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Bitterness is like 

cancer. It eats upon 

the host. But anger 

is like fire. It burns 

it all clean.

- Maya Angelou

Bitterness is like 
cancer. It eats 
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burns it all clean.
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Letter from 

the Editor
It’s okay to be angry.

We’re told that anger is useless, that it poisons 
and corrodes. And when anger is turned inward, 
when it is hidden from the world and bubbles up 
underneath our skin, that is true. But if  anger is 
turned outward, if  we channel it into something 
good, then anger can be cleansing.

A student under the pseudonym Eugene D. 
defends anger as a response to social injustice. 
His anger, he argues, is not childlike or pitiful, 
but just. 

And throughout our magazine, our writers use 
their anger to shed light on important issues. 
Alissa Kushner is pissed off  about Facebook’s 
chaotic censorship policy in Be Careful Who You 
Call a Scumbag. And in Not Just Another Asian, 
an anonymous student is enraged about the 
negative effect affirmative action has had on 
Asian students. There, they viscerally describes 

what it was like  to push themselves to exhaustion 
to be good enough for their top schools,  only 
to feel that, in th end, they were rejected due to 
their race.

Okay, so you’re angry. Acknowleding that is the 
first step. But you don’t always have the energy 
to start a revolution. And maybe you need to let 
that anger go. My personal favorite is getting 
inside a car and screaming at the top of  your 
lungs.

Take some time to figure out what brings you 
peace. In Montra, Sergio Prudencio writes about 
an employee in the North Ave dining hall who 
finds serenity in opera. 

So don’t be afraid of  your anger. Don’t let it eat 
you up inside it. Let it burn through you. And do 
something about it.

- Mallory Rosten
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MoN TRA
“I like music. I like good music. I always say there is a fine thing between good music and the, 

the other stuff  - and I don’t speak about what the other stuff  is.”

Around 2,000 undergraduate students walk in and out of  the North Avenue Dining Hall’s tall 
glass doors each day. In the back - preparing the chicken parmesan, pepperoni and cheese pizza, 
and peculiar nacho mix pizza - is a man named Cole De’Montra.

Montra, as he prefers to be called, is 6’5’’ tall and African American. His hair is shaved on the 
sides; his dreadlocks are tied up together. He wears his black cooking uniform, with a name pin 
on the left side; and while he’s only 26, his soul is much older. Its evolution is due to several of  
his favorite singers -  Frank Sinatra, Fred Astaire, Billie Holiday, Duke Ellington, along with 
contemporaries Harry Connick Jr., Tony Bennett, and Cassandra Wilson.

One singer especially meaningful to Montra is the First Lady of  Song, Ella Fitzgerald. “When 
I was in second grade, my teacher for black history would always play black music,” Montra 
explained. “One day, she played Ella Fitzgerald, and the minute I heard it - the first time I heard 
Ella - I was just like, ‘Wow.’ Everything from Ella Fitzgerald’s mouth is like medicine for me. 
It heals my body.” Besides simply enjoying her music, Montra also found in that music - in that 
experience - the beginning of  an ongoing interest. “That’s when it hit me. I became interested in 
it, in knowing more about it. I wanted to sing like that.”

Despite such an early passion for music, he spent his childhood and teenage years playing football. 
“My mom signed me up when I was eight years old for Little League Varsity,” he says.  He played 
up until his first year of  college. Yet despite not taking any formal lessons prior to college, Montra 
still had a talent others recognized.

“I told that to the teachers at an audition [at Florida Christian College, which is now Johnson 
University Florida], and one of  them said ‘It’s amazing how your voice has matured,’” Montra 
recalls, “I was 17.” 

~

“When I heard Marian Anderson, I said to myself, ‘How can I get my voice to sound like 
that?’ Marian Anderson was a great contralto opera singer. I said, ‘I gotta have that!’ And I did, 

eventually.”

Since that audition, Montra has improved his craft further, and part of  this can be attributed to his 
sheer diligence. “It is an extreme talent, and it is extremely disciplined,” recalls Antonio Carr, one 
of  Montra’s co-workers, “You can always see him walking through here, singing. Whether he’s on 
the station working, whether he’s in the kitchen - he is always singing.” Even the students have 
stories to attest to Montra’s diligence. “It was a regular day,” says Rafael Dos Santos, “I’m eating 
my lunch, and then the guy just started singing there, out of  the blue, for no reason - and the 

SERGIO PRUDENCIO
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ladies [that work at the dining hall] loved it.” 

Part of  the reason Montra is able to sing so often is because he doesn’t simply sing to practice or 
to entertain. He sings to find solace and peace. “Music for me is like meditation,” he explains, “I 
sing through my day. I sing when I’m sad; I sing when I’m happy; I sing to get my mind off  of  
something; or I sing simply to get me through.”

~

“I like opera because I feel like it’s medicine for my voice - and jazz is freedom. It’s a freedom 
that allows your voice to be an instrument in the band.”

Today, Montra continues to embrace his love and talent for music. He’s performed with several 
local groups and choral societies, including St. Pete Opera and Opera Tampa; he’s prone to the 
occasional, impromptu a-cappella session; and he’s now aiming for a soloist career in opera. To 
accomplish this, he’s currently studying voice and literature in Italian, German, French, and Latin 
with Dr. Uzee Brown of  Morehouse College (a follow-up to his time at Florida Christian College, 
where he studied Sacred and Church Music in addition to 

Worship Studies); and in the next year or two, he plans 
to move to New York City to pursue his dreams.

~

“I want to be able to just have my voice be used 
to touch somebody and heal somebody. I love when 
people say, ‘Oh my god, your voice made 

my day.’ That gives me hope, man. It’s an 
instrument, and that’s beautiful to me - it 

really is.”

Editor’s Note:
This piece was written in 
Spring 2017. As of  Fall 2018, 
Montra no longer works 
in the dining hall. Both the 
author and the editor hope 
that he is in New York, 
pursuing his dreams.
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IN DEFENSE OF
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There are many problems in this world. Denying 
this is absurd. I think about these ills often. Where 
do they come from? Why they are so stubborn? And 
I’m often overcome with fury at their continuing 
existence.

Whenever my anger becomes visible, those nearby 
respond with condescension or sadness. I am 
genuinely confused as to why they’re sad that I am 
angry, or why it is so far removed from their own 
experience that their only response is to patronize 
me. Upon reflection, I can draw several hypotheses 
to answer this question:

People are told that anger is never just; that  
it is toxic and unhelpful, and should be  
tamped down.

People believe that anger is less effective  
-- that “a positive outlook” and hopeful,  
gentle, and kind responses will be better  
suited to fix the problem.

People somehow conclude that anger arises  
purely from a broken or damaged mind, and  
thus the anger is not a rational response.

I would like to dispel this misplaced notion that 
anger is a bad emotion.

Is there anything that makes you, personally, mad? 
What if  your professor failed you out of  a class, 
despite full participation, completion, correctness, 
and understanding? What if  you were robbed of  
your car? What if  you found out that your school 
president was lying to you, or worse, a government 
official? 

Now, back to those social ills I mentioned earlier. 
Poverty, debt, homelessness, war, disease. These are 
all things which many people accept as just a part 
of  living in today’s world. However, if  someone, 
somehow, were able to demonstrate that, say, 
student loan debt was completely unnecessary, and 
yet it is still a social institution which ruins the lives 
of  hundreds of  people every single day by forcing 
them to default, into bankruptcy, into losing their 
possessions to the loan companies, into poverty… 
would you not be mad? If  someone could show you 

ANGER

that we waste 40% of  the food we produce, and yet 
we still have nearly 20 million people in the United 
States alone that are food insecure, would you not 
be angry? Would that anger not be completely 
justified? 

Anger is often a response to perceived injustice, and 
that anger is dismissed often to silence complaints 
against that injustice. The denial of  anger denies 
the concerns of  those who are rightly upset with 
malicious agents and institutions. The impoverished 
and the downtrodden and the disenfranchised have 
no alternative than to be angry. Meanwhile, those 
who perpetuate these malices have the privilege of  
doing evil with a smile, and so they do just that -- 
over and over again.

It’s okay to be angry. Like an immune response, it 
is necessary to be angry sometimes, so that you can 
fight social disease and return to a healthier state. 
So give those who are angry a friendly ear and an 
open mind; they might have something worthwhile 
to say.

Eugene D.

{
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Illustration by Alissa Kushner

John Jajeh
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“Interpreting and reforming vibrations; sending and 
receiving vibrations” – SOPHIE

Put this magazine down, and listen to “Poem” by John Frusciante.

How do you feel? Annoyed? Confused? Concerned? Categorizing a song like “Poem” 
is difficult. “Poem” has no rules, guidelines, or structure. It’s uncertainty manifested in 
sound waves. And for this reason, it’s probably the most unmusical music that exists.

Just as jazz broke the mold of  classical music, “Poem” breaks the mold of  all music with 
atonal, unrhythmic, and inharmonious characteristics. Is a song like “Poem” so unorthodox 
that it cannot be considered music? I don’t believe so.

Let’s take a trip to the Maverick Concert Hall in Woodstock, New York – August 29, 
1952. Pianist David Tudor is about to premiere 4’33”, a new composition by avant-garde 
music theorist John Cage. Tudor sits down at the bench, opens the keyboard lid, and 
then… nothing. For 4 minutes and 33 seconds, he sits there not playing the piano. In 
4’33”, the music is the ambience. It forces the audience to listen to the nothingness and 
everythingness around them. All noise regardless of  intent is now transfigured into that 
iteration of  the song. The quiet coughs, the chair squeaks, and the clothing ruffles are 
now instruments in 4’33”.

Is 4’33” music or not? Professor of  Philosophy Julian Dodd of  the University of  
Manchester claims “a work is a work of  music only if  it is made up of  sounds organized 
by the work’s composer.” I find this highly contradicting as it nullifies improvisation 
- a key characteristic in genres like jazz. Perhaps if  Mozart was alive today, he would 
continue his notion that “music is not in the notes, but in the silence between.” 

“Poem” is no different.

In “Poem”, music escapes its prisoner status. It’s no longer bound by traditional obligations 
of  theory and structure. It becomes abstract. “Poem” is an art that questions itself  – an 
interrogative, self-doubting Ars Poetica. 

Music carries the unique ability to settle in one’s head. The next notes in almost any 
song can be anticipated after briefly listening to it. Our minds quickly recognize patterns 
to expect certain sounds. This is how music works -  it creates patterns of  sound. But in 
“Poem”, there is no pattern. The motif  of  uncertainty is the only consistent quality of  
the song, and understanding this is empowering because it widens the worldview of  the 
listener to accept more sounds as music.

Music is just shaky air – noise composed by thought. “Poem” shakes the air. And the 
way these frequencies ripple in the air is the musician’s intellectual intent and creative 
expression. Not all music is meant to be catchy. Not all music is meant to be played on the 
radio or blasted at concerts. Some music is meant to bewilder us, enlighten us, and disarm 
us.
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WITH A VAMPIRE
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INTERVIEW 
WITH A VAMPIRE

When Robert Smith* was 14, a 
transformation took hold of  him that 
he couldn’t explain. He would lie awake 
every night until morning, plagued 
by insomnia. And during the day he 
felt weak and drained of  energy. He 

suddenly lost his appetite for food, which tasted like 
sand on his tongue. Most strangely, Smith began to 
crave something he couldn’t put his finger on. He 
thought he was going insane.

Over time, his cravings grew stronger. He tried to 
quench his thirst, but nothing helped. Then one 
day in class, a classmate cut himself  and started to 
bleed. And it instantly clicked. That was what he 
needed – the metallic, red substance oozing from his 
classmate’s wound. Smith was thirsting for blood.

Now, Smith knows he was awakening as a vampire. 

Vampires – real vampires – live among us. They 
suffer from a strange condition which prevents 
them from gaining energy from regular food. 
Instead, they need to drink the blood of  others to 
sustain themselves.

Vampires also suffer from an aversion to sunlight and 
often display nocturnal behaviors. These symptoms 

often emerge during puberty, as in Smith’s case.

The Atlanta Vampire Alliance has conducted 
surveys that found that there are at least 5,000 
people in the United States who identify as real 
vampires. Most don’t tell their doctors in fear of  
being ridiculed or institutionalized. 

Smith was the last person you’d expect to come out 
as a vampire. “I was never into vampires or horror 
anything like that,” he says. He grew up in Chicago, 
preferring football and baseball to monsters and the 
occult. His parents, he says, were plain, religious 
people. 

His awakening, the term used by real vampires to 
describe the process through which their symptoms 
emerge, was confusing and disorienting. Smith was 
a self  described “normal teenager”. The realization 
that he wanted to drink blood filled him with 
immense shame. Smith spent hours researching his 
condition, hoping there was a logical explanation, 
that he wasn’t having a psychotic break. Eventually, 
he stumbling across an online community where he 
first learned the term vampire. As he dug deeper, 
he found a mentor who taught him all the basics, 
like how to feed. Most importantly, Smith’s mentor 
reassured him that he was not insane.

W

mallory rosten

* Name has been changed to pro-
tect the subject’s identity.
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But it wasn’t until Smith first fed that Smith learned 
to embrace who he was. After feeding, the shame 
fled, and a strong sense of  identity bloomed in 
him. “I felt fixed in a way, like I was broken before,” 
Smith says, “And I knew then that I was definitely 
a vampire- no more question. I wasn’t crazy. This 
was what I was.”

Now, Smith is unrecognizable from that scared 
teenage boy. Like some sort of  Giles character, 
he works the night shifts at a university library in 
Chicago. “I’d love to be completely nocturnal but 
it’s hard to do and and still be able to live in our 
society,” he says. On average, he’ll start his day 
around 3 pm and go to sleep around 6 am. 

And, like many other real vampires, he’s embraced 
the vampire aesthetic. He prefers to dress in all 
black, and will occasionally don small protruding 
fangs. “I love what I am –- how it feels, everything 
about this,” he says. For him, and for others like him, 
it’s more than a medical condition. It’s an identity. 
A way of  life.

But his identity still remains a secret to most. “Back 
then, my parents would’ve put me in an institution,” 
he adds, “Or have me exorcised.” Today, his parents 
still don’t know  He’s only out to a few select friends.

“It’s a double life,” he says. He feels that most people 
would ostracize him if  they knew. And like most 
vampires, Smith hasn’t told his doctor about his 
condition. But this pains him. He hates that he has 
to hide it from people, and that if  he were to reveal 
it to certain people, he would be called crazy.

For now, he finds solace in other vampires. “There’s 
kind of  this attraction to darkness and the occult,” 
Smith explains, “But [the community] is also a 
kind of  support group in that there’s people who 
radically accept what you are. All of  us have to hide 
this from at least one person in our life.” With each 
other, the vampires can step into the light.

In 2016, I talked to John Browning, an international 
vampire expert. In 2015, he finished a five- year 
ethnographic study of  the vampires of  New 
Orleans. From his time spent with them, he believes 
he understands why they choose to call themselves 
vampires in the first place.

“They began coming out of  the coffin, so to speak, 
during the 70s, when vampires were changing, 
when they were becoming more sympathetic,” 
Browning explains, “They became characters that 
were more beautiful and accepted. But they were 
still outcasts.” The real vampires identified with the 
beautiful outcasts they saw on screen.

In his ethnographic study, Browning calls 
real vampires a “defiant culture”. Belief  in the 
supernatural is itself  defiant, because it has  persisted 
despite the enlightenment and increasing scientific 
advancements. By choosing to call themselves 
vampires, real vampires are intentionally defying 
scientific thought and the norms of  the societies 
they live in.

“The only continent that probably doesn’t have real 
vampires is Antarctica,” Browning says.

There’s an inherent power in vampirism. At a literal 
level, Smith gains power from blood. If  he doesn’t 
feed for a long period of  time, the weakness of  his 
awakening returns. He can’t focus, taste food, or 
be outside in the sun without becoming extremely 
irritable. And the cravings become torturous.

“If  someone has a cut, I’m not going to lunge at 
them, but I’ll be staring at someone’s neck and 
watching the veins pop and wishing I could get a 
taste,” Smith says.

“But [the community] is also a 
kind of  support group in that 
there’s people who radically 
accept what you are. All of  us 
have to hide this from at least 
one person in our life.”  
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But the highs, Smith says, are incredible. There’s a 
pure euphoria, a crazy energy that rushes through 
him right after he feeds. “I feel so incredibly alive. 
Almost like I can do anything. I can feel the person’s 
energy flowing through me, rejuvenating my body.”

There’s something magnetic about vampires that 
draws us to them, time and time again. Almost 
all mythologies across the world have some sort 
of  vampire creature. Lilith of  Jewish folklore, 
the vetalas of  ancient India, the vrykolakas of  
Greece, and the tunda of  Colombia are just a small 
fraction of  the wealth of  vampire folklore spanning 
thousands of  years. And there’s no shortage of  
them in pop culture, popping up when a societal 
fear of  death, disease, or sex arises.

“That’s the beauty of  the vampire,” Browning says, 
“it’s probably the most porous creature we have. It’s 
like a bare frame on which we can stick whatever we 
want, what frightens us, what repels us, what we’re 
not supposed to like, and what we do secretly.”  

“If  you look at vampires in the 30s, like Lugosi, 
they’re frightening because of  how foreign they 
sound. In the 60s and 70s, if  you think of  Chris Lee, 
that Dracula was sexual liberty. He liberated women 
from domineering husbands.” And if  you go back 
before that, Browning argues, vampires were used 
to explain sickness and death in Eastern European 
villages. Vampirism is the perfect scapegoat.

“That’s the beauty of  the 
vampire,”  Browning says, 
“it’s probably the most porous 
creature we have. It’s like a 
bare frame on which we can 
stick whatever we want, what 
frightens us, what repels us, 
what we’re not supposed to 
like, and what we do secretly.”   

But the real power of  the vampire lies in the 
transformation aspect of  the myth. 

“Vampires can be a potential catalyst for change, 
and a visual way of  expressing change, either in 
the body or the mind,” Browning says. Vampires 
are not born. They are made. Like the awakening 
that Smith endured, mythological vampires must 
transition from living to undead. The transition is 
almost aways painful, sometimes horrific. But at the 
end, the new vampire emerges truly transformed. 
They are a different beast, no longer the human 
they once were.

As Smith grew more and more into his identity, 
he became entranced by the strange beauty of  
the vampire. “It’s hard to explain how what I am 
exists,” he admits, “There’s something at least a 
little otherworldly about it.”

When asked if  he ever wondered about supernatural 
vampires, he laughs. “I would love to find an 
immortal vampire. That’d be a very interesting 
conversation.”
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2:23 A.M. My brain feels like 
it’s sitting in acid. I’m hunched over my desk, with 
the glow of  the lamplight illuminating the papers 
before me. Shaking uncontrollably from exhaustion, 
I strain my eyes to complete one last calculus 
problem. My insides are freezing, like dry ice is 
running through my veins. I mentally calculate how 
much sleep I can get and still have time to study 
in the morning. If  I set my alarm for 5:30 A.M. that 
should give me at least an hour.
 
This was the reality of  my junior year.
 
As a high school junior, I shared the same naive 
hope with other juniors of  getting into a “good” 
college — that is, an Ivy League or other top-
tier university. In retrospect, I wonder how many 
current high school students spend their nights 
like I once did, believing their endurance would 
one day pay off. I believed that hard work and 
character were foremost in college admissions, 
expressed through components like leadership, 
essays, recommendations, and strong academics. 
I wanted my application recipients to know me— 
the person behind the grades, demographics, and 
extracurriculars— and to value the perspective, 
aspirations, and experiences that motivated me to 
learn and serve my peers.
 
Going into the application process, I knew about 
affirmative action, but I didn’t know how extensively 
it influenced college decisions. Frankly, I didn’t 
want to know; I wanted to continue living inside 
a bubble of  optimism. I read articles about how 
Asians were pressured to seem “less Asian” in order 
to gain an edge, but I decided to be unapologetically 
honest about being myself. I believe that my life 
experiences are partially shaped by my race, but 
these experiences aren’t lessened in value because 
that race happens to be Asian.
 
Throughout the application process, I walked 
alongside one of  my best friends, who was similar 
in regard to academics and extracurriculars. 
Throughout our junior and senior years, we would 
frequently encourage each other about how much 
potential we saw in each other. Ultimately, she 
got into MIT, Vanderbilt, and every Ivy that she 
applied to (except Harvard). I was rejected by the 
one Ivy I applied to (Brown) and other top-tier 
schools. She was African-American. And while one 
could argue that I was rejected because my essays 

NOTH-
ING 
BUT AN-
OTHER 
ASIAN
Anonymous
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or recommendations weren’t what the admissions 
officers were looking for, it remains true that 
committees are able to hide outright discrimination 
by citing the many other elements in the admissions 
process.

Whether or not those colleges considered me 
qualified, I remember what happened during spring 
of  my senior year. The students from my school 
that were admitted to elite colleges while similarly, 
if  not more, qualified students were rejected had 
one thing in common: they were African-American. 
Of  the many students who applied from my school, 
only African-American students were admitted to 
UChicago, MIT, UPenn, Yale, and Columbia. How 
can admissions committees try to downplay the 
major role that race plays in decisions when I see 
the impact it makes in the lives of  my own peers?

Diversity cannot be 
quantified by a checkbox or 
statistic. It lives in the other 
application sections—in the 
stories that took weeks and 
months to write and perfect, 
and a lifetime to live out.

Realizing that my future was determined by factors 
out of  my control made me feel defeated. Have all 
those years of  studying past midnight ultimately 
mean less than the box that took two seconds to 
check? I wonder if  the identity that society gives me 
carries more weight than the identity I spent years 
creating. I am more than my race, and to reduce 
people to the confines of  their racial identities is 
to lose grasp of  true diversity. Diversity cannot 
be quantified by a checkbox or statistic. It lives in 
the other application sections—in the stories that 
took weeks and months to write and perfect, and a 
lifetime to live out. Our stories are shaped in part by 
our race, but the diversity of  individual experiences 
is lost when the value of  our stories is limited to the 
color of  our skin. When we place more emphasis 
on race than individuality, we reduce people to one 
quality of  the many that comprise them. Diversity 

begins with seeing each person as an individual and 
not merely a subunit of  another whole.

Criticizing affirmative action is easier than 
proposing an alternative. Rather than using race as 
the “hook” to determine an applicant’s acceptance, 
we should focus on socioeconomic status and 
school resources. Race and socioeconomic status 
are correlated; however, there are many exceptions. 
For example, my school was located in an affluent 
suburban area, and it offered over twenty AP classes 
every year. The African-American students from 
my school who were admitted to elite colleges were 
upper-middle class, and they had the financial and 
academic resources to succeed alongside their peers. 
Considering other factors may ensure that those 
who are significantly disadvantaged are rewarded 
for their work. 
 
Holding students to different standards based 
on their race sustains prejudice and increases the 
inequality between minorities and non-minorities. 
If  an Asian or white student has to achieve a higher 
benchmark for the same chance of  admission, the 
upper benchmark increases over time as students 
compete to exceed these expectations. At the same 
time, other minority students have the same chance 
of  being accepted while meeting lower standards. 
Because of  the unequal standards, academic 
inequality increases over time. Affirmative action 
implies that minorities are unable to compete with 
non-minorities, that it would be unfair to hold them 
to the same high standards, and that they need 
assistance to achieve the same ends.

Much of  my account is personal, but the reality is 
that affirmative action is uncomfortably personal. 
After going through this application process, I 
see myself  less as myself  and more as who others 
may see me as— nothing but another Asian. The 
possibility for change lies in our youth, but they’re 
told that their futures aren’t fully within their 
control. How can we tell young adults to celebrate 
others if  they cannot even celebrate themselves? I 
have a heightened sense of  race thanks to affirmative 
action, and it feels like a blow to the chest to know 
that, in this generation, those who guard the doors 
to deeper knowledge are those who choose to adopt 
a surface level vision.
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FLOwers
BINTOU SILLAH

this morning I told the flowers what I’d do 
for you and they blossomed

59452 Fall FALL NARv6.indd   18 11/28/18   12:52 PM



14

59452 Fall FALL NARv6.indd   19 11/28/18   12:52 PM



59452 Fall FALL NARv6.indd   20 11/28/18   12:53 PM



16

59452 Fall FALL NARv6.indd   21 11/28/18   12:53 PM



59452 Fall FALL NARv6.indd   22 11/28/18   12:53 PM



SUPER 
LOW
KEY
liz welsko

photography by Edwin amado mejia

introduction by john jajeh

18

59452 Fall FALL NARv6.indd   23 11/28/18   12:53 PM



59452 Fall FALL NARv6.indd   24 11/28/18   12:53 PM



On a gloomy October evening, Flat Shoals’ Gaja Korean Bar hosted Super Lowkey, an up-and-coming 
Atlanta hip hop group. I don’t know what was more impressive: Super Lowkey’s performance that 
night or the fact that the bar has served over 830,122 pounds of  kimchi. (Seriously, they have a sign 
about it.)

Something about Super Lowkey makes you feel at home.

Gu lyrically juxtaposes English with Korean in a raw, Rejjie Snow-esque flow. Listening to Gu makes 
me think of  Thoreau - “The mass of  men lead lives of  quiet desperation.” Whether you focus on his 
presentation or his lyrics, you’ll find this element apparent in him. I don’t know where this despera-
tion derives from: the Han, a lost childhood, perhaps something else. But I feel a connected humility 
while standing in the crowd - an experience so inimitable, you must experience it for yourself.
 
NAR’s Liz Welsko talks with Super Lowkey members Gu and Haerin in an exclusive interview to 
learn more about Atlanta’s next legends. This interview has been edited for length and clarity.

Who had the idea to start this group/what 
got the wheels turning?
 
Gu: In early summer 2017, Miko and Jules 
wanted a dope name to throw parties under: 
“Super Lowkey”. I showed up to those events and 
at one point they heard about me rapping and 
Haerin mixing. They kept recruiting through 
mutual friends.
 
Did you ever see it as something bigger 
than just your friend group?
 
Haerin: Jules said originally that they only 
wanted it to be parties, but soon realized how 
much more potential it had. It could be a more 
creative experience. The endgame is to make 
original music under “Super Lowkey”. They 
have a video crew to help produce. I always 
knew it would be something big, because they 
handpicked the most creative Asian-Americans 
in the community. It was full of  people who 
could genuinely create their own sound.
 
Was the priority for creativity or a place 
for an Asian American community to come 
together?
 
Gu: Both, as far as who’s in the crew. Our 
attitude is something of  “If  you like what we do, 
you’ll come again” but not necessarily focused 
on one type of  human. There are certain types 
of  people who will naturally be drawn to what 
we do, and maybe there’s some overlap, but it’s 
not about race.

 What was the turning point from a casual 
thing to something more serious?
 
Gu: When people started seeing us as significant, 
we realized we had more influence than we 
thought that we could leverage. Organizations 
started reaching out to us to collaborate.
 
Haerin: We opened for Kev. G and we collaborated 
with a local popup.  With so many people coming 
and supporting, that solidified what we thought 
was going to happen with Super Lowkey. Seeing 
how people react gives us the momentum to 
keep putting out more. A chain reaction.
 
What’s been your favorite gig thus far?
 
Haerin: Lowkey Guc’s, the popup, because of  
how many people were there.
 
Gu: We raised money for families after Trump’s 
administration began splitting up families 
at the border. We teamed up with different 
organizations in Atlanta and RAICES, an 
organization from Texas who focuses on family 
services. They support the separated families 
with legal help. We did a show to raise money 
for that cause, and there was a huge turnout 
from all ends, art and politics. We all had a good 
time.
 
What’s the biggest challenge you’ve 
faced while trying to create a creative 
community?

20
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 Haerin: Everyone in this group is so involved with 
so many other projects because they’re good at 
what they do. Making this group a priority can be 
difficult for everyone, because people are doing well 
in their careers. It puts a strain on progress for the 
group because everyone is spread so thin.

Gu:  It’s not just a group of  friends the same 
age. The age gap is pretty spread and it’s both an 
advantage and a disadvantage for us. For people like 
us, we get to utilize all the connections that Miko 
and Jules have already established. The downside is 
that they have life shit going on. It’s not the same 
for us, we’re really trying to build something and 
make noise. Being on the same page is rough, but 
we’re making resolutions that seem to be good for 
everyone.
 
When you’re making original content, where 
do you start? What’s your mental space like 
and how does the process work?
 
Haerin: Oh man, this is so cheesy, but for me it’s 
when I’m feeling something and I need a way to 
make it productive. I’m capable of  doing that, and 
it feels so good to listen back to things you made 
when you were feeling something and to let those 
things out in a healthy way-  good or bad. If  that’s 
the case, I write it down and I try to make it into a 
song. I shove and make my words sound right to the 
melody. I write the lyrics first and then the music. 
It’s a more fluid way for me to get my thoughts 
down.

Gu: When you’re feeling something is when the best 
stuff  comes out. I think to be a musical creative, the 
more important question is, how much time do you 
spend listening? The more music you listen to, the 
more options you have in your subconscious. With 
rappers, when I hear a beat that I like, a line just 
jumps out and from that line comes the rest of  the 
verse. How I rap is a combination of  everything 
that I listen to. Maybe it was a really sick drumroll, 
and so the flow of  that influences the style I rap. 
Everything’s connected.
 
Haerin: When I want to create something, I’ll lay 
down a beat and it’ll sound good but it’ll have no 
meaning except that it sounds good. Half  of  that 
is you have to be that much more intentional about 
how you write your songs. Some people just won’t 
understand. When I feel misunderstood, it’s because 
of  my inability to express myself. So you can’t just 

take it out on other people. It’s scary, but you have 
to take that responsibility.
 
What does creativity mean to you?
 
Gu: It gave me friends.
 
Haerin: Everyone has this hidden self  and it allows 
me to understand that hidden self  a little bit more. 
It’s sad to me when people don’t have any creative 
endeavors because I think you’re missing out on 
finding out more about yourself. I feel that it makes 
your brain work another way. Having a 9-5 job and 
then coming home and trying to create is a huge 
mental adjustment because it’s two different types 
of  thinking. I’m fortunate that I have the tools I 
need.
 
If you could collaborate with anyone, who 
would it be?
 
Haerin: A$AP Rocky. Just a hook and he could carry 
the rest of  the song
 
Gu: Dream big, so Kendrick Lamar.
 
If  someone’s coming to your event and they know 
nothing about what you do, what do you want to be 
the takeaway?
 
Gu: To show people art that moves us. That’s what 
Super Lowkey means. If  you come, you’ll hear good 
music. It might be music that you don’t usually 
listen to. But no matter what, you’ll listen to good 
music.
 
Haerin: You’ll know when you’re at an event that’s 
thrown by us. At other events I’ve been to, the 
music is a passive element of  the experience; people 
are just ignoring it or drinking to it. When the 
crowd wants to get hype, it’s house music or it’s 
Billboard charts hip-hop. Our crew can make you 
move without doing either of  those things. 80% of  
the music we play people have never heard of  and 
because of  that it’s very unique. You can have fun 
without listening to what everyone else is listening 
to. There are so many genres that people have never 
been exposed to.
 
Closing remarks?
 
Haerin: *prayer hands emoji*
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MAKE POST PHOTO/VIDEO LIVE VIDEO LIFE EVENT

“We protect white men, not black children.”

This is an excerpt from a former quiz used to train 
Facebook’s content moderators, the people who 
carry out the world’s largest global censorship 
program. These moderators work all over the 
world and speak many (but not all) of  Facebook’s 
available languages. They work grueling days for 
little pay, often signing non-disclosure agreements 
stating that their employment with Facebook must 
remain a secret. Many have PTSD after being 
unlucky enough to become a picture or video 
moderator. The “lucky” ones monitor hate speech. 
It’s a traumatizing job for a traumatizing task–
to censor the globe, based on a set of  constantly 
changing guidelines written by a small team of  
Facebook employees.

For the most part, these guidelines do not affect 
the average Facebook user. They exist to protect 
the masses against the uglier side of  the internet, 
like terrorist beheadings and porn. But sometimes 
a flawed rule bubbles to the surface with a bang and 
a hashtag, such as when Black Lives Matter activist 
DiDi Delgado posted, “All white people are racist. 
Start from this reference point, or you’ve already 
failed.” Following that post, Facebook suspended 
her account for seven days on the grounds of  
violating hate speech policies. Facebook eventually 
rescinded the punishment when supporters made 
enough noise to cause them to realize their mistake 
and re-evaluate the post in context.

The story of  DiDi and her followers is one of  
triumph, but for every victory like hers, there are 
many more posts that are taken out of  context, 
removed, and never given a second chance. Because 
the platform deals with almost one million posts 

per minute, it’s the no-thought, fast moderation 
process that matters, not the individual post or 
circumstance. Moderators often have only 60 
seconds to look at a flagged post and click a button 
to either ax or accept it. Because of  that, they 
have no time to look into that person’s culture or 
current circumstance to figure out what’s a joke, 
what’s political expression, what’s art, and what’s 
culturally appropriate. Instead, they have a semi-
memorized set of  guidelines, available to the 
public by the name of  the “Community Standards” 
document. For the moderators, these guidelines 
are littered with convoluted statements about 
what’s allowed on the platform. For example: 

Note that this is not taken directly from the 
document moderators use, as I do not have access 
to that. Instead, this scenario was taken from 
an Radiolab interview with a former Facebook 
moderator.  

The set of  guidelines mentioned above may 
sound airtight and culturally relevant (after all, 
we can’t dispute how forward-thinking they are 
to allow female nipples, right?), but then you’re 
only thinking from a Western point of  view. In 
some parts of  Africa it’s completely acceptable for 

The North Avenue Review

BE CAREFUL WHO YOU CALL
A  SCUMBAG.

Alissa Kushner

{ If  a female nipple is in a photo it is to be 
banned. 

But, if  there is a human child in the photo, 
suggesting breastfeeding currently is or has 
just occurred, it is to be allowed. 

But if  the child looks able to walk on its 
own, suggesting breastfeeding is no longer 
necessary and the photograph could be porn, 
it is to be banned.
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a woman to breastfeed an animal during times of  
famine to keep it alive. One day, someone posted 
a picture of  this, and Facebook took it down, 
even though a quick Google search could have 
told them that it is actually culturally relevant. 
Facebook eventually realized this, but still decided 
to keep the photo off  the site. To add another 
clause to the rules for one fringe-case photo was 
more effort than it was worth, and, according to 
Facebook, could lead to some animal fetish porn 
being allowed unless even more clauses were 
added. 

Facebook is fully aware that they let things like 
this happen all the time, and they acknowledge as 
much to the public in their Community Standards 
document. They say that they can’t and don’t get 
everything right, but that they aim to err on the 
side of  free speech and expression, rather than 
censorship. But sometimes their leniency lets 
through the one of  very things they try so hard to 
censor - hate speech.

Facebook considers hate speech to be any “direct 
attack on people based on what [they] call protected 
characteristics — race, ethnicity, national origin, 
religious affiliation, sexual orientation, caste, sex, 
gender, gender identity, and serious disease or 
disability. [They] also provide some protections 
for immigration status. [They] define attack as 
violent or dehumanizing speech, statements of  
inferiority, or calls for exclusion or segregation.” 

Age is not a protected characteristic. The way 
Facebook’s policy generally works is that once 
a protected characteristic has been modified by 
some non-protected adjective, such as “children”, 
or “short”, the whole phrase is now considered 
unprotected. Thus the offending post is no 
longer hate speech, even if  it calls one of  the 
protected characteristics the scum of  the earth. 
According to Facebook this is because the post is 
now speaking about a specific subset of  a group, 
and the moderators are instructed to give people 
the benefit of  the doubt that the claim is not 
completely baseless. 

This is also how Facebook justified its protection 
of  “white men [but] not black children.” However, 
because that excerpt was leaked and caused public 
outrage, certain groups targeted by hate speech, 
even paired with unprotected modifiers, are now 
protected on a case-by-case basis.

Yet even with all the clauses and qualifiers 
Facebook has in order to prevent hate speech 

entirely, their rules are imperfect. For instance, 
U.S. congressman Clay Higgins’ Facebook post 
proclaiming “radicalized Islamic suspects” should 
all be hunted and killed wasn’t taken down no 
matter how many times it was flagged and reported. 
This was all due to the modifiers “radicalized” and 
“suspects”, as even under the new case-by-case 
guidelines, this clearly hateful and threatening 
message is still allowed to be published on the site. 
However, this isn’t the only way Facebook allows 
hate speech to slip through the cracks. 

Facebook has been known to have trouble with 
some moderators taking things into their own 
hands, instead of  following policy. These people 
can doom posts to stay off  the platform solely due 
to personal beliefs, instead of  following company 
guidelines. In many cases, no one catches on to 
this behavior for a long time, if  ever. Another 
way hate speech can wiggle its way onto the 
platform is simply by regional differences. Some 
categories that Facebook doesn’t protect, such as 
age, are protected elsewhere in the world. Thus 
what could legitimately be considered hate speech 
in another country is allowed to be freely shared. 
Or sometimes what is considered a racial slur in 
one dialect of  a language is not in another, and 
there may not be enough moderators to represent 
both sides. This is an especially large issue with 
languages that are not widely spoken. In Myanmar, 
a country that speaks Burmese, there had been only 
four fluent Burmese moderators for years. Also 
during this time was a years-long race war that led 
to upwards of  10,000 casualties. And it was incited 
in large part by violent hate speech on Facebook, 
left up due to a lack of  hiring moderators that 
could actually moderate in Burmese. 

Through neglect, oversight, and blind adherence 
to flawed guidelines, Facebook has been a factor in 
wars and death, has at times not let newsworthy 
and important messages and photos be shared, 
and has punished people for doing nothing 
wrong. In the end, Facebook is the new de facto 
law. No matter how free America’s speech is or 
how constricted speech is somewhere else, what 
Facebook says, goes. 

A worldwide censorship system can never be 
perfect, but it could certainly be better. The current 
solution of  twisting a Western-centric system to 
fit the earth just doesn’t work. But in the interim 
between now and a better pla), just watch your 
words. Because Facebook is watching them too. 
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/r/gatech

To the suicidal guy on the trolley
19 Feb 2014 https://redd.it/1yan2v

Don’t do it. ): I was on the trolley today, staring at the �oor. �e guy next to me had 
a very large smartphone, and was texting. It was just barely in my sight, but I could 
read it. I know it’s rude to read another person’s conversation, but the �rst thing I 
saw was the word “kill”. As I kept watching, this guy was talking to his “sis” named 
Rebecca. She was trying to convince him not to kill himself. �at he had so much to 
live for. �at he was almost out of here. It made me want to cry. I couldn’t get myself 
to say anything, though. He had on headphones so probably wouldn’t have heard me 
anyways. But blah. �is wasn’t the �rst time I’ve seen/heard of something like this. It 
just makes me sad that there are so many people that get to that point in college. Pay 
attention to your friends and listen to them if something’s wrong. I dunno. Sorry if 
this isn’t something to post here. But I know a lot of people don’t realize how bad some 
people feel. I just felt like sharing this...

Sad
11 Mar 2015 https://redd.it/2ymy39

Does anybody ever wonder if all this work 
is worth it? I am spending 12 hours a day 
sometimes in front of either a book or a 
computer screen. And 60 years from now I will 
be dead. And nothing I can do will change that. 
And the next 40 years I will be working a job, 
that I will probably not like. And then I will be 
old and sick, and dying. I don’t know if I can do 
it anymore. I wish there was something more 
to life than this. But it seems as far as I can tell 
there is not :( And it is really not fair. All my 
thoughts, all my e�orts, in the end no matter 
what I will end up in the same place, and that 
is dead.

Suicidal: Need Help
22 Jan 2017 https://redd.it/5pjoab

I am suicidal. I need to go to a hospital. 
But I am scared I will be forced to leave 
school if any information gets back 
to GaTech. What do I do? Can they 
force me to leave for mental illness? I 
just need to �nish this semester. Edit: 
�ank you all for the support. I’m still 
not sure what to do. But I’m happy I’m 
not alone.

I’m not living up to my potential here at 
Tech
20 Feb 2014 https://redd.it/1yecru

�rowaway here. I’m currently in my sophomore 
year and I’ve been applying for internships and co-
ops and I rarely get calls back. It’s become frustrating 
when I can’t get any feedback or even succeed at 
landing an internship. I can’t even land a lab position 
on campus. My GPA is mediocre but not terrible. 
I haven’t connected with any of my professors so 
getting references is out of the question. I’ve become 
signi�cantly more depressed this past year because of 
my failure and lack of success in actually progressing. 
I feel like I’m stuck at the same spot as I was my 
freshman year. I saw the other post about depression
and suicide on campus, and I don’t want to add to 
the hysteria by saying I’m suicidal. But I don’t want 
to keep trying if it doesn’t mean anything anyway. 
I’ve isolated myself from my friends and roommates 
and I don’t know what to do to improve my situation. 
What can I do? Is there any hope for me?

C R I E S  F O R  H E L P
Warning: This piece contains mentions of  suicide and 
self  harm, which may be triggering to some.

Reddit is a website that hosts many internet forums called 
subreddits. The Georgia Tech subreddit “/r/gatech”, is the most 
active subreddit dedicated to a single college or university. It has 
over 16,000 subscribers as of  writing.

The following is a collection of  reddit posts presented without 
edit.

Abrahim Ladha: c950c55844c984ddbeda1af87034e02086213237
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Depression?
04 Oct 2017 https://redd.it/748kf6

I feel like being crushed with academic 
pressure and all the materials I am falling 
behind. �e classes keep getting harder 
and I have not made good grades on my 
�rst exam. I am trying but I can’t see the 
breakthrough and the very thought makes 
me helpless. I can’t control my emotions 
that I keep breaking to tears whenever I 
think about my situation so I evade facing 
my emotions. Is there any where I can get 
support on campus? I thought about going 
to counseling center but I’m not sure. �ank 
you and have a great one.

therapy?
06 Jan 2018 https://redd.it/7oflut

My situation: I’m not debilitatingly depressed, or 
suicidal, or anything else that would absolutely 
require some kind of therapy/help. But I’ve been 
feeling steadily worse and less in control of my 
emotions over the past semesters and I am pretty 
certain that I would bene�t from therapy (also went 
to the Counseling Center brie�y last year and had 
a good experience). �e problem: there are a lot of 
students who are closer to the categories I described 
above and they really need help; they deserve the 
counselors’ time more than I do, so by getting help 
I’m delaying it for them which could have really bad 
consequences. So what should I do?

Student leader on campus 
contemplating suicide?
14 Nov 2017 https://redd.it/7cteqv

I’m a pretty involved student on campus, and 
even on a few executive boards that work with 
administration to address issues surrounding 
mental health at Georgia Tech. I’ve been QPR 
trained, spoken to many students about their 
own mental health, and even worked through 
situations with students who were suicidal. 
Despite all of this, I can’t seem to shake the 
thoughts that come into my head most nights 
about ending my own life. It concerns me 
because I’m able to be so open with others and yet 
I feel as though I’m battling these other demons 
alone. I know have family and friends who love 
me, but every time I get a poor test grade or even 
just think about how much life I have le� to get 
through, I get discouraged. It’s hard reaching 
out for help, because it feels as though you’re the 
one who is supposed to have it together and help 
others on campus. I’m wondering if there are 
any other student leaders or involved students 
on campus who feel this way. I don’t anticipate 
ending my life tonight or even this week, but I 
know that I am close to that tipping point. I’d 
love to hear from anyone else who has been in 
this position or could o�er some helpful insight.

pls help
05 Feb 2018 https://redd.it/7vboq0

i need to self harm so bad right now its killing me. dont know what to do, i’m scared of what i’ll do if i get 
out of my bed.

Can I get a same day counceling 
appointment if I’m “not” suicidal? 
Either that or they know I’m suicidal 
but they just let me go?
06 Jan 2018 https://redd.it/7oflut

I kinda wanna go to the counceling center as a 
last resort but I’m like a little over 50% sure I’m 
just ending it sometime this week (look for me 
in one of those copy/paste press releases where 
Tech pretends they care about their students! 
Hey, in one of my classes I’ll be the third one 
this semester). I really can’t get locked up for 3 
days though if I decide not to do it. So I guess 
I have to tell them I’m not suicidal? Can I still 
get same day counseling then? Or tomorrow. 
I just don’t wanna wait like 3 weeks, I don’t 
have that long lol Edit: btw if you think you 
know who this is based on the writing style or 
context or something, just pretend you don’t. 
Don’t contact me. �ere’s some stu� you dont 
know about, literally no one in my life knows 
about because I’ve never told anyone, and I’d 
like to keep it that way. But thank you for the 
concern!

Is There any reason I Shouldn’t 
give up?
24 Oct 2017 https://redd.it/78gu84

I’m so empty and I want to die

28

59452 Fall FALL NARv6.indd   33 11/28/18   12:53 PM



Two years ago during this time of the year, I was on a 
dangerous road of self-harm and plans of suicide
23 Feb 2018 https://redd.it/7zogrj

I withdrew and got help. If you’re having struggles with mental illness, please 
don’t wait until it’s too late. Georgia Tech wasn’t the greatest place for me to 
work on emotional regulation skills. I took a break from school for more than 
a year and sought therapy and proper medication. Now I’ve been back for a 
year and I’m on track to graduate in Spring 2019. If you’re going through a 
tough time right now, I want you to know that you’re not alone. We all have 
ups and downs so please be nice to those around you because you may not 
know what they’re going through. �anks for reading.

What the fuck is wrong with GT 
Counselling?
16 Jul 2018 https://redd.it/8zfd8x

I am closer than I have ever been to suicide, and 
I say “ok, time to go to gt counselling.” I want to 
schedule something for Friday, because then I 
have a good reason to live until at least Friday. 
And what do I fucking �nd on their website? 
What do I fucking �nd? First time patients 
need to �ll out a form in person at their o�ce. 
IS THIS FUCKING 1870 OR SOME SHIT? I 
WANT MORE THAN ANYTHING RIGHT 
NOW TO WALK OVER TO BINARY BRIDGE 
AND THROW MYSELF OFF AND SEE WHAT 
HAPPENS. AND YOU WANT ME TO COME 
FILL OUT A FORM IN PERSON AT AN OFFICE 
THAT CLOSES BEFORE I GET OFF WORK? so 
the lives of students don’t matter as much as the 
fucking 40 hours it would take to get any fucking 
dumbass shit for brains web developer to make 
a fucking web form. what the fuck is wrong with 
this institution. make a fucking web form. hey 
all you fellow suicidal pieces of fucking human 
garbage, boycott this fucking bullshit shitty ass 
counselling o�ce until they demonstrate a sense 
of basic fucking decency. thank you.

Feeling lost
24 Jul 2018 https://redd.it/91j66b

I am currently (3rd by credits but o�cially 4th) 
COS students. Redacting major or it will give 
away my identity. I feel like I wasted my time with 
my current degree and I have reconsidered going 
to grad school. My degree is basically worthless 
if I don’t go to grad school but I’m just tired and 
not dedicated to the �eld anymore. Lately I have 
been away from USA and out of country. I can’t 
go home because I broke o� my relationship with 
my only family who were emotionally abusing. 
Suicide slipped into my train of thoughts a few 
time over past month but I brushed them o�. I feel 
homesick I guess but idk. I know of GT resources 
(Homrless, Emergency loans, counseling, work 
study, Dean’s o�ce, etc etc) and utilized them 
previous semester but I felt like I wasn’t helped. 
I’m a poor student and can barely a�ord GT as is 
as they never seem to give me scholarships or aid. 
My HOPE runs out this upcoming semester and 
I’m on pell. I wish I could a�ord therapy, a happy 
life like most of my classmates, or even change my 
major. I would consider taking semester o� but I 
can’t a�ord that either. i just feel like I can’t win 
whatsoever idk what to do maybe i want to talk to 
someone it’s just bothersome. Advice? Idk...

/r/gatech
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Going through a tough time. Need advice on counseling
03 May 2018 https://redd.it/8grads

I’m going through a very tough time. �is has nothing to do with �nals, I am a straight A nerd 
kinda kid. I really want to talk to someone and share what’s going on through my head. I don’t know 
anyone I can be completely open with. I’ve got friends that have used me many times as a crutch 
when they were going through hard times so I can’t really use them as a crutch. �ey think I am a 
tough guy. I know my parents can sense something is up, they’ve been calling me more o�en. I really 
don’t want them getting worried. Can someone tell me how con�dential counseling at Tech is? I am 
worried if I go for a session, ill lose my medical clearance for a speci�c job. I don’t expect anyone to 
solve my problems, I just want someone to talk to someone so I don’t feel I am going through this 
absolutely alone.

Looking for Alec from Starbucks
25 Jul 2018 https://redd.it/91u3xp

tldr: I’m trying to get in contact with someone to thank him for saving my life. While I was still 
attending Georgia Tech, back in January 2018, a student found me and saved my life. Not in a 
metaphorical or �gurative manner. Literally saved my life. �rough our short conversation, I learned 
that his name was Alec and he worked at a Starbucks, but I never got his contact information. He 
never got mine either. And worse yet, I never had the time to thank him. Hence, I want to get this 
weight o� of me and properly thank him for being a truly wonderful human being. I’m sure this 
would help him too; given the circumstances, there’s a good chance he’s wondering how I’m doing 
a�er the incident. [...] Edit: I wanted to refrain from getting into the details but since most of you 
seem interested: I was su�ering from severe depression for several years. I knew I had it but I had 
already tricked myself into thinking I wasn’t deserving of help. My plan was to push through it, but 
commit suicide if it eventually became too much. So I bought some rope sometime in October, and 
in mid January, I found myself on the third �oor of Skiles, noose around my neck and the other 
end tied to the railing. I was literally two steps away from hanging myself. Multiple people looked 
in my direction but Alec seemed to be the only one to go out of his way to check on me. He calmed 
me down and convinced me to seek counseling. To be honest, I made a promise that if I didn’t 
go through with it, I’d go help myself, but chances are I would have walked straight back to my 
dorm. Anyway, in all the commotion, I never got his contact, he never got mine, but we had some 
conversation while walking to the counseling center (I think that’s where we went anyway), which 
is how I learned him being a worker at starbucks and other things. I’m in a much better place now 
(especially due to medication) but I won’t be attending Georgia Tech anymore (if I was I’d go search 
for him myself).
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The 
Giving 
Bird

Once there was a bird who would 
sing beautiful melodies every morning beside 
a house in the countryside. The girl living 
inside the house loved the bird and her songs 
dearly. And the bird loved the girl just as much, 
chirping the melodies she knew the little girl 
enjoyed most. The two friends greeted each 
day with these happy songs and a sense of  
excitement. Although they had to part ways 
every afternoon to fulfill the responsibilities 
that accompany life in the country, their work 
was made easier with the anticipation of  seeing 
each other again; for when the girl’s parents 
took their evening walk on the country roads, 
the bird waited by the girl’s open window. 
Every evening, the little girl happily ran to 
climb onto the bird’s back, and was very content 
with the small rides the bird gave her. They 
would fly around her garden, smelling the sweet 
scent of  the flowers and breathing the fresh air 
of  the outdoors.

JAIMEE 
FRANCIS
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The girl gave each flower its own name and personality, and she loved them all very much. She told the bird 
fantastical stories about these colorful petals, always careful to assure the bird that she was still her favorite. 
These little stories and sweet assurances amused the bird very much, who considered herself  very lucky to 
hear such adventurous fantasies and have such a wonderful friend.

But with time, things began to change. As the girl grew older and older, she looked forward to these small 
trips less and less. She became interested in other things, while these trips lost their charm for her. She 
would come back from school with different friends or would sleep away from home, often skipping out on 
the evening rides. Even when she was home without her new friends, she sometimes told the bird she was 
too tired for a ride.

“Why don’t you enjoy our trips anymore?” The bird asked her one day.

“We’ve done the same trip a thousand times. I already know the way and the sights,” the girl responded.

“But you used to love these daily rides. You always had a new story ready about the flowers that made each 
time more exciting than the last.”

“I’m too old for storytelling and fantasies,” the girl sighed, “I need to study real things like math and science 
if  I ever want to leave this boring country life.”

And that is exactly what she did. She spent her nights working tirelessly, often into the early hours of  the 
morning. All the small things that once excited her began to lose their glitter. Her mind was no longer full 
of  simple thoughts and adventurous tales, but was overloaded with unimaginative facts and figures.
“I am very happy,” the girl told the bird one day, “I got accepted into a good university and will be living far 
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away from here in an exciting city.”

The bird was very confused, for she wondered why the girl would want to leave behind her home. What 
could the city offer that home could not? What flowers could possibly be more beautiful and with more lively 
personalities than the ones in the garden here? What air could possibly be fresher and sweeter to breathe? 
What bird could possibly love her more?

Although the bird was very sad and confused, she did notice a change in the girl. Her friend seemed much 
less stressed in the following weeks. She spent her nights chatting animatedly with her school friends about 
how exciting her new life in the city was going to be. She began to pack up all of  her belongings in boxes, 
stripping her room of  any reminiscences of  the past. For many nights, with the walls bare and room cold, 
the girl did not return home. Many nights soon turned into many weeks.

The bird faithfully visited her old friend’s window every morning. She told herself  that the more beautifully 
she sang, the more appealing it would be for her friend to return. She flew their old route across the garden, 
visiting their friends there. But with the arrival of  winter, the flowers grew sad and tired, and they began 
to wilt. They missed the enchanting stories of  the girl that had once encouraged them during these harsh 
months. Although the bird insisted everyone should be supportive of  their friend who surely must be very 
happy with her new life, she too was very sad. Her attempts at encouragement did little to console herself, 
for she thoroughly missed her best friend.

After such a long absence, the girl’s sudden reappearance cheered up everyone, especially the bird. “Do you 
like your new life? Are you happy there? Have you met any new birds?” The bird showered the girl with 
many questions.

“I am very happy” was all the girl responded, but the bird could tell something was wrong.

“Maybe a trip around the garden would lift your spirits more,” the bird suggested. “It has been so long since 
we have done so, and all the flowers miss you very much.”

At the bird’s words, the girl began to cry. “Everything is so confused,” she sobbed, “I was so excited to leave. 
I was so sure my life would be better. But now I don’t know.” The girl began to grow frantic. “Take me away 
from here, please. I am so confused and lost. I can’t think. Seeing the garden will only make me more sad. 

59452 Fall FALL NARv6.indd   38 11/28/18   12:53 PM



Please take me away. Anywhere far.”

The girl was not as small as she once was, and the bird was not as strong as she once was, but the bird saw 
her friend was very upset and wanted to help. Even though her old wings quivered at the weight of  the girl, 
the bird endeavored to cheer her up. She wanted to try harder and harder and carry her friend farther and 
farther.

After a while, the girl’s sobs began to quiet down and she began to grow sleepy. “We can stop here, my 
little friend.” The girl affectionately stroked the bird, pleasing her winged friend very much. “Let us rest in 
this field together.” And the sleepy girl became very sentimental, telling the bird how much she had missed 
her and telling her the new stories she had invented for the flowers while she was away. The girl did not 
remember falling asleep, but when her eyes awoke, the sun’s rays were already greeting the day.

“Why aren’t you singing your beautiful melodies this morning, my little friend? I missed them while I was 
away.”

“I am still tired from yesterday’s flight,” the bird responded. “I must save my energy for the journey back 
home. Come, let us go now.”

The bird was happy to see that her friend’s spirits had been lifted; it was the first time she had seen her 
friend so content in a long time. But the journey home was a difficult one, and the bird grew more tired and 
more weak. Upon arriving home, her fatigued wings gave out.

The girl saw what damage and pain she had caused the bird, and she began to weep bitterly. “To think I have 
been so selfish after everything you did for me and how much you loved me - to think this is how I returned 
your kindness!” The girl devotedly cared for the bird, nursing her back to health. She sang to the bird every 
morning and told her new fantasies each evening. But the old bird could not regain all of  her strength, and 
would never again be able to carry the girl.

Years later, the girl would name her daughter Melody, as a reminder of  the beautiful music the bird had once 
played for her and the kindness she had showed her. While she and her husband took their evening walks 
along the country roads, the girl liked to think that Melody was soaring high above them, on the wings of  a 
true friend.
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