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The next issue is scheduled for a June release.  
Anyone who wishes to contribute artwork or 
writing to Orthogenique can do so by giving the 
piece to Michelle Z. or Michelle P.

Pieces submitted will be used at the discretion of 
Orthogenique staff and will be incorporated into 
existing spreads and sections.

Many thanks to the people who sub-
scribed to this issue of Orthogenique.  
Your donations are greatly appreci-
ated.  All others who wish to subscribe 
to this magazine can do so with the or-
der form at the back of this issue.

Orthogenique © 2005 - 2010 Sonia Shankman Orthogenic 
School. All rights reserved.
All individual literary or artistic pieces are copyright of the 
respective authors and are used under permission.
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Insomnia
Poem by Carly

Digital Image by Michael
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Exhausted

Longing for the sun to seep blanketed windows.
Only it doesn’t end there.
I can’t hide, can’t escape.

Drifting
in and out of a world unwanted.
Others rest, dream.
Not me.

Lurking around every corner of my mind
Waiting to grab me at any given moment.
Swiftly. No one notices.
They come and go in one breath.

Haunting

Inhale

My lungs fill with air
Oxygen pulses through my blood stream, just as
rapids race down a canyon.
Distressing images race across my mind.

My lungs contract, pushing out excess air
like a slowly deflating balloon, and
with it leaves the vivid depictions of
pain and suffering.

Exhale

Restless

Not quite asleep, not exactly awake.
Scared. Alone. Darkness.
Longing to be awake, alive.

Longing for reality, reassurance that it’s only
a dream.
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This Class Sucks!

Requested a schedule change
Got told no!
I’ve never been good at writing
Oh! Its time to go

Came back the next day
Still the same thing
Gave up, walked out
Waiting for the bell to ring

I escaped from the rock 
I was followed
I was crushed

I gave in
The rock rolled over
The words came
I continue to try

Drawing by Jordyn

Poem by C.J.



14 fall 2011



15trapped

My Mountain Lion

Digital Image by Anthony

Literary Essay by Gabryel

 Everyone has a mountain to climb in their lives. There may even be a creature lurking behind you 
while you trek. In my case it was a mountain lion. Under coverage of foliage, the mountain lion stalks. 
Stalking every single step I take. No noise is made other than the gentle wind blowing through the trees 
and the occasional euphonious chirp of the birds. One would never know that the virulent cat is near. I 
am approaching the mark I have worked so hard to reach. Then the mountain lion appears and I become 
paralyzed. I was being toyed with. It is in the feline nature to play with its prey. It seems whenever I reach 
an extravagant distance during my journey, the mountain lion is waiting.
 “Actors report to the stage,” the stage manager announces over the com-system. Stage crew is 
setting the stage while actors walk from the wings to the front of stage. A meticulous analysis is made by 
the hair and make-up supervisors. “Quiet in the house and on stage!” The sound board operator yells. An 
actress is performing her lines while the sound board operator equalizes her voice. Offstage a straggling 
actor is putting their costume on while an audio technician is putting a mic on the actor. The director is 
very irksome since it is the last dress rehearsal. Actors and crew must act in concert in order for a cohesive 
production. I love this milieu and am glad to do my part. 
 Dead Man Walking was the name of the next production my high school would put on. One Friday, 
I found myself in front of the call board where students go to find out the important news in the theatre. 
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Today is the day that the crew list for Dead Man Walk-
ing goes up. As I search for my name my heart begins 
to accelerate. The location of my name is next to light 
design. Light design is the position I have wanted since I 
was a freshman and I have finally earned the trust of my 
director; the position is mine. Jubilance fills me as I have 
just achieved an incredible feat on my journey as a light 
designer. However, time then begins to pause; a thought 
pounces to the front of my mind. I have to create a light 
design.  
 Fear has many different sizes and shapes and can 
come out of nowhere. Given the importance of the posi-
tion, being chosen as light designer is something for me 
to be proud of, I worked hard to arrive at this point, yet I 
was terrified. Now I have to meet the expectations of my 
director and peers. I told myself that I could mess up the 
entire show. Would I be able to maintain success? When 
someone is in the glorious stage of success they must face 
their own limits. Plain and simple; I have a fear of suc-
cess. 
 The light designer must create the tone of the 
show. Imagine a slow ballad, with the stage bathed in a 
dim indigo wash of light. The soloist stands at the center 
of the stage spotted in white light coming from a steep 
angle, effectively isolating him from the rest of the stage. 
A faint red wash from his right indicates early dawn. The 
audience is captured in a feeling of quiet intimacy. The so-
loist is the object of their complete focus. They are alone 
together, without the company of even those sitting next 
to them. The song ends and they are held in a dark limbo 
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for a moment, making their individual world complete in 
the darkness. After a moment a single drumbeat sound, 
and BANG, the stage explodes with bright ambers, reds, 
and oranges. The stage becomes so intense it seems to 
float up before them. This is what a light designer can do 
for the production. 
 It was Sunday night and I had to read the script 
to determine what exactly the show required of me. I also 
had the entire light design to generate before the next 
day. Sitting at my desk with the script, I would stare at 
the wall; pondering all the amazing light design tricks I 
could pull off to impress the director, my peers, and the 
audience.
 There were 28 school days until the dress re-
hearsals. Each day after school was a work day from 
2:55 (When school ended) until 5(when the theatre 
would close). The first work day came along and I was 
ill prepared. I was supposed to have a light plot (a piece 
of paper with the light design on it) so I could give it 
to the master electrician to execute the design. “Still no 
light design?” My master electrician said with derision. 
“Don’t you worry about that,” I said. “The only thing you 
have to worry about is doing what I tell you to do.” The 
rest of the week consisted of me dictating different busy 
work tasks to the master electrician. By the end of the 
first school week I still had no idea what I was doing. 
 The following weekend I was able to read the 
script. Equipped with a highlighter and a pen I perused 
the script. Three hours passed and all I had to show for 
my effort was some highlighted lines and the words “light 
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change” written sporadically in the margins.  There was 
a combination of sorrow and anger that I felt from read-
ing the script. I felt these emotions and thought maybe 
they would inspire me. However, the only thing I could 
think about was how I was going to wow everyone. I 
would repeat in my mind that I needed to do something 
amazing. Still, that mantra did not give me any amazing 
ideas. No muse came to me that night.
 Monday arrived and there was still no light de-
sign. I began to improvise. I was in the present moment 
and not overwhelmed by looking at the big picture. I 
would say “let’s point some light from that angle. How 
about place a light there. It would be cool if a light were 
shining from that direction onto the face of the actors”. 
The only thing that I was contemplating was the task at 
hand. Each day the creative juices kept flowing. I began 
to feel more positive about my work. There was still no 
physical light design, but I was slowly progressing up the 
mountain. 
 Soon thereafter problems began to materialize 
out of nowhere. Directions I would give would be ob-
scure and all over the place. The master electrician and 
crew became frustrated with me. Simple things such as 
purchasing a light bulb would be put off.  Organization 
was not a discipline I embraced. My mind was becoming 
a stew. I would send the crew home early because I had 
nothing planned for the rest of the work day. I felt like 
my anxiety was toying with me by letting me go for a 
while then showing up again. I was left in the darkness.  
The irony was not lost on me. 



19trapped

 It was lunch and I was sitting in the theatre look-
ing up at the catwalk. I was picturing how the lights 
would look from different angles. “Why not put some of 
this on paper,” I thought. I took out lined paper and a 
pencil. By the end of lunch I had created what I would 
call a sloppy light plot. As I looked over it I realized; this 
sloppy light was better than nothing. After school I gave 
the light plot to my master electrician. “This is the best 
you could come up with?” he said mockingly. I knew, 
however, that I made a step in the right direction. 
 That weekend I found a light plot generator pro-
gram. Since I already had a rough draft it was easier for 
me to create the computer generated version. I still had 
to chose what color gels I was going to put in the lights. 
While the crew was working I pulled out the files with 
the gels in them. “Golly there are a whole lot of gels to 
choose from” (my language was a little more spicy at the 
time). Paralysis was the state I was in. I needed a plan 
of attack. I thought about what worked last time. Well, 
last time I had just improvised. So why not do it again. I 
knew it was not hard to switch gels in and out, so I de-
cided to just play around. I started wondering if painters 
knew what their end product was going to be or if they 
just played until their art presented itself to them. All I 
knew was that I did not feel overwhelmed by fear. 
 I still needed to make sure I had enough time to 
have a finished light design by the first dress rehearsal. 
Time was running out and a lot of people were counting 
on me. Each week I was changing and altering my de-
sign. During the workday I would randomly decide I did 
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not like a light at a certain place, so I told my master elec-
trician to have it moved. This was wasting a lot of pre-
cious time, time we did not have. Priorities needed to be 
set and needed to be set soon. The actors needed to be lit. 
That was my prime directive. Beyond this was the chal-
lenge of lighting the specific areas the director wanted 
lit.  No one else was expecting to be blown away or even 
imagined it to be a possibility.  I decided that I needed 
to be more realistic with myself. If I just accomplished 
what the director wanted, I would have completed the 
job. Anything amazing I managed to do after that would 
be a bonus. After that I was able to sit down and create 
a light design that would just fit the basic needs of the 
show.
 There was one week left and I had already fin-
ished the isolated lighting. I was organized and I took 
care of my priorities. This gave me the freedom to be 
creative with the show. I pitched ideas to my master elec-
trician and he liked them. Together we added in light-
ing techniques that made the stage appear ominous and 
depressing. I attempted to capture the fear inside the in-
mate on death row. I have to admit to myself that the 
murder scene with the new effects I added turned out 
pretty cool. Tone was finally being expressed the way I 
wanted. Fear was no longer holding me back; I even felt 
excited about the show. 
 Dead Man Walking dress rehearsals finally ar-
rived and I  was ready. My director told me she thought 
that my light design was one of the best she had ever seen 
by a high school student. By the end of opening night 
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countless parents and peers came up to me and told me I 
did a good job.  
 The master electrician even came up to me and 
told me good job. Breaking my work down to each work 
day was how I made it through. By telling myself I need-
ed to complete a task during this work day and that no 
other task mattered, I was able to actually focus on the 
task at hand rather than being overwhelmed by staring 
at the top of the mountain. Sometime after that, I read 
a quote by Lao Tzu that said, “A journey of a thousand 
miles begins with a single step.” I will forever remember 
my experience and how the wisdom of that quote cap-
tured the mind set that allowed me to not be afraid of the 
mountain lion. 
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Painting by Gabe

Lost
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Where am I?
Who am I?
I’m lost and scared.
I need help.
Someone save me.
I can’t find my voice.
I can’t speak.
Can anybody hear me?
Can anybody see me?
Why am I here?
Someone help me.
I need help.
Someone please find me.

Lost
Poem By Jordyn



24 fall 2011

too close isn’t clos
e enough.

Pencil Drawing by Carly
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Art, At Our Expense
Poem by Michael

I hoped for so much more than this awkward attempt at art,
though I didn’t expect much from you.

But as I hear you sing your song over and over,
I like it more and more…

And I begin to let you take my heartstrings and play them like a guitar.
Your fingers aren’t calloused though,

And there’s this soft sting you gradually learn to ignore.
But it’s always there,

Always behind every song we write.
It’s a little foreshadowing for where we’ll be going soon…

And as everyone else gets distant,
You seem to get closer.

Too bad too close isn’t close enough.
There’s always more we want;

There’s always something you’re not doing right,
Something I don’t seem to care about.

There’s just always something.
This will go on…





Freedom
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The Message Behind the Silence
Literary Essay by Carly

Watercolor by Jordyn
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one,” I replied, not surprised. “I bet Jud just 
laughed at you, too.” She just kind of 

looked at her feet, silently admitting 
to my accusation. Sam then pro-

ceeded to tell me that Mr. 
Judson, the JV softball 
coach, and Mr. Dierks, the 

Varsity coach, were wonder-
ing why I wasn’t attending the 
open gyms. I told her it was 
ok with me    if she filled them 
in.
Knowing how much Sam dis-
likes orchestra, I asked her 
how that was going without 
me there. “Oh my god, it’s so 

boring. I just talk the whole time 
and L Squared just ignores it be-

cause she knows that as soon as you 
come back you’ll make me shut up.” 

We both laughed. L Squared, the nick-
name for our orchestra director, knows 

that Sam doesn’t intend to play anymore the 
minute she graduates. Sam plays well, just doesn’t 

 It’s not too late, it’s never too late. Those eight 
simple words are so complex. When Sam went si-
lent one frozen January day back in 2010, I thought 
something was seriously wrong. There’s always 
something to talk about or laugh about, but this 
was different. We were sitting on my bed coloring 
pictures of dragons and listening to music while 
we just talked and laughed. In the background of 
our casual-turned-deep conversation, Three Days 
Grace’s Never Too Late softly surrounded us while 
we sat there talking. “Carly, this song reminds me 
so much of you and how I try to help but it’s not 
enough. I want to help you so badly but I just don’t 
know how.” And I have left alone everything that I own 
to make you feel like it’s not too late, it’s never too late. I 
knew Sam cared. There was no question about it. 
I always tried to hide my pain from everyone and 
pretend like everything was just fine. No one will ever 
see this side reflected and if there’s something wrong who 
would’ve guessed it? Every time I was hospitalized, 
however, a part of her was held captive until I got 
out. Something I’ve always struggled with is real-

izing the effect I have on other people, whether it be 
enlightening or dampening.
 When the doorbell at my dad’s house rang, 
I ran up from my room in the basement to let Sam 
in. As usual, my dad’s dog Pika eccentrically greeted 
her and then went back to perch-
ing on the back of the couch. 
I hugged Sam for prob-
ably about 5 minutes 
while we ex- changed 
the “hi’s” and “I missed 
you’s” and all that. The 
time we’ve lost can’t get 
back. I hadn’t seen her in at 
least 4 weeks, and I couldn’t wait to 
tell her all my stories from the hospital 
and hear the stories about what hap-
pened while I was gone. I poked a bruise 
on her leg and asked what that was from. 
She told me that open gyms for softball 
began and some- one missed a grounder 
that ended up hit- ting her in the shin. “Nice 

No 
one will 

ever see this 
side reflect-

ed and if there’s 
something wrong 

who would’ve 
guessed it?
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It’s 
not too 
late, it’s 

never too 
late

want to go anywhere with it.
 We proceeded to make some macaroni and 
cheese and it was my turn to tell stories. I talked 
about the colorful hospital socks I got and showed 
her some of the pictures I drew. I told her about 
some of the friends I made and the Linda Cao yoga 
we did at night for exercise. I showed her some of 
my sweet moves. She was quite jealous, and then 
fell silent.
 “Carly, losing Michael back in November is 
still really hard. I hadn’t spent more than a week-
end with him, but I still am really sad about what 
happened. You’re my best friend. I 
can’t even imagine what I would 
do if I lost you.” Even if I say 

it’ll be alright, still I hear you say you want to end your 
life. “It tears me apart to see you hurting and I wish 
I could at least lessen your pain. Not seeing you at 
softball practice or in orchestra or at my locker is 
hard. And that’s while I know you’re somewhere 
safe and getting help. You can’t leave, Carly. You 
can’t leave.” Now and again we try to just stay alive. “I 
know that you feel miserable and hopeless and I 
know that it’s a relief to feel something other than 
your emotional pain. But you’re not alone. I might 
not be in your exact situation, but I still feel a little 
bit of your pain. It’s not the same when you’re gone. 
Carly, I love you. I always have and I always will.” 
We’ll turn it around because it’s not too late, it’s never too 
late.
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He ripped his fingers through the surface of 
the cocoon. As pieces of it cracked and fell to the 
ground, he finally got to the point where he could 
get out, and immediately fell to the ground. 

Charles woke up.  He looked around the 
room and saw his bags packed in 
the corner and his roommate who 
was still asleep in bed.  

He thought about the future.  
He wanted a try to start over again.  
This was his fresh start.  This was the 
first day of his new life.  He found 
a place to live and a job interview 
that day.  He didn’t care where he 
would live, but he wanted to work 
as a musician.  

Then he was quickly 
reminded of his past. Before all of his 
troubles he played many venues and 
bars. Unfortunately for him he took 
the musicians lifestyle for granted. 
After a while of doing this he ended 
up on heroin and dropping out of 
college. H e could no longer spend 
his money on anything besides his 
addiction.

In that year of his struggle 
he lost everything but at the end of 
that year he finally hit rock bottom. 
He had sold everything including 
his car, all his guitars, and spent all 
of his money. After that he had no 
more money to pay for his addiction 
or for school. At nineteen his family found out about 
this and talked it over. He had no other option. 
His parents put him into two different other rehab 
programs which he got away from and he relapsed 
from both. The third rehab they put him in was in 
New Mexico. The first few months were hard but 
after that he was transferred to a halfway house 
down the block. From there he was able to start his 

life over again. 
After Charles left the halfway house, he had 

his first interview but, first had to get all of his stuff 
to the apartment. His parents agreed to foot the 
bills until he got a job.  After he moved his things 

in, he went for a walk.
He hated this stupid town. Rich and poor 

mingling together, and the rich were conceited.  
Charles was one of “the rich” ones, kinda.  He 
walked passed The Convenient to pick up a pack 
of smokes.  This place had probably been robbed 
ten times since it opened and he could only imagine 
how many times it was robbed while he was gone.  

The Coccoon
Short Story by C.J.

Painting by Carly
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This made him think about all of the bad things 
that happen in here; Like the day in eighth grade 
when kids snorted coke in the back of the art room.  
Then, he thought about 
that fated day when a 
kid offered him a bag of 
heroin in the bathroom 
freshman year. 

At this point, 
Charles decided to go 
back to his apartment.   
He thought about how 
he’d been clean now 
for 9 months, as he 
passed by his old high 
school.  On the way 
back he ran into his 
friend’s mom.  She was 
an awesome lady, but he 
couldn’t remember her 
name.  They talked for 
a little while about her 
kid, who Charles went 
to high school with. He 
was put in jail for armed 
robbery.  Charles used 
to hang out with him on 
a day-to-day basis.  

His other two 
high school buddies 
were tough to find too. 
The other one was in 
jail for battery and 
the fourth, addicted to 
cocaine. Charles and 
the awesome mom lady 
talked for about a half an 
hour and he kept on his 
path.  He kept coming 
back to the thought that 
he was back in this town, but life was different than 

before rehab.  He couldn’t decide if it was him that 
changed, or everybody else. Maybe both. 

He was almost to his place. He decided to take 
the shortcut through the 
alley.  Another kid from 
the old neighborhood was 
putting out a cigarette 
with his foot.  He blew 
smoke at Charles and 
said, “Ten dollars for 
a bag.” Then he snuck 
Charlie a peek at a bag of 
heroin.  Charles looked 
at the heroin. Then, 
their attention was taken 
away when an automatic 
light in the alley flashed 
on.  Charlie looked up 
at it and saw a swarm of 
moths flying around in a 
circle in light. 
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Freebird
Poem by Angelo

Drawing by Michael
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Poem by Angelo

Present in the urban city,
I’m finally out of pain and I feel so liberated,
I’m comfortable there and I feel free,
Although most people don’t feel the same way,
I have my own perspective,
I’m so happy and overwhelmed by it
I feel so great; nobody on earth could change it,
I could be a bird, grow wings and fly,
Soaring above all of the negatives that pin me to the floor.

When I’m in the city, I’m happy,
Always feeling free in the urban city,
When I’m not in the city, I’m sad 
Trapped when I’m outside its boundaries,
I’m free and ecstatic in the urban city,
And I will always feel this way    



Dancing With Stephanie
Story By Jordyn

Digital Image By Anthony



 Stephanie loves to dance. She knew it was her destiny. She started dancing 
when she was 2. It was her passion in life. She loved it. When she was 10 she danced 
by herself at a recital. She was in front of a lot of people while she was doing it and 
she felt amazing.
 When she turned 16 she got a free scholarship to Julliard. Julliard was her 
dream school. She was so excited about going there. She couldn’t wait.
When she got there she met her roommate. Her roommates name was Heather. 
Heather loved to dance, just like Stephanie. They became best friends. They told 
each other everything.
 At the end of the year there were auditions for backup dancers for their 
favorite band The Pink Stripes. They were so excited. They always wanted to be 
backup dancers.
 When the auditions came they were nervous, scared and excited all at the 
same time. When Stephanie got called she was nervous but didn’t show it. But she 

went up there anyway. When she got out there 
she gave them her all. The judges were impressed 
with her.
 Before Heather got called she had an anxiety 
attack but Stephanie helped her through it. Then when 
Heather got called she went up there and danced like 
there was no tomorrow. The judges were also impressed 
with her.
 Then the next day they were waiting for the phone 
call to find out if they got in. Heather’s phone rang 
first. When Heather picked up they told her she got in. 
Heather screamed out of happiness and joy. Then when 
Stephanie’s phone rang she got told that she also got 

in. They were so happy that they get to dance on stage with each other and be with their 
favorite band.
 Their first day was exhausting. They were dancing all day. Dancing all day felt like 
it was a lifetime of working all in one day. They both enjoyed it because they were danc-
ing.
 Then when it was time to go on stage they were more excited than nervous because 
they were dancing. Stephanie was scared that she would mess up or fall and break a bone. 
While she was dancing she didn’t think about that, she only thought about dancing. Heath-
er, also, had the same thoughts Stephanie had. But Heather danced her worries away.
 By the time they were done they were exhausted from the adrenalin from danc-
ing on stage. They loved what they did and enjoyed every moment of it. Stephanie and 
Heather knew dancing was their passion in life. They found their destiny in life and it was 
dancing. They both knew it was their calling in life and they answered it. They are going to 
keep on striving and dancing through life. 
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The Miracle 
At Bennett

Literary Essay by Michael
Print by Angelo

 Football, in my opinion, is best played 
in terrible weather when a game is incredibly 
important to both teams playing. Both teams 
are going to try their absolute hardest, and get 
incredibly filthy and dirty while doing so. So this 
game between Lyons Township and Hinsdale 
Central that I was playing in was a match made in 
heaven for me. Whoever won would be going to 
the conference playoffs (freshman football doesn’t 
play state), and the October skies had let loose 
on Bennett Field in Western Springs, covering 
the field in rain water and mud. I was incredibly 
stressed out going into the game, worrying myself 
sick about making a mistake(s) that would cost 
Lyons the game. I was wrought with worry by the 
time I ran out onto the field to take my position 
at defensive tackle on the first play. Little did I 
know that by the end of the game, I would feel 
incredibly liberated from the stress I was feeling 
beforehand, and that I would be a hero for my 
team. 
  Throughout the majority of the 
game, my play was mediocre at best. Trying as 
hard as I possibly could, I still only managed one 
tackle and one blocked pass throughout the first 
three quarters and most of the fourth quarter. 
With 1:30 left to play in regulation, the score was 
knotted at 14-14, and the rain hadn’t let up at all 
yet. My anxiety and stress levels were through 
the roof as Lyons’ offense took the field to try and 
win the game. 
 Our quarterback took the snap from the 
center, and dropped back to pass. I couldn’t bear 
to watch it, so I had my head buried in my hands 
on the play. From the cussing of my teammates on 

the bench, I’d gathered something bad had just 
happened. Looking up, I saw the ball rolling loose 
on the mud-covered field. A Central defender 
threw himself on top of the ball, turning the ball 
over. 
 At this point, I felt like I was going to throw 
up, and I actually did just that. Leaning over into 
a trash bin, I got sick, then, unfortunately, took 
the field with 1:23 left to play. I’d honestly rather 
not have been on the field for what I assumed 
to be the last drive of the game, and would have 
rather been sitting somewhere else, free of stress 
and worry over this predicament. 
 Taking the field, I got into my three-point 
stance next to the two defensive ends that lined 
up with me. When the Central signal-caller took 
the snap from center, I felt something that seemed 
like a truck hit me. Disoriented, I looked around 
from the ground and saw that a Central guard had 
laid me out before the ball was snapped, a false 
start. 
 The next play that was run seemed so 
surreal that I still question whether it actually 
happened or not. Central’s quarterback took the 
snap, and I pounced ferociously out of my stance 
towards the center. I suppose he wasn’t expecting 
me to come at him so ferociously because I hadn’t 
done so all game, because I easily got past him 
and 
had a straight line towards the quarterback. As 
he prepared to throw the ball, I concluded that I 
wasn’t going to be able to hit him fast enough, so I 
launched myself into the air, arms extended, in an 
attempt to bat the ball down. I did one better than 
that. The ball ran into the tips of my left hand, and 
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as it fell to Earth, I caught it.  
 The Central quarterback tried 
to tackle me, but I broke free from him. 
I crossed midfield, and I felt that stress 
and anxiety begin to leave me. I crossed 
the forty-yard line. More stress left. 
More anxiety left. I crossed the thirty. 
The twenty. The ten. Then, the grass 
turned from dark brown (remember, 
the field was covered in mud) to blue. 
I’d scored the go-ahead touchdown. 
The stress and anxiety was gone 
completely from my body and mind. 
I felt so free and liberated. My upset 
stomach was an afterthought now, and 
as my teammates joyously celebrated 
in the end zone with me, I realized that 
I’d never felt this free before.
 The rest of the game is a blur to 
me. I remember taking the field again 
to stop Central from tying the game, 
and doing my little part to actually stop 
them, tackling their tight end as he tried 
to get a first down. I wanted no part of 
the celebration with my teammates- I 
wasn’t exactly a social person then- so 
after the game I quickly made my exit.  
 I think that the touchdown 
means more to me because of the 
feeling of liberation and freedom it 
gave me than because of the moment 
and the need of the touchdown for my 
team. I still have the game ball in my 
room, and I intend to keep it there for 
quite some time.
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                      My soul doesn’t
                 Match my body.
        The corporeal form
               Can feel like
       Cold Iron bars.

My identity was
     Wrong to me
         And the world.
            I was angry.
                I was scared.
                    I locked myself
                        Away from society.

People would try
  To love me
      But they could
         Not reach me,
             Because I felt
                 Unworthy of love,
                     And remained in
                         My bitter cell.

                                     I could hardly 
                                  Breath in my
                      Small hard space.
                 Counted each day 
           Waiting for someone
             Or something to 
                Set me free         I asked myself,

          What expectations there
               are of me?
                 What is fair
                     For me to 
                         Expect from life?

                                            The more I
                            Expected the more
                                   I wanted to
                            Punch a wall
                 Out of frustration.
                Nature takes its
   Course naturally thus, 
              I cant expect 
 Anything from life.

If life doesn’t 
     Expect anything then
         I am free.
             I can expect
               Nothing of myself,
                   Only allow myself
                        To love myself. 

Me all along
Kept the tool

To my liberation
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