurant’s patio, he walks over and hugs her, she kisses him on the cheek. Lilly is dressed in a
brightly colored dress, contrasting the black attire Wesley is currently wearing.
Lilly: It’s about time. Waited any longer I probably would be dust.
Wesley: Sorry Lilly. At least I’m here. (Laughing)
Lilly: Shut up. Have you talked to Chris?
Wesley: No, I thought he would be here by now. You tried calling him?
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Wesley: I should be asking you the exact same question, what’s this I hear about a girlfriend?
Christian: (Blushing) Aw yeah, Jasmine. She’s a cool girl, we’ve only been dating about three months now. But it’s
Coolie so far.
Wesley: Three months!? Y’all been together three months and I’m just now finding out? Come on now bro, I
thought we tell each other everything. Especially something like this.
Christian: I didn’t wanna speak on it too soon, but as soon as I knew it was what it is I intended to tell you.
Wesley: Come on son, you don’t keep a secret like that, we tell each other everything.
Christian: My bad kid, I didn’t know you’d be so tight about me not telling you.
Lilly: Instead of complaining, you should take some notes, maybe you’ll find you a steady girlfriend.
Wesley: (To Christian) Look, you what you’ve started. (Turns to Lilly) No hard feelings Lilly. You got her wondering
when Imma get in a relationship but didn’t even have the decency to tell me you were in one.
Christian: (Laughing.)Look here Wes, my bad man. Had I known it would cause her to want you to get in a relationship I would had told you sooner, it won’t happen again, man.
Lilly: Je’ron you’re 22 and never been in a serious relationship, how is that normal?
Christian: There was that one girl when he was in fifth grade, he didn’t tell you about her? She was too tight when
he dumped her, tried to put a hex on him and everything, maybe it worked.
Wesley: We’ll never know if it worked, because I’ll have to fall in love to find out.
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Lilly: Did Christian know about this?
Wesley: Yeah. But not until after she’d left. He couldn’t help anyway, he had his own girl troubles at the time.
Lilly: Girl troubles?
Wesley: Christian is worse than I am when it comes to girls, who do you think I learned from?
Lilly: Mom used to say you got it from your father.
Wesley: Really Lil’? I barely knew the man. Ask Christian, he probably won’t be honest with you about it, but ask him,
watch his face as he tries to lie. He always smiles and looks away.
Christian enters.
Wesley: Speak of the devil and he shall appear.
Lilly looks back and sees Christian approaching the table. He arrives at the table smiling.
Christian: Hey Lilly bean, sorry I’m late. I had to drop Jasmine off at home, then on the way here I got stuck in traffic.
I woulda answered when you called but the police were right beside me, you know they look for any excuse to execute
our people.
Lilly: See Jer’on, your brother has found some stability with one woman. You can learn something from him.
Christian: What’s going on Wes?
Wesley stands and the two of them shake hands and hug.
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Lilly: Because he’d at least been in two real relationships by then, you haven’t been in one. Don’t you dare bring up
that girl from fifth grade again.
Christian: Lil’, he’s only 22. He has a lot of maturing to do before he’s ready for a real relationship. Give him time,
he’ll find someone eventually.
Wesley: Imma ignore the negative part and just say thank you.
Lilly: (Ignoring them.) There is this one girl that Jasmine hangs out with that is drop dead gorgeous, there’s nothing
to dislike about her.
Wesley palms his face and shakes his head.
Christian: I believe that’s her cousin, Candice. You might actually like her Wes.
Lily: Look at that. Chris, call Jasmine and have her set it up.
Wesley: Lilly.
Lilly: Don’t Lilly me Jer’on. Christian call her and have her set it up.
Wesley: Lilly, did you forget I’m your big brother, not the other way around. I don’t need to be set up on no blind
dates. I can handle my own.
Christian: He’s right Lilly Bean, he doesn’t need any help. You gotta let him find his Mrs. Right on his own.
Lilly: Either you make the call, or I will. The choice is yours, but no matter what the call will be made.
Wesley: You wouldn’t.
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Lilly: (Disregarding his remark) Imma hook you up with one of my friends, how do you think Chris met Jasmine? I
actually think she has a sister, right Chris?
Christian: Not one that he would like or could date.
Lilly: What do you mean?
Christian: She has two sisters, one may have him cellmates with that Subway guy, and the other isn’t his type.
Lilly: Not his type?
Christian: I don’t know if you know this, but Wes is extremely particular about everything he does. Including the
women he engages. So setting him up with one of your friends might not be the best idea. (Laughing)
Lilly: I’m telling Jasmine.
Christian: Wait, not her. All your other friends, all the ones that aren’t her.
Lilly: Mhm. I’m still telling.
Christian: Still as big a snitch as you were when we were kids.
Wesley: Lilly, you do realize that Christian is only three years older than I am and has JUST now gotten into a relationship?
Lilly: Your point?
Wesley: My point being, he wasn’t in a relationship at 22 so why should I be?
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Lilly reaches into her purse and pulls out her cellphone.
Wesley: You’re bluffing.
She goes into her contacts and goes to Jasmine’s name.
Christian: Alright! Alright, Sorry Wes.
Christian pulls out his phone and steps away from the table, Wesley sinks down into his seat both embarrassed and irritated.
Lilly: Don’t look at me like that. If ma’ were here she woulda done the same thing.
Wesley: I told you I didn’t want a relationship right now, Chris knows me better than anybody and even he can see that
I’m not ready for a serious relationship.
Lilly: Jer’on, if you are so sure it won’t work out, then what’s stopping you from going on one date? You go on one date
and behave in a manner that won’t purposely sabotage the date, and whatever happens beyond that, happens. If you
never see her again, so be it. If you decide to have another date with her, so be it. But do not sit here and mope and
pout as if I’m asking the world of you. It’s what ma’ woulda wanted, I can see that you’re not truly happy. Besides, she
might not even wanna go out with your stubborn ass.
Christian returns to the table.
Christian: Coincidentally the two of them were together.
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Lilly: You call it coincidence, I call it fate.
Christian: But she just wants to see a picture of you before she makes a decision, I gave them your Instagram and
Jas said she’ll text me once she get an answer.
Wesley: Just one date. And I’m only doing it for you and ma’.
Lilly: I don’t care why you do it, as long as you do it and behave like the gentleman the gentleman mama raised you
to be.
Christian receives a text.
Christian: She says she likes what she sees, she’s free this Friday for dinner. I gave her your number, she should text
you before the evening ends.
Lilly: Thank you Chris, that wasn’t so hard, was it?
Wesley: Chris, since you wanna play match maker, you & Jasmine have to double date.
Christian: Come on man, you see she made me do it. Why punish me?
Wesley: For not telling me you had a girlfriend for three months.
Christian: Should have seen it coming.
Lilly: Now we can eat. She signals the waiter.
Christian and Wesley exchange stunned expression, as they are astounded by how much Lilly reminds them of their
mother. The camera turns away from them slowly, turning out into the street, then closing out.
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Wesley: Don’t try to throw that in my face.
Christian: I’m just saying man, if you gonna tell her you’re gonna do something then you owe it to her to keep your
word.
Wesley: I’m gonna keep my word, I’m still gonna go on the stupid date. What I do before hand is my business.
Christian: Why you gotta act like I’m the enemy?
Wesley: Why you gotta act like the enemy?
Christian: How? How am I acting like the enemy?
Wesley: It’s not even worth talking about. I gotta get dressed.
Christian: Nah, you ain’t been trynna get dressed this whole time. So how am I the enemy?
Wesley: I’m not getting into this with you right now. Wouldn’t want to upset your little girlfriend.
Christian: There it is. I knew that’s what it was about.
Wesley: You ain’t know shit.
Christian: How many times do I have to say sorry before you get over me not telling you about Jasmine?
Wesley: Apologizing won’t change the fact that you didn’t trust me enough to let me know that you were in a relationship. You broke the pact!
Christian: What pact?
Wesley: When mom and dad got divorced, we swore we would never make the same mistake they did. We promised
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Scene Eight
It is Friday night, Wesley is at home getting dressed for the date. Christian arrives, he knocks on the door, it’s
already unlocked. As he walks in a woman is walking out, one he’s never seen before. Wesley is in the living room half
dressed. Christian is both stunned and confused as to who the woman who’d just left was and why it is Wesley isn’t dressed
yet.
Christian: Who was that?
Wesley: Who?
Christian: That’s how you wanna play it?
Wesley: Look, you don’t tell me about your new girlfriend. I don’t tell you about every woman that comes in and out of
my apartment.
Christian: (Puts his hands up chest level and backs away.) Okay. At least explain to me why it is that we are supposed to
be meeting Jasmine and Candice in thirty minutes and you’re still not ready.
Wesley: Something came up.
Christian: Like what Wes? Whoever that was that just left?
Wesley: Maybe. What’s it matter anyway? It’s just a date with a girl I have no real interest in getting to know.
Christian: A date with my girlfriend’s cousin. A date you told Lilly you would go on for her and Ma’.
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Wesley: He’s more of your father than he is mine.
Christian: You can pretend that makes sense. And put on a different shirt, we can’t be wearing the exact same
thing, it’s tacky.
Wesley goes into the bedroom for a new shirt, moments later he returns with a white shirt, no tie, with the top button
undone.
Christian: No jacket?
Wesley: Can we just go now?
Christian: Fine. I’m driving.
Wesley: Ok.
Christian: But we’re taking your car.
Wesley: Wait, what? What’s wrong with your car?
Christian: Nothing. (He walks out of the door.)
Wesley: Why can’t we take your car?
Wesley follows Christian out of the door, when the door closes the scene ends.
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each other that we would never abandon one another; that we would always be there no matter what.
Christian: None of that has happened, so how have I broken the pact!?
Wesley: A part of making the same mistake they did is getting into a relationship, falling in love, the whole nine yards.
Not only that, now that you’re in a relationship you’re going to start putting her before us.
Christian: Wes man, we’re only dating. We’re not married or anything. You and I spend almost every waking hour
together, we work together, we hang out together, and we pick up girls together. You’re my little brother and my best
friend, no matter what happens in life no woman will ever change that.
Wesley: You say that now.
Christian: Imma always say that. (He walks over to Wesley, and grabs his head.) You ain’t got nothing to worry about,
nobody will ever come between us.
Christian extends his hand, Wesley accepts the handshake and the two of them hug.
Christian: Now get your ass ready, we already late enough. Don’t think I ain’t telling Lilly about this.
Wesley: Come on man. She’s already on my back about getting into a relationship as is.
Christian: Shoulda thought about that before you decided to make us late.
Wesley: Wuss.
Christian: Your father.

126

The Pact is intended to be a coming of age story of sorts that follows four young adults who are life long friends, and
the routes in which they steer their respective lives some 15 years later. It serves as a testament to the age-old adage:
“Only I can change my life. No one can do it for me”. The play touches on several different topics such as youth parenting, drug use, uncertainty, and the value of friendship, among many others.
[SCENE 1]
(January 2000. Chicago, Illinois. 4155 South Sawyer Ave. The interior of a basement. Late Afternoon. Lights up on a
group of young men sitting around a coffee table. CESAR(CES/pronounced: SEEz), a slim, charismatic male, is on
his laptop sitting next to ENRIQUE(KIKE/pronounced: KEE kay), a long haired, musician type who is plucking out
notes on his acoustic guitar. On the couch opposite them RAFAEL(RAFA), an artistic, witty, dark haired male sits
next to EDUARDO(LALO), an athletic, big shot type who has a baseball in his hands. On the table in front of them is
a black book(for sketching) and pen, a bong, a grinder, some weed, some cigarettes, and four beers.)
			
LALO: Go ahead and laugh, but I’m telling you..as big as your fucking head!
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CES: You’re full of shit!
LALO: Dude, I’m not fucking playing!
RAFA: (Sarcastically)Yeah ok bro. They don’t call you “the man with half a stomach” for no reason.
LALO: (Suddenly serious) Who calls me that shit?
ALL(Except LALO): WE DO! (They laugh)
LALO: Man, fuck you guys! (Hits the bong)
RAFA: Yo! Speaking of burgers though, are we gonna go get that food soon?
CES: We should finish these beers first man.
RAFA: If I sit here and wait for Lalo to finish that beer, I’ll starve. (Exits to kitchen)
KIKE: Motherfucker’s always fiending for something…
RAFA: (Offstage) I heard that shit!
KIKE: GOOD! (Lights a cigarette)
CES: Man, I can’t wait for graduation dude! I’m so ready to be out of that fucking place.
LALO: Dude, I felt the same way! I knew it was time for me to start my MLB career.
CES: HA! (Grabbing the bong off the table) Is this all part of the plan? (Indicating stuff on table)
LALO: You should talk Ces, Mr. I-wanna-be-a-cop-like-Pacino-in-Serpico!
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busy stocking up for armageddon. (Chuckles) She’s probably just gonna run it herself for a while. Sorry.
CES: Great. I’m fucked.
LALO: Dude, quit tripping. You’ll be fine, sonny.
CES: (Sarcastically) Yeah, you’re so wise bro! Cause you’re the oldest...Fuck outta here!
LALO: I’m wise because I’m gonna be a dad, asshole.
CES: (Out of frustration) You dropped out of college and plan on settling down with a family at the age of 19, what
about that is wise exactly? (Tense Moment)
RAFA: (Trying to diffuse the situation) Whoa, calm down ladies. You’re both pretty.
KIKE: But we all know I’m the prettiest! (They all laugh)
RAFA: Did any of you guys see that new piece I did over on 43rd?
KIKE: Did we see it? It’s all along the side of the building! (RAFA laughs)
RAFA: (Nonchalantly at first) Yeah...I snapped huh? (Looking up from blackbook)
CES: Most definitely bro, but when you gonna stop fucking with this street artist bullshit and make some money off
this? It’s cool that you can tag and whatnot, but I know you can make some real art too. You know, shit that’ll sell in an
art show?
RAFA: (Dismissing him) Shit…(Goes back to sketching) I don’t know man-CES: (Pressing the issue) And you won’t know until you actually try.
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CES: Whatever puto. (Hits the bong)
KIKE: He’s got a point man, you know that they drug test THOROUGHLY for those types of jobs right?
CES: (Holding the smoke) What do you mean “thoroughly”?
KIKE: I’m not sure, but I heard that shit can trace back as far as like 10 to 15 years.
CES: (Coughing) What the fuck?! (Begins looking up more info on internet)
RAFA: (Entering from kitchen with bag of chips) What I miss?
KIKE: Not much, I just finished crushing Cesar’s hopes and dreams. (CESAR flips him off without looking up)
RAFA: Aww. Don’t worry, I’m sure you’ll make a fine addition to the automotive detailing industry.
KIKE: Otherwise known as the car wash over on 42nd and Western.
LALO: (Laughing) Damn, ya’ll are dicks.
CES: (Reacting to the info online) You gotta be kidding me! They test your fucking hair?!
KIKE: I told you, man.
CES: What the fuck am I supposed to do now?
RAFA: Man, you got plenty of time to figure all that out. (Grabs black book and pen)
CES: Hey Lalo, your mom still got that house cleaning business? She hiring? You know I’m good with my hands man, I
helped you lay this carpet down, remember?
LALO: Nah man, with all the Y2K shit that was going on, no one was wasting time getting their houses cleaned. Too
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come over some time so you can bless my CD with your operatic voice.
CES: I’ll see if I can squeeze you in somewhere in my schedule. (They laugh)
KIKE: HA! Okay killer.
RAFA: Alright, for real though, I’m fucking starving. Can we go?
KIKE: Yeah, but what are we gonna get though?
RAFA: Tacos?
KIKE: Naw! You always want fucking tacos! Let’s get some pizza.
CES & LALO: I’m down.
RAFA: (Whatever) I guess…
LALO: But more importantly, what are we gonna watch when we get back? Kids?!
RAFA: Not while we eat, man...
KIKE: Yeah, I can recite that fucking movie now from how many times I’ve watched it.
CES: How bout American Pie?!
RAFA & LALO & KIKE: (All agree; ad lib)
RAFA: Hey, that reminds me. I been thinking, why don’t we make a little pact of our own? You know, like in the movie, only better.
LALO: Better? Whatchu mean?
RAFA: I don’t know...Since we all been boys for so long, why don’t we--like--all agree to meet up like 15 years from
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KIKE: You should listen too him dude. I actually know this guy from this Sum 41 concert I went to, he’s trying to put
together an art exhibit featuring pieces from unknown artists. I could give you his email, man…
RAFA: Yeah. Sure. Send it to me. I’ll try and hit him up.
LALO: (Suddenly Remembering) YOOOOOOOOO! So did I tell you guys that the Milwaukee Brewers are having
open tryouts soon?!
CES: No shit?
LALO: February 1st.
KIKE: Are you actually gonna try out?
LALO: FUCK YEAH!
RAFA: Good shit bro! I’d say you actually might even have a chance. I mean, you were on the team throughout high
school. You have SOME training.
KIKE: Are you bringing Vanessa with you?
LALO: Nah. She needs to stay here, doctor doesn’t recommend she travel right now. I’ll only be gone for most of the
day. Just gonna go to the tryout in Milwaukee and come back once it’s done.
CES: Fuck it. Good luck man. Let us know how it goes. (Moving on to next topic) Yo, Kike! How’s the demo coming
along?
KIKE: Pretty fucking good man. I got some tracks done already. Like four or five. But I still got a lot to go. You should
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CESAR: Yeah man, my bad. I have sort of been M.I.A. around here for a while.
EDUARDO: Try 10 years…
CESAR: Damn. Has it really been that long? (Beat.) Like I said though, I’m sorry man. One thing I definitely learned
after high school is that people drift apart. I thought it was just a natural thing that happened to everyone. But yeah,
now that you mention it I guess this is the first time I’m actually seeing you in like a decade. I haven’t seen Rafa in even
longer, or heard from him for that matter. I still hear from Kike every now and again, but that’s about it.
EDUARDO: Yeah. I’m telling you after high school everyone started going there separate ways. I haven’t heard from
Enrique in a long ass time, probably since he left for Law School. And me and Rafael had a falling out way back when
and he fell off the face of the earth after that.
CESAR: What was the fight about?
EDUARDO: Ahh stupid bullshit, you know how that goes!
CESAR: True, true. It’s too bad though. I was actually looking forward to chilling together like the good ol days.
EDUARDO: (Oh well) Yeah, but what can you do man? Shit happens.
CESAR: I guess…(noticing)Yo who’s that at the door? He looks like he’s trying to get your attention.
EDUARDO: (Glances over for literally one second) I don’t know who he is. Better read that sign. “CLOSED” buddy!
CESAR: Nah man! That’s Enrique! (Both get up to go receive him) What’s up man!?
(ENRIQUE enters)
ENRIQUE: (Setting down his coat and things) Not much dude. Wow, it’s good to see you two. It’s been a while, huh?
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now?
CES: This very spot?
LALO: Yeah.
KIKE: When exactly though? Like date and time.
RAFA: How bout midnight on Christmas Day, 15 years from now?
KIKE: Holy shit! We’ll be almost forty by then man. And on Christmas Day? That’s family time dude.
CES: And we are fucking “family”! That actually sounds pretty dope bro. Let’s do it! We’ll just meet here at Lalo’s mom’s
basement. Even if it’s just like for an hour. We’ll see how much we’ve changed, if at all.
LALO: I’m in! (To Rafa) This might be the best idea you’ve had in while. (Toasting) To the future!
RAFA & CES & KIKE: (All raise beer bottles for toast) To the future! (ALL bust out laughing)
[Blackout]
[SCENE]
[SCENE 2]
(Christmas Day 2015. Chicago, Illinois. 4155 South Sawyer Ave. The interior of an empty coffee shop. Midnight. Lights
up on CESAR, who is now 33, sitting at a table by himself. He is soon joined by EDUARDO, now 34, who runs the
coffee shop. EDUARDO brings with him an ice bucket with beers. They both open one.)
CESAR: (Toasting) Merry Christmas, bro.
EDUARDO: Merry Christmas, man. I’m surprised you actually remembered. It’s been TOOOO long.
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ENRIQUE: Wow. That’s crazy man. I mean, I know you two were always on bullshit, but I never thought you would
actually call it quits. If anything, I thought you’d definitely be married by now. Sorry to hear that.
EDUARDO: Yeah, well don’t be. I’m doing just fine. I’ve been with this other girl, Valerie, for a while now. Probably a
year or so after me and Vanessa ended it.
CESAR: No shit!? So you been with her for almost 5 years? You thinking of settling down with her?
EDUARDO: I don’t know man, it’s complicated.
CESAR: What’s complicated about it?
EDUARDO: (Sternly) A lot.
CESAR: (Changing topics) Ok then. So what’s up big shot? Robert Shapiro over here! How’s everything been going up
in Boston, man?
ENRIQUE: Really good actually man. I got this case I’m working on with this wife and her husband who both want to
get sex change operations but want to remain married. Someone down at city halll is telling them that their marriage
will be null and void and that they’ll have to reapply for their marriage license...not if I have anything to say about it!
CESAR: A crusader for mankind! I salute you, Kike! (Raises bottle)
ENRIQUE: Just trying to get ahead in life, like everyone else man. But if I can help a few people along the way, then
that’s even better. Speaking of which, how has life been treating you lately, “Broadway”? I haven’t heard from you in a
while.
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how’ve you been Lalo?
EDUARDO: Pretty decent man. Can’t complain.
ENRIQUE: (Admiring the shop) Apparently. You own this place? What happened to your mom’s old house?
EDUARDO: Kind of. I run it. The house got bought out by the owners of the shop a few years after you left to
school. They gave me an offer and I couldn’t turn it down.
CESAR: (a la Vito Corleone) They made em an offer he couldn’t refuse!
EDUARDO: No lie. Not only was the money good but they also offered to keep me on as “manager” of the place.
And I get to live right upstairs in the old 2nd floor apartment. I basically got it made man. Been running it for
awhile now.
ENRIQUE: That’s good to hear. I’m glad things worked out for you.
EDUARDO: Yeah, mostly anyways.
ENRIQUE: What do you mean “mostly”?
CESAR: Vanessa and him split...(LALO glares at him)...my bad, I thought it was common knowledge. It was all
over Facebook and whatnot.
EDUARDO: Nah, it’s cool bro. Don’t worry about it. Yeah, he’s right. We just got tired of always arguing and fighting, so we just said fuck it. We have split custody of Daisy. She gets her on weekdays and I got her on weekends and
most of summer vacation. It works out ok.
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ENRIQUE: Well, It is getting kinda late (Standing to go)
CESAR: (Standing to go) Yeah and I gotta get back to the wife and kids too so-EDUARDO: (Blurted) I don’t have anyone to spend Christmas with this year. (Beat) Daisy is with her mom and Valerie went to spend the holidays with her family in Europe…
(During this RAFAEL, who is clearly inebriated, has wandered into the coffee shop. He is dirty and unkempt.)
CESAR: My bad bro, I didn’t know...Hey, don’t even worry about it, we can stay a while longer. (Better idea) As a matter of fact, why don’t you all come over to my house and I’ll have Sandy fix you up some Christmas dinner?
RAFAEL: (Standing behind him) Can I come too?
CESAR: (Startled) HOLY SHIT!
ENRIQUE: (Shocked) Rafael?!
RAFAEL: What’s wrong Ed? Look like you’ve seen a ghost…
(EDUARDO sits looking dumbstruck)
RAFAEL: What’s the matter bro?! Cat got your tongue? I’m assuming that’s not the case, since she made you get rid of
it just like you did me.
ENRIQUE: What is he talking about, Eduardo?
RAFAEL: Oh! So you’re telling me that you haven’t told them? Well, then I’m glad I decided not to miss our little get
together tonight cause, boy do I got a story for you guys.

Plays

Sipriano Cahue
CESAR: I know. I know. I’ve just been crazy busy man. I told you about how I was working on this new concept for
a play about 3 years ago, right? Well, now I think I finally finished it and now I’m just looking for the right people
to be a part of it. Apart from writing the play, I plan on being in it too, so I just need to fill about 5 more roles.
EDUARDO: What’s the show about?
CESAR: Violence amongst racial minorities and police brutality and misconduct. It’s basically going to explore the
whole “black lives matter” subject, on the stage.
ENRIQUE: That actually sounds really interesting! I’d love to see it sometime.
EDUARDO: Yeah, “Hollywood”! You should get us some free tickets.
CESAR: I definitely will man. I’ll let you all know if and when I actually get it produced. Right now though, I actually really have to focus on this semester at NYU.
ENRIQUE: I hear that man, I hardly left my apartment while I was getting my law degree. (Suddenly noticing)
Hey, in all the commotion, I just noticed Rafael isn’t here. Is he still coming?
CESAR: I doubt it, man. It’s almost 12:30am. I’m guessing he probably forgot all about it.
ENRIQUE: I mean, didn’t you guys live in the same apartment for a while after high school, bro? You don’t got his
number?
EDUARDO: Nope. I never saw him again after he moved out.
CESAR: That’s weird. (Beat)
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required to make. So he made up some bogus fucking story about how he didn’t make the team.
ENRIQUE: (To Eduardo) Are you serious?! Why man?
RAFAEL: Cause he’s a fucking pussy that’s why! Then, when I finally decided to tell Vanessa so that they could finally
confront the issue that he has, and who knows maybe even get married, he decides to leave her. Completely disregarding his 10 year old daughter and how she would feel about it, or how it would affect her.
CESAR: (To Eduardo) Man, you always told me that she was the one who walked out on you.
RAFAEL: It seems like our “brother” lied to us all about a thing or two. Guess he’s not quite the same person you
thought he was, huh? Well it’s better you guys find it out sooner rather than later. Did he tell you guys why he kicked
me out?
CESAR: I didn’t know he kicked you out at all.
RAFAEL: Well then I guess storytime isn’t over!(Grabs a beer off the table) So, first off (Pulls out small baggie with
heroin), it was this prick’s friend who got me hooked on this fucking demonic bullshit you see here. (Puts baggie away
and lifts up his sleeves to reveal syringe tracks) Then once I was really falling into that shit, rather than pick me up out
of the depths of filth that I was lowering myself into, he fucking kicks me out of the house! And his reason for doing
so, get this, was because he saw how “much of a fiend” I was becoming and he didn’t want that around his little girl.
(Beat) Do you believe that shit?! This fucking hypocrite has the nerve to say that I’m a bad influence to his daughter
when he smoked bud with her IN THE ROOM when she was an infant?!? See he thought that I was a fucking idiot
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EDUARDO: Rafa, I-RAFAEL: FUCK YOU! You don’t get to talk to me. You had plenty of time to do that and it never occurred to you
till now. I just came by for my own peace of mind.
ENRIQUE: What do you mean, man?
RAFAEL: Well I just wanted to make sure that you guys knew the whole story that I’m sure this delusional motherfucker already twisted around.
EDUARDO: What the fuck are you talking about?
RAFAEL: Maybe if you would shut the fuck up for a second I could explain! So, did you guys ever wonder what
happened at the Brewers tryouts that he said he was going to?
CESAR: Oh. Uh, yeah...he told us he didn’t make it. (To EDUARDO) Right man?
RAFAEL: Ah, is that what he told you? Well then let me be the one to tell you all the truth and that is that this
piece of shit made it onto a professional Major League Baseball team and he turned it down. And do you know
why? (Beat) Because of the same reason he’s fucked up everything else in his life. Eduardo is afraid of any form of
commitment. Plain and simple.
ENRIQUE: Commitment?
RAFAEL: This asshole was offered a position on the Brewers training camp and rather than take the opportunity, he decided to turn it down out of fear that he wouldn’t be good enough. Fear of the commitment he was being
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than he is? Enrique, you fucking sell out! What happened to all your rock star grunge bullshit? The moment you got
that law degree you left for Boston and never looked back. But thank you for gracing us with your presence you pretentious little fuck! And Ceeez! Man, what’s up “Hollywood”?! They don’t have phones or Facebook in the “Big Apple”?
(Beat) No? Well, how bout L.A.? (Beat) Guess not huh? (Going to leave) Hey, well don’t let me ruin your evening gentlemen, I just wanted to make sure that I came through on my end of the pact, plus I couldn’t miss my one opportunity
to see all my best friends on this holiest of nights. (Beat) This was nice, guys. We should do it again sometime. Maybe
in another 15 years? (Beat) Oh, and by the way, Merry Christmas. (RAFAEL exits)
(CESAR, EDUARDO, & ENRIQUE all speechless, watch him go) (Long beat)		
CESAR: (Zips up his jacket) (Looks at both of them) Well? (Waits for response)
ENRIQUE: (Zips up his jacket as well)
(CESAR & ENRIQUE head towards the door and look back to see if EDUARDO is coming)
EDUARDO: (No response)
CESAR & ENRIQUE: (Out the door going after him) Hey! Rafa! Wait up! (ad lib)
(EDUARDO is left alone. Beat. He is internally dealing with the situation, however it should manifest itself in his body
language. After carefully considering his options, we see him finally make the decision to go for his jacket and keys,
and right before he follows them out the door, he places a sign on the counter/table that reads “Closed for Christmas”
[Blackout]
[SCENE]
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and that I couldn’t figure out that his cunt of a new girlfriend was getting inside his head feeding him all kinds of
shit about how I was “holding him back from getting ahead in life”. He got rid of me just as easily as he got rid of
Daisy’s cat when that bitch wanted her out cause of her “allergies”. You know-- and the worst part about it is he
didn’t even hesitate or think twice about it. Just said, “Hey man, you gotta go by the end of the month. Sorry.” All
that fucking history. All those memories and shit. It was all worth jack shit to him!
(Long Beat)
EDUARDO: So what was I supposed to do Rafael? Sit around feeling sorry for you because you couldn’t get started
with your life? Look at you! You’re a fucking wino! And a fucking junkie! And guess what, you don’t have anyone
to blame for that shit but yourself! You wanna throw all this blame around, let me ask you a question. Why didn’t
you ever make the effort and hit up that guy who was setting up the art show that Enrique told you about way back
when? Why didn’t you ever make ANY EFFORT AT ALL to better your future?! I’ll tell you why...Because you’re
too fucking lazy and you’re a good for nothing low-life. I’m sorry that you feel like I abandoned you or something,
but I had a daughter to take care of...a family to look after--RAFAEL: (Exploding) WE WERE SUPPOSED TO BE FUCKING FAMILY!!! (Going for LALO)
ENRIQUE: (Holding him back)Whoa, calm down man! (Simultaneous)
CESAR: (Holding him back)Chill out bro! Come on! (Simultaneous)
RAFAEL: (Shaking them off) Get the fuck off me! Don’t get it twisted. What makes you two think you’re any better
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art·work
/ˈärtˌwərk/

Chicago Loop
Kimverli Halili

Art in any dimensional form created by the artist
using one or more different mediums.
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Happy Skulls
Kimverli Halili
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Portage Park
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The Bathroom
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Photography
pho·tog·ra·phy
fəˈtäɡrəfē/

The physical act of capturing a moment using
a camera, then transferring and processing
said moment into a photograph.
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The Wonderful Sue
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Anderson
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