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note from the editor  

The print version of the second edition of Virginia State University’s literary journal, The 
Virginia Normal, should be arriving any day now. It will feature the works of writers and poets 
from across the country. While we (the others editors and I) were pleased with it, we felt it would 
be nice to feature the works of the students who go to the school that is home to the journal. 
Which is how The Virginia Normal @VSU came to be.      

The following works are all original pieces written by Virginia State University students. The 
first section is dedicated to those who won or were runner’s up in the writing contest held this 
past fall. The winners were chosen anonymously by a group of four judges. The second section is 
composed of work by from the creative writing class that took place in the fall of 2015. The 
photography is also the original work of Virginia State University students, some of which was 
displayed in the campus’ art gallery.  

A special thanks to Dr. James Capozzi for all his work making the print version the literary 
journal, The Virginia Normal, come together for the past two years and guiding me through the 
process of putting this electronic version together. It was a delight to work with you.  

I’d also like to thank Dr. Leah Thomas, Dr. Michael McClure, and Mr. Ronald Carrington for 
their help in making both the online and electronic journal happen.  

Dedicated to Shelby and Logan. You both are dearly missed. 

 

-RR  
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Poetry 
 

A Child’s Champion - First Place 
By Ronae Redwine  

 
 
 

 
Devin Lightner  
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When you’re still too small 
to reach the highest shelf, 
you must wear a brave face. 
 
Fears are not grounded in loans 
or loneliness. 
And what frightens you 
has less to do  
with wondering what is your place in the world, 
and more with just trying to understand the world 
 
Emotions run so high, 
that confusion borders  on terror. 
Too young to understand the terrors, 
so you change it. 
Rework it. 
Mold it. 
Into  a creature, 
Brooding. 
Threatening. 
Massive in size. 
Massive in threat. 
That slinks through the shadows, 
only visible from the corner of your eye. 
Able to drag you into midnight black abyss 
because your hand happens to dangle off the edge of the bed. 
 
But somehow, 
despite this world of never ending fears that would make even King quake, 
and feelings that cannot be put into words 
so they are released as frustrated sobs. 
These feelings lost 
to those who can reach the high shelves. 
 
Fears are silenced with a whispered hush. 
A protector made from plush. 
Soothing you while you sleep. 
Fighting the beast 
that lives in the shadows 
 
 
 
Fighting your fight. 
Fighting those fears. 
A best friend and a champion. 
Until you’re old enough to know 
the shadows hold nothing. 
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And your fears were nothing 
more than a child’s imagination. 
 
And since you’ve retired the sobs 
you retire the hero. 
Where he remains in all his glory on the highest shelf. 
Tattered, worn, signs of age show 
from all those nights 
standing toe to toe 
keeping the beast at bay. 
 
From being held a little too tight 
when there was nothing else to hold on to. 
Too beloved to throw away 
but too childish to hold dear 
 
Still he watches over you. 
Your champion 
Your hero. 
Your teddy bear. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



7 
 

His Life - Honorable Mention  
By Tori Lyde  

 
 
 

 
Devin Lightner  
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There once was this boy, fat young fella indeed, 
He always put on the best face but was unhappy, in need. 
Nicest kid you’d ever meet, polite, and all 
But inside, he felt that people pegged him as flawed. 
Never really fit in in the world of sports. 
Rather read books, books of all sorts. 
Family seemed to tease him quite often you see, 
Except a select few, who he trusted heavily. 
Teachers were his heart and he was theirs 
Didn’t want to be at home, instead in a desk chair 
Learning stuff to take his mind off of the sadness he felt 
Because that’s the only time his self-esteem didn’t melt. 
 
There once was this teen, fat young teen indeed 
He always put on the best face but was unhappy, in need! 
Enduring roles that no teen should take 
And blamed for things that were not true for Christ’s sake. 
But he smiled, and he drove, and he did as they said 
Tiring himself out, at 17, he felt dead. 
Friends he had made, and they were cool 
People he could trust, hang out with after school. 
But how long would they last, probably not long 
Only memory of them now are through different songs. 
 
There was once this young man, fat young man indeed 
He always put on the best face but was unhappy, in need! 
This young man had many questions for sure, 
He thought he could find the answers behind educations doors. 
He knocked and he knocked but no answer came 
So he insisted, that he, himself was the blame. 
 
There is this guy, slim guy indeed 
He always puts on the best face but is unhappy, in need! 
Nicest fella at heart, pleasant in mood, 
Never hurts a fly, not intentionally rude. 
But like the young fella, doesn’t fit in 
Doesn’t know why, where to start or begin. 
Afraid to be wrong, doesn’t want to fail, 
 
So accepts torment, making his heart frail. 
Others speak, although not all true 
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If only they had a clue! 
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Creative Prose  
 

Die Deutsch Schreiber - First Place 
By Kayla Habeebullah  

 
 
 

 
From the Mass Communication Department’s 2016 Photojournalism Exhibit  
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When I was a first-year high school student, I registered for German I because I knew 

that I was going to become a race engineer for Audi, the automobile manufacturer. After I 

registered for German, my sister told me that “German is one of the hardest languages to learn.” 

I already spoke and wrote Arabic, English, and Spanish, languages that I learned with little 

difficulties, but due to my sister’s claim, which I reluctantly accepted, I started to doubt my 

ability to learn German as easily as I had absorbed Arabic, English, and Spanish.  As a result, I 

consulted Google, my second brain, about the difficulty of acquiring German and deduced that 

taking German might lower my grade point average. Although I was hesitant to take the course, I 

knew that I wanted to learn German in order to excel in my dream job; besides, I thought that 

knowing four languages would make me more marketable.  Following my original plan, I took 

German, put forth extra effort, and excelled in the two-part course. 

As I crossed the threshold into the classroom where I would learn German, I got 

“goosebumps” and was reminded of my sister’s statement about the German language.  

However, the maps, charts, and letters of the German alphabet that beautifully adorned the 

eggshell, white walls put my mind at ease. Then, I found a seat next to my friend, Sarai, and she 

and I shared a few words about what courses we had and what we hoped to accomplish in those 

courses. Eventually, a pale and bald woman walked in and said, “Hallo, ich heisse ist Frau 

Creamer.” I did not know what she was saying until she translated her words to English, which 

were: “Hello, my name is Frau Creamer.” Frau Creamer told us that “Mrs.” was pronounced as 

“Frau” in German and that Creamer came from her German father. After her brief introduction, 
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Frau Creamer announced that she was battling cancer. In the same breath, she told us that within 

the year, we would learn how to read, write, and speak basic German. At that moment, I recalled 

what my sister had asserted about the difficulty of learning German, and uncertainty quickly 

flooded my mind again.  Nonetheless, I did not drop the course. 

First, we learned how to pronounce the letters of the German alphabet. Initially, this task 

was difficult because the English alphabets and the German alphabets are similar, but there are 

letters such as Ä, Ö, and Ü that highlight the differences in the alphabets. If Ä, Ö, or Ü, as 

opposed to A, O, and U were in a sentence, I had to pronounce “umlaut” at the end of the letter. 

For example, Ä is pronounced “ah,” so I had to say “ah umlaut.” Ö is pronounced “oh” and is 

spoken as “oh umlaut.”  As my classmates and I become more proficient, we moved to basic 

vocabulary. Before the middle of the semester, I had learned how to say my name, some hobbies, 

and some articles of clothing. Therefore, when Frau asked me, “Wie heisst du?” (What is your 

name?), I responded: “Ich heisse ist Chayse” (My name is Chayse). 

 “Was du gern während deine freizeit?” (What do you like to do during your free time?), 

she asked. 

 I replied, “Ich spiele volleyball gern” (I like to play volleyball). 

“Was hast du an?” (What are you wearing?), was Frau Creamer’s third question. 

“Ich habe auf jeans, schuhe und ein T-shirt” (I am wearing jeans, a pair of shoes, and a T-

shirt), I answered. 
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Frau Creamer also taught us to say how we got to school, what our plans were for the weekend, 

and what items we got from the grocery store.  After rehearsing the phrases countless times, they 

became as simple as the basics I had learned. Before I knew it, I was speaking and reading in 

German. 

 
However, after we learned what Frau Creamer called the basics, the language became 

complicated.  My first major writing assignment rekindled my fear, and I struggled to compose 

logical statements. I knew I needed help, but thinking about asking Frau Cramer for help made 

me feel ashamed because I had never had to ask for help before, and as a first-year student in 

high school, I did not want to start asking for help with my school work.  Besides my father had 

told me to take an easy language such as Spanish that would help me maintain my high grade 

point average.  It was too late to take Spanish and I did not want anyone to know that I needed 

help.  While I struggled to put words on the page, many of my classmates’ yellow pencils raced 

across their white lined paper, as they effortlessly completed their assignments. In fact, one of 

my classmates always completed his assignments within fifteen minutes of receiving them 

because German was his second language, and it was his parents’ first language. I began to 

believe that I was the only student in the class who did not know German.  Furthermore, my fear 

of being an outcast stopped me from asking for help when I knew that was what I needed. There 

would always be something wrong with how I formed sentences or conjugated verbs.  In other 

words, I never failed at failing to get it right the first time.  For reasons that I cannot explain, I 
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thought “weil,” which means because, was a verb and placed it at the end of my sentences. For 

example, in the sentence: “Ich gehen, weil es seiht gut aus,” which means “I’m going outside 

because it looks nice out,” I wrote, “Ich gehen, es seight gut aus weil.”  Constructing sentences  

in German became a brick wall that temporarily  prevented me from attaining my goal.  

Because of my mistakes and because of my pride, I began to receive low grades on my 

writing assignments.  Thus, I humbled myself and gathered up enough courage to ask Frau 

Creamer for help. She kindly informed me that the placement of many words in both languages 

is the same, but in some cases the German placement is different.  Frau Creamer noticed my 

frustration and suggested that I stay after class and receive tutoring. I was reluctant at first, but I 

knew in order for me to thrive in German, I had to study with her after school, so I meet with her 

once a week.  During our first tutoring session, she asked me to state all the problems I had with 

learning German. I told her that word placement was the only struggle that plagued me. Then, 

she wrote down a subject, a verb, and an adjective and asked me to form a sentence in German 

using the subject, the verb and the adjective she had given me. I looked on the paper and saw 

“ich,” “gehen,” and “das supermarket.” After I started forming the sentence, I looked up at Frau 

Creamer, who articulated:  “Ich gehe zum das supermarket” (I’m going to the supermarket.). She 

complimented me on my slight improvement; I knew I needed to form a more complex sentence 

if I wanted to improve my linguistic skills. Thus, she gave me another test:  “wir,” “haben,” 

“bus,” “schule,” and “weil.” Confused, I turned to Frau Creamer again, and my teacher said:  

“Just form the beginning of the sentence the same way you did with the last words I gave you.” 
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Then, I created the sentence: “Wir hatten mit dem bus zur schuhe, weil das auto ist pleite” (We 

had to take the bus because the car was busted.).  When I handed my sentence to her, she smiled. 

Frau Creamer taught me how to properly compose sentences until the end of the course.  In each 

session, I learned how to write longer complex sentences.  Consequently, I passed German with a 

grade I was very pleased with, which was the highlight of my year.  I was well on my way to 

becoming proficient in German. 

  

Upon entering my second year of German, I was prepared for the challenges that the 

course would present, but I had also learned that if I worked smart I would prevail. When I 

walked into my German II class, I was expecting to see Frau Creamer, so I was confused when I 

saw an older chubby, long, grey-haired woman standing at the front of the classroom. She said, 

“Good morning.  My name is Frau Grey. I am going to be your second year teacher.” I shook her 

hand, introduced myself, and asked, “What happened to Frau Creamer?” Frau Grey’s body 

language shifted as though she was uncomfortable, and after a brief pause, she uttered, “I will 

tell the class once they have all entered the room.” I found a seat and awaited the news we were 

going to receive about Frau Creamer. Everyone finally arrived, and Frau Grey told us that she 

was sorry to inform us that Frau Creamer had passed away over the summer. Her battle with 

cancer had taken a toll on her, though she fought cancer as long as she could, but her body 

succumbed to the illness.  Frau Grey passed out pink breast cancer ribbons that we pinned to our 

shirts in memory of Frau Creamer.  The class took a moment of silence to remember Frau 
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Creamer, and as I looked around the room, I saw looks of bewilderment and grief plastered on 

my classmates’ faces. We shared a few heartfelt memories of Frau Creamer and began our year 

of German II with Frau Grey. 

My learning and understanding of the German language continued to expand.  The first 

lessons we learned were German customs such as attending school, eating meals, celebrating 

traditions, and using currency. In addition to mastering our new speaking and reading 

assignments, Frau Grey wanted us to become better writers of German as well. Unlike Frau 

Creamer, Frau Grey expected us to write in a journal for a weekly grade. On my journal 

assignments, I always received red marks—symbols of failure.  My hard efforts were painted 

over with vivid red marks; I asked her what was my main deficiency in writing in German.  She 

told me that I had a difficult time attaching verbs and prefixes. In the German language, some 

separable prefixes are added to the “subject-verb.” For example, in the term “nachsprechen,” 

“nach” is the prefix and “sprechen” is the verb. “Nach” means “again” in this form, and 

“sprechen” means “to speak.” Because the prefix-subject-verb formation was difficult for me to 

comprehend, I scheduled times after school to work with Frau Grey. Like I did when Frau 

Creamer was my teacher, I asked Frau Grey for help, but I did not wait until I was failing the 

course.  My after school sessions with Frau Grey were different from my sessions with Frau 

Creamer.  Frau Grey was always busy with other school activities, so our sessions lasted about 

fifteen minutes. As a result, I was never able to fully comprehend the formation of prefixes and 

verbs when I worked with Frau Grey, but when I went home and used Google as my tutor, I 



17 
 

began to learn how to form prefixes and verbs.  When Google could not help me, I turned to my 

sister.  My sister had lived in German, and though she was not fluent in German, she knew 

enough about the language to help me solve my problems. Day after day, we sat at our dinner 

table and attached prefixes to verbs.  For the first few sessions, I still did not fully grasp the 

concept, but I was diligent in my efforts to learn German. Thus, I continued to use the Internet to 

help me supplement my learning, taking several online quizzes that were both multiple choice 

and fill-in-the-blank that required me to attach prefixes to verbs to form sentences, which helped 

me tremendously. Because I practiced at home on the computer and with my sister, my German 

literacy skills improved, and I began to receive better grades on my journals. After all my hard 

work and effort, I passed the class, but still needed work to perfect my German. 

 During my two years of taking German, I acquired plenty of knowledge and skills.  Ich 

habe gelernt zu sprechen, lessen, und schreiben auf Deutsch (I learned how to speak, read, and 

write in German.).  I learned how to speak, read, and write in German.  I learned about German 

culture and history.  I learned that when I struggle, I should never surrender, never allow myself 

to think that I cannot accomplish my goals.  Equally important, I learned that I must never be 

afraid to ask for help.  With faith, hard work, and support from others, including Google, I 

learned that anything is possible. Because I persevered, I am Die Deutsch Schreiber (The 

German Writer) and a future Audi race engineer. 
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Journey to Me - Honorable Mention  

By Kayla Pinson 
 

 
From the Mass Communication Department’s 2016 Photojournalism Exhibit  
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This closet is a space ship. I am a willing participant in its adventure. In this cozy vessel, 

where the floor is adorned with a blanket predating my memory, I make my imagination a new 

house in need of guest to fill the space. I feel safe here, as if re-wombed and waiting to emerge. 

The only light is excessive for the space, but actively wards off the dark I fear. I’m here to 

escape the cold of a place that housed me for seven years without revealing itself too be a home. 

There is only enough space in the vessel to lie down in a ball. Sometimes I come here to hold 

myself together.  Today, I am here to escape.  I picked out a new adventure and the pages 

welcomed me before I could get the book out of the library. But there was too much air in the 

bedroom to feel like I was alone when reading; so I slid the closet door closed to secure myself 

from that world’s aliens. Or maybe to lock myself into the safety of my own secrets. Crawling 

through clothes that were not mine, hoping to find my very own Narnia, I find the pages to be a 

portal. In between these covers are a new world to be explored with my imagination. I read the 

destination first, and then read the journey more excited to see how I will get there than where I 

am actually going. 

On this journey I find a new world and language. Spatially, not too far from the place 

where I find dreams, I am more content here.  The dreams are already written and explained. I 

just have to connect the dots between new worlds and reality. Solace sought in both places return 

different versions with neither of them greater than the other. I find myself in harmony with 

difference.  I find myself at the center of all literature. I find myself in all worlds. With the lamp 

for an unused desk at my feet, equal energy is reflected at the opposite end of my body. 

In this space, I do not want to speak or be spoken to. I do not want to be called to dinner. 

I do not want my mother to call on me for a favor. I do not want to be seen. I just want to be in a 

place I am not. I want to be surrounded by the people I meet when my eyes shift from left to 
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right over each new line. I am here to mingle and practice conversations with characters that 

needed me to be complete. They were in the world I had locked myself out of. In my space, 

people would come to me to tell me of their world with words I was learning to unlearn. As my 

eyes examined the new world, I understand that their words have different meanings. My 

education does not encourage me to create a meaning or be of meaning, it just teaches me to 

limit myself to that world’s words. Each person is meaningful in the world I locked myself into. 

Here they are all perfect and flawed for no other reason than their development. I have come to 

know and love them all on this journey. 

I am not alone. A collection of friendly stuffed animals keep me company on my trips in 

search of the same escape. I speak the words out loud to them as an invitation. They comfort me 

when I am confused. They give me faces to name and act out the body language of this new 

world. They have come to love these characters as themselves since they become the actors I 

practice with. 

As I grow, this closet is a vessel through which I am spoken to in a language I am still 

learning, yet something I can strangely understand. I learn that this spaceship is life’s classroom 

and I am unlearning. I am thinking differently in the same skin. I should have outgrown the need 

to be swaddled in something other than my skin but smaller than the world; I should have been 

involved in the world as more than just a character; I should have begun to live years ago. But I 

am still a child.  I still hide in this space ship and hold on to letting go of what I knew to be 

standard because the language suddenly is not one dimensional, but alive and guiding me. I am 

on the journey for the words I unlearned and concepts that surfaced because of this process. 

I notice the universe as a hybrid of material and spiritual matter shifting to balance itself 

out. I am in the middle of it all, shifting through the limited space of this ship. Knowing it is 
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about the journey and not the destination, I inevitably find myself as all characters do when at the 

center of an already written world. Their flaws are agents of their development and their 

opposites are equals in whatever world they existed in. The book is finished and I am still 

undone. Unsure if it is safe to leave the space in my skin, or will the air of the room expose me to 

an old world I only thought I was ready. One that thrives on the consummation of characters that 

did not fit into its hegemonic archetype. 

In this space ship, I learn that every underlined sentence, every character, and every new 

set of pages are lessons before dying. The world is not one we get to create, but one we get to 

experience as we do the words on the pages in the language of other worlds. We all need a space 

where we get to learn and unlearn others, ourselves, and our worlds. We all need a journey where 

we are not attached to the destination but the process of developing and loving the flaws 

responsible for this development. It in such spaces we are waiting to be found. 

Here I am hiding from those who came looking for a girl that was lost in another world. 

They called out her name and I will return when I am ready. I am enjoying the space I created 

while it last for I know opening the door will cause it to expire. This 9 by 5 space is bliss and 

these sliding doors are a fort only I have the password to; until my father needs a suit, then my 

secret space becomes a closet where everything is chosen except my world. Sometimes I wonder 

if my family knows my world is there. Sometimes I wonder if they know I am there. I fear that 

they will ask me to return mid journey and I will have to disrespectfully refuse. I will return 

when I am ready to be in another world that is not of my own creation. But right now, I am still 

here in this space ship unlearning myself. 
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Critical 
 

Discovering Home Through The House on Mango Street - First Place 

By Alexander Pascual 
 
 
 

 
From the Mass Communication Department’s 2016 Photojournalism Exhibit  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



23 
 

The idea of “finding home” has been a common theme expressed in literature for as long 

as humans have been living—from the age of cavemen, to the times of colonization, and even 

now in our ever-migrating society. However, this very concept is also a theme often overlooked 

for the assumption that finding home is something simple and is a concept so easily understood. 

But is it really? In this world, there are two types of people: the homed and the homeless. The 

former speaks of people who are fortunate to have a place in which they can gravitate to for 

comfort at the end of the day. The latter speaks of the less fortunate, or those who are without 

luxury, without security, and without a place of solace. However, the term “homeless” may not 

only describe a person without a house or a physical construction to call home, for there are 

people who live in houses but still feel strange and displaced too. In Sandra Cisneros’ The House 

on Mango Street, protagonist Esperanza Cordero is not homeless in the most technical sense as 

she lives in a house with her family in Chicago, but she is homeless in the sense that she feels a 

strong disconnect between herself and this place in question: “No, this isn’t my house…I don’t 

belong. I don’t ever want to come from here. You have a home…and one day you’ll go there, to 

a town you remember, but me I never had a house” (106-107). 

In Cisneros’ novel, home is a prominent motif as Esperanza continuously points out how 

she “had to have a house…a real house” and that” the house on Mango Street isn’t it” (5). Her 

dissatisfaction of home is blatantly clear to the reader, but the reasons she has for disowning 

Mango Street as her home is more or less vague. This then prods the question: what exactly 

constitutes as a “real” home? Most people familiarize home with the four walls and a roof in 
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which they were raised in as a child. Others describe home as a place in which they currently live 

or have lived for a good portion of their lives. By these descriptions, the concepts of this subject 

matter both suggest the context that a home should be a physical structure, or a place that is 

stationary and unchanging—something Esperanza already has with her house on Mango Street. 

Yet, she is still dissatisfied. The term “home” could also encapsulate a meaning much more 

beyond a physical location. The word “home” suggests a place of sanctuary, warmth, and 

belonging. Home is anywhere a person can return to. And ultimately, home is the critical 

foundation for establishing an identity—where one flourishes a personality and develops a self. 

For Esperanza, perhaps these latter aspects of a “real” home are the true things she feels is 

missing in Mango Street. 

Cisneros’ novel also speaks to an issue that many people eventually face in life, and that 

is “feeling lost,” or in other words, losing a connection to a place, feeling a detached sense of 

belonging, and having the desire to step away from where one grew up. Throughout the novel, 

Esperanza often expresses the idea of moving out and finding her place in the world: “One day 

I’ll own my own house, but I won’t forget who I am or where I came from…because I know how 

it is to be without a house” (87). The romantic notion of leaving home and traveling to 

someplace new in hopes of finding a place to belong to is a feeling not uncommon with many. 

Perhaps this notion of going away, coupled with the issue of feeling distant from the people of 

Mango, and the fear of being entrapped in such a neighborhood may be the three opposing forces 

that drive Esperanza to feel ultimately homeless. 
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Naturally, an ideal home is supposed to provide a person with support, refuge, and a 

sense of belonging, but Esperanza has had every reason to feel ostracized in her neighborhood 

from the start. For one, she lives in fear of ridicule from the kids at school who pronounce her 

name wrong, or “as if the syllables were made out of tin and hurt the roof of your mouth” (11). 

This causes her to develop social insecurities and a more reticent personality, both of which deter 

her from having a normal social life. Also, Esperanza expresses the desire to create lasting 

friendships with children from her neighborhood: “someday I will have a best friend all my own” 

(9); however, she never truly does. She manages to make several friendships with the kids on 

Mango Street like Lucy and Rachel, who seem quite normal, but also with peculiar characters 

like Cathy, who would only be her friend “till next Tuesday” (13), which then further embeds the 

idea of a fleeting permanence in Esperanza, as if everyone in her life will be there for her only 

temporarily. 

From here, we see that Esperanza becomes socially fragmented from her surroundings; 

there exists a disconnect between her and the people of Mango Street. Many times she describes 

herself as insignificant in her neighborhood like “a tiny thing against so many bricks,” or as a 

parallel to the trees outside her house “who do not belong here but are here” (74 – 75). In one of 

the chapters, Esperanza poses a string of questions in which she consciously intends to ask a girl 

named Sally: 

Sally, do you sometimes wish you didn’t have to go home? Do you wish your feet would 

one day keep walking and take you far away from Mango Street, far away and maybe 



26 
 

your feet would stop in front of a house, a nice one with flowers and big windows and 

steps for you to climb…you wouldn’t have to worry what people said because you never 

belonged here anyway and nobody could make you sad. (82-83) 

This piece of monologue is clearly rhetorical as Sally never gets to hear these words from 

Esperanza’s head, and thus, the text is actually an indication of Esperanza’s subconscious 

thoughts. The projection of these thoughts speak more so of her own desires to leave the 

neighborhood than of Sally’s for reasons of feeling as if she does not fit in—evidence to the 

implication that Esperanza really does feel homeless because she cannot find home within the 

people closest to her. 

 Consequently, the severed connection to home and the people of Mango Street fuels 

Esperanza’s desire to leave the place altogether, which is yet another force that drives in the 

sense of homelessness. Leaving to find a better home is a recurring subject in the book, whether 

by conscious decision or not, as is the case of Esperanza telling her wishes to a fortune-teller: 

“what about a house…that’s what I came for…a house made of heart” (64). In speaking about 

her house, Esperanza always lends herself to making monotone descriptions like “sad and red 

and crumbly” (16), but tends to daydream about other houses in a more imaginative light: “like 

houses I had seen in Mexico…it seemed to feel right” (17 – 18). Esperanza incessantly dreams 

about finding these idealistic homes she imagines in her head to the point where she no longer 

cares for leaving her own family. In one chapter, Esperanza insists that her mother allow her to 

eat at school rather than at home like normal: “You would see me less and less and like me 
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better. Every day at noon my chair would be empty…when I came home finally at three p.m. you 

would appreciate me” (44). This idea echoes the saying “absence makes the heart grow fonder.” 

Subconsciously, Esperanza indicates a deeply embedded longing for appreciation from her 

family, which then translates in her mind to leaving Mango Street to obtain said appreciation. 

Clearly, Esperanza does not mind being absent from home at all and is rather driven to be away 

from it. 
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“I Love You” 
By Jacquori Braddock  

 
 
 

 
From the Mass Communication Department’s 2016 Photojournalism Exhibit  
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All girls dorm that I’m sneakin’ in,  
But you the only one I picture being with 
On a night like this, Bed fightin, 
I hope you ain’t got a 8:00 in the morning.  
The two of us are livin’ in the moment  
Do I have a Trojan? 
What for I am a Trojan. 
Just playin’, I stay protected  
I need a Smith & Wesson  
Just to roam around the campus. 
Will you take everything off but that necklace? 
See Quor is coy on campus  
But here I’ll be as, reckless as Ralph 
“I’M GONNA WRECK-IT!”  
A little college humor  
Can you please be my teacher? 
No longer looking for a tutor 
Because, you know, females always try to degrade me. 
But, you are nothing like any of them, and I swear 
You are the one that has remade me   
And I mean that sincerely  
Not speaking poetry 
Can I transform you to my queen?  
Treat you as if your royalty 
Shower you with my loyalty  
Hold you close to me  
At night and spoil like 
Chris spoils his Royalty? 
Cause I didn’t pray for Kim or Kourtney  
I prayed for Ayesha Curry.  
But I’m just bein’ real though,  
I can see all your potential  
You workin towards a career  
And a life not drama filled. 
And I admire that I assure you  
You are the one  
And I adore you  
But just know  
Even when it’s not Valentine’s Day 
I’ll only want more of you… 
Because I love you. 
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  Untitled  
By Emiyah T. Brooks 

 

 
      From the Mass Communication Department’s 2016 Photojournalism Exhibit  
 

 



32 
 

 
 

Standing here on this stage, my palms are sweating and my voice is shaking 
Can you tell?  
Can you tell that aside from this anxiety and nervousness..that I feel this way everyday 
I wonder why me?  
Sometimes the feeling of being overwhelmed just smacks me in my face and I burst into tears 
I don't wana eat 
I don't wana go outside 
I barely make it to class 
Sometimes I don't even know how to feel 
I just want to sleep my life l tragedy will I endure next? 
The loss of a child has already cut me deep 
Seeing my sister bald due to a demon called cancer kills me everyday 
What will pull me down next? 
All because of anxiety and depression am I feeling this way  
I just can't wait for the day that I conquer this whole thing 
Everything that has every stole my happiness 
The day that I can smile and honestly be ok  
And everything not be a lie, lying behind my anxiety and depression 
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Save Me 

By Erica Alston 
 
 
 

 
From the Mass Communication Department’s 2016 Photojournalism Exhibit  
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Protect me from the eyes of society 
Shield me from the fate my skin tone provides me 
Born and raised in America, forced to decide which  
America I will live in:  
The dream or its reality  
Although neither was made to suit me. 
 
Built by men of democracy with minds of hypocrisy. 
It just don’t add up.  
The way you come in this world where they strive to keep you  
If you’re lucky you break out and take your family with you.  
We weren’t meant to survive  
It’s a setup  
Like Tupac said.  
 
So save me.  
Save me from the chains of this democratic hell 
Where the men steal, cheat and lie for the price of life 
Or where a badge entitles you to shoot first ask permission later 
Save Me.  
Save Me from the corners of this democratic hell 
Where blue eyes lurk in the darkness waiting to relieve us of our sanity. 
Save Me  
 
Lend me a friendly hand, with intentions of greatness 
and a neutral heart.  
Help me understand that everything might not be alright 
But I should try.  
 
Remind me that what I see in the mirror is not a result of this country’s 1000th sin. 
Remind me that this is a cycle built with the goal of entrapment. 
Remind me that you need saving too. Cause I’ll save you.  
 
I’ll save you from the mistakes you were fed, and the lies that mothered you.  
Let me save you.  
Save you from your ancestors’ hate.  
And your soul deep bitterness.  
Will you let me save you?  
From the face in the mirror 
And that person behind your eyes 
That comes closer and closer to taking your last breath.  
I’ll be your savior I promise I’ll save you 
Even if you won’t promise to save me.  
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Awkward 

By Nadine Rayes  
 

 

 
Devin Lightner  
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The story ended on a bit of a letdown. Just 
Seemed to fall flat at the end 
The jokes didn’t make any sense so  
Silence quickly filled the room with its  
biting existence.  
 
Silence. The worst possible answer to  
An excited storyteller. Easter to make 
other’s laugh 
With witty banter and comical puns 
But silence kills without mercy.  
 
It murdered the flow of conversation.  
Filled the room with a comatose tension.  
Dismantled the casual tone of everyone’s voices.  
And stuck around when it was no longer welcome.  
 
Seconds stretch into what felt like millennia. Simply  
Waiting for someone, anyone to  
Say something, anything but silence  
Can be the hardest thing to break  
 
Unless someone is brave enough  
To speak out against silence’s ghastly presence.  
To banis silence with a forced laugh,  
coupled with 
“Well that was awkward!” 
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Piano Troubles  
By Tori Lyde  

 
 
 

 
Devin Lightner 
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88 keys on a piano, right? No color though just  
black and white.  
Happy mediums, there’s no room.  
One or the other plays a specific tune.  
 
Can life be that simple, easy, carefree?  
Instead of decisions, battles, insecurity. 
I wish life were a piano or its keys; 
Man my song would be the bees’ knees. 
My notes would never play low, always high;  
Sweet melodic sounds like angels in the sky.  
Misty blue, not Blues, no way! 
Every song would end in oh happy day.  
 
I tried to learn piano, didn’t go so well.  
Guess I’m not black and white, can you tell?  
Maybe if there was red and green, I’d succeed.  
Those colors I definitely know, indeed.  
But that’s not the case, I’m sorry say.  
So I accept it for what it is and go about my day.  
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Add Lights 
By Telvis Savage 
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I hear your questions and I hate questions 
Like how have you been coping with all of your blessings 
But I ain’t know blessings were something you had to cope with mini 
I guess it’s confusing you never seen me this focused 
It’s all me now 
I’m not opened 
cause they switched sides with no particular notion  
You live and you learn though  
I see clearly  
They lost sight though  
They like that’s too raw for ‘em  
That’s just right though  
Your flow too dark lately  
I think you should add lights  
Fortunately I’m not really into taking advice so 
I’m likely to ignore all the places our conversation might go 
I feel like a psycho 
Like where did my life go 
Cause I came to college chasing my alternate life goals 
Something about the classroom didn’t feel right though  
Notes on the board of course I don’t write those 
I much rather write these 
It seems like a nice course 
But I’m skipping my next class I hope it’s the right choice 
Sayin’ sorry to my moms 
Cause I’m thinking ‘bout you too 
Even though I know you didn’t think I really care like I used to 
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She fell.  
By Kayla Pinson  

 
 

 
Devin Lightner  
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The Statue of Liberity has fallen. 

The cold water suffocated her almost immediately  
and Elise Island was rid of her welcoming smile  

Gasping for free air,  
 

in what is now a wasteland of opporunity  
the future president weeps during a eulogy made on  

the steps of her pedestal.  
An Iranian immigrant smiles as he witnesses the 

lies of America drown 
Knowing she tripped on the chains only few knew about. 

 
A permanent prisoner  
 

the presidential candidate used the speeches to  
promote his platform  

He cries that he can make America a new world 
again  

as Lady Liberty is swallowed by the darkness at  
bottom of the sea 

Never to be forgotten 
Never to be retrieved.  

She shivers beside the shackled bones of black 
bodies  
her own ankles a reflection  
she should have known was coming  
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Nothing Lasts Forever 
By Damonia Newton  

 
 
 

 
From the Mass Communication Department’s 2016 Photojournalism Exhibit  
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 She looked at me as if I were a sick patient in a mental facility, as though she knew I 
would die at any given moment. The funny part about it is the I look like your average 17-year-
old with curly dark-brown hair and caramel brown skin. I didn’t see much of a difference 
between me and the other girls my age, but it was evident that Mrs. Fields did.  
 Mrs. Fields is my therapist and ever since my parents got a divorce about six month ago, 
I’ve been here with her every Thursday as she listens to me blabber on and on about my past and 
present and thoughts. I figure, if I’m going to be forced to come here each week I might as well 
use the sessions to get out some of my feelings. It isn’t often that I will decided to tell someone 
how I feel because they always seem to misinterpret what I mean and I read the judgment all 
over their faces. She says because my parents are no longer together, it is that I blame myself for 
their split and in turn, harm my body to make all of the pain go away--blah.  

I hate when people think they know me and what I’m thinking or feeling, as though they 
are with me inside of my head listening to my every thought. If that was the case, they would be 
in for a rude awakening because all of my thoughts weren’t the nicest, especially at moments like 
this. Behind my nearly perfect smile and big brown eyes were thoughts running around about all 
types of things. They didn’t stay for long but it was all dependent upon how I felt at the current 
moment and right now I was annoyed. There’s this invisible bubble I have around me and no one 
is allowed to even put a fingertip inside unless I allow them to. Mrs. Fields always attempted to 
step inside of it—without permission—so I found it important to let her knew her place, in a 
discrete way of course.  

Therapists only want to get into their patient’s business because they have trouble dealing 
with their own problems at home. I bet her husband cheats on her and her children probably hate 
when she tries to talk diagnose their problems too. I can just hear her fake soft voice that she uses 
to calm people down, and make it seem like she’s on their side. But in turn she ends up saying 
something that makes you want to slap her because she says it so nicely even though it’s actually 
rude.  

So I’ve come to an agreement with myself that since her life sucks so she wants to try and 
fix mine instead I might as well use the session to get to share my thoughts with someone. Up 
until six months ago I only expressed my feelings to my journal and myself. I don’t want people 
judging me for what I think or what I’ve been through. I can read faces and once people learn 
about my bulimia, they seem to turn up their noses and look down on me and my situation. It’s 
honestly not even that serious; however, people are dramatic and love to feel superior.  

Once I had a best friend, Lauren. We went everywhere together and did everything 
together as well. She had my ideal body type; with her tall, slender body, chocolate brown skin 
with the frame of her jet black hair sweeping the small of her back and the flattest belly. 
Whenever we would change clothes in the same room I would hardly be able to peel my eyes 
from her perfection. I yearned for every bit of her. Not in a sexual way but I wanted to be just 
like her. I guess you could say I deeply envied it all.  

With her I was free to pour out my feelings and thoughts, free of judgment, and she 
would do the same with me. We attended Chapman High School together and we were best 
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friends. When Lauren and I walked into the halls everyone would look at us with envy pouring 
out of their eyes as she and I just walked to our homeroom class with smiles plastered on our 
faces. Little did they know, I really just wanted to be like her while they all wanted to be like us. 
It’s funny to me how people can assume so much about others based on what they see but no one 
truly ever knows unless they take time to speak to someone. They looked at me with so much 
envy but I had so much going on in my life that even I didn’t want to be me. But on one needed 
to know that, so I let them think what they so desired.  

Lauren and I had become friends when we first met in homeroom our freshman year at 
Chapman. We were both carrying the latest Michael Kors bag, except mine was in nude and hers 
was black. Ever since that simple encounter we were inseparable. We never got tired of each 
other. But what’s that cliché phrase? “Never say never”? Yea, I guess I should have expected her 
to stay around for long although she promised she would never leave my side. People lie every 
day; I’m not sure why I thought she would be any different from the rest. Pretty soon her facade 
faded and her true colors became apparent to me. 

 A few weeks ago I invited her to my mother’s house to hang out and watch movies like 
we always did on weekends. She was the only person who was truly there for me when my 
parents split up. She understood how I felt because she essentially grew up with me throughout 
high school and knew what type of relationship I shared with them. My mom was barely home, 
still trying to maintain her perfect image that all of the neighbors and her coworkers seemed to 
see. She had to be number one mom to the public.   

My mother wore a short haircut that revealed her high cheekbones. The thick black curls 
swirled atop her head and never seemed to be in disarray. The natural contours of her face made 
her look like a model and to top it off she was always up to date on the latest fashion--and made 
sure dad and I were too. She wore black every day. Everything about her seemed to be perfect. 
Whenever we went out, strangers would ask if we were sisters; she would do a decent job of 
hiding her giddy smile as she replied wit  

“Oh, no!” she twirled her coiled hair around her finger as she giggled. “I’m 44, she’s my 
daughter.”  

She had this special way of flirting without seeming to do so, which would leave 
strangers confused but intrigued. Her beauty gleamed out of her pours but beneath it all she was 
nothing but a liar. And not just to others but to my dad and I too. Mom had us both under her 
wings, smothered by her charm. Nonetheless, I loved her--I mean, she was my mother.  

Lauren and I sat on top of my bed as we munched on Thai food from the restaurant down 
the street. Thai food was our remedy to any problem we encountered. We would eat until our 
bellies poked out and would even grab a glass of wine from my father’s bar downstairs. Red 
wine was our favorite and Dad never seemed to notice anyway. Now that he wasn’t living with 
us anymore, Lauren and I were free to drink as much as we wanted to; mom was never home 
long enough to notice the missing wine or the fact that we were both tipsy. We’d dance around 
my spacious room to Rhianna Radio on Pandora, feeling happy and free. We’d dance around and 
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I admired Lauren’s physique then looked down at my own which made me feel like a short and 
stubby little person.  

After I ate I would always weigh myself see if I gained a lot of weight. Following that 
ritual I went to my private bathroom, turned on the faucet, and stuck my fingers down my throat 
until it all came back up and into the toilet where it belonged. Watching the colors from the food 
I ate swirl together down the toilet was perfect. I was able to eat whatever I desired and I didn’t 
have to gain any weight. It felt great to get it all out; it was the one thing I was able to control in 
my life.  

They say “people lie, but number don’t” and when I looked at the scale each time and 
viewed any number lower than 116 in big red numbers, my heart would smile inside...and so 
would I. It would be even bettered if I were able to control my emotions and feelings the that 
way. They fill my brain and heart up so heavily that I can’t seem to do anything else but feel. If I 
could puke them up, just as I did my food, I would finally be in control of everything and free to 
feel happy again. Like when I was younger and my family was actually a family.  

When I stepped out of the bathroom, feeling much lighter and more pleasant, I walked 
into a quiet room. Lauren apparently clicked paused on the Pandora because the music was no 
longer playing and she’d also muted the television. She must have been listening to me the entire 
time. Her face looked disgusted and she looked at me just like Mrs. Fields is looking at me right 
now. I didn’t say a thing, in case I was jumping the gun and she actually didn’t hear me vomiting 
up our favorite food.  

Lauren shot up from my bed and began shoving her feet into her chestnut UGGS. 
“Wait,” I gripped her arm, stopping her from putting on her boots, “where are you going, 

Lo?” I gave her that nickname when we first met and she called me Bre instead of Aubrey unless 
she was upset with me.  

“I’m going home. I refuse to sit here and listen to you throwing up in your bathroom as if 
I couldn’t hear you from in here.” She pulled her arm back and managed to get her other boot on 
as she headed for the door. “I see why your mom doesn’t want to stay at home with you. Aubrey, 
you’re sick!” she yelled as she slammed my door and exited my house.  

First of all, I had no idea why she would be so upset as if I’d done something wrong to 
her. It had absolutely nothing to do with her. I mean, not really.  

Mrs. Fields insists that I should’ve run after her--well, she implies it. But why would I 
run after her to explain myself when I didn’t do anything wrong? If anything, she was the one 
who was in the wrong and the way she so quickly exited my life tells me enough about the type 
of person she is. To think I held in so many of her secrets and stuck by her side. Why couldn’t 
Lauren stick with me throughout my hard time, especially with her knowledge of what I was 
going through? I saw no need to explain myself to someone who didn’t care to know. She was 
out of my life and I was now out of hers. That was that. From that moment on, I realized that 
everyone will leave your life so I must focus on myself I want to be happy. That didn’t seem to 
be working out for me though.  
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I haven’t been alone in a long time. I’ve always had Lauren. I never had my mom 
because she would rather stay out convincing the public that she was the best mother and wife 
ever. But this divorce surely threw her for a loop. Although I wanted my parents to stay together, 
I was glad my dad made the right choice in leaving.  

Nothing lasts forever and I was now truly aware of that fact. It made accepting things 
come easily to me because I never expect anyone or anything to stay. The only thing I knew I 
had full control over was my weight and I would continue controlling it because I vowed to 
never let it control me.  

So here I am, staring back at Mrs. Fields as she tries to mentally pull me out of my pile of 
troubles. I’m not sure it’ll work. But here I am.  
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The Yellow Brick Road 
By Jocelyn Morris  

 
 
 

 
Devin Lightner 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



49 
 

Thrifting on Malibu ave...I spy a woman in red.  
There’s another woman too on the street parallel,  
on Yellow Brick Road.  
 
The woman in red, her perfume trails,  
Striding shoulders, hips, and turning heads. 
It’s a salsa when she moves,  
She misses every crack in the sidewalk,  
Even in New York,  
Yeah she belongs in Belair 
But this is Idaho. 
She answers her phone like she’s the C.E.O.  
Bitch hasn’t lost a game since tic tack toe. 
 
And what about the other woman on Yellow Brick?  
Saw her walking with a laundry bag, pots, and pans.  
Making all the noise she’s a one lady band.  
Smuggling all the cookies she could hide in her pants  
 
The woman on Yellow Brick can’t afford a pad,  
Or a penny.  
And pennies are free.  
She’s wearing red too,  
Her perfume trails wherever the wind goes.  
plasma dripping down her legs 
Splish splash splish  
She rains down the sidewalk  
Just like a fish  
 
Steps on the back of her shoes 
She’s high as hell.  
Her tears have crusted,  
She can feel the stares,  
But bag lady don’t care.  
Because her life was a fantasy,  
Neither here nor there.  
 
Because this is Malibu ave.,  
It’s a fashion show there,  
And she’s the prettiest one 
With lipstick smeared, 
Yeah she’s the prettiest one.  
 


