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CCCrane's in the sky: Complacent, Confused, Confuzzled

AAAH MEN!

When are you coming out? You have long hair, wear bright colored clothes, and you don’t like
sticking to the stereotypical masculine look. That’s a tight suit, motherfucker—nice boots. Born
on December 17th, 2004, Anthony Brown never understood the world before him and
conditioned himself to play flag football (against his will) at the age of 8. She never liked the fact

that I wanted to grow my hair out, “you should look like the rest”...

Brawn

I never met an emotion, I didn’t know how to take—but now I’m getting older and I want to be
straight. Anthony was never into sports, and he flunked out of the high-school golf team—his
mother was very pissed. This was just a year before the pandemic begun.The pandemic was
twofold for him—he didn’t have to play sports, but he had to listen to the footsteps on the creaky
wooden floor. “You shouldn’t be eating that much”, “You’re going to have all of that food?”” She

wasn’t one to talk, needless to say.

Charlotte

And you just don’t get it, you keep it copacetic. You learn to accept it—you’re so pathetic.
Setting the world record for the most amount of shit attempted to be thrown towards Anthony,
she ended up in the psych ward, having her nursing license taken away, and being forced to
move back in with her daughter after using the weapon that was named after two letters in
Anthony’s name—she disappeared for good. All of that effort was put towards something—

repression is my new obsession as it led towards a new direction.
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Dealer

Oily marks appear on walls, where pleasure moments hung before. The seemingly emerald-
encrusted mirror had gone through several generations of households where the people never
remained the same—except for Anthony. Have you never seen a broken man? He began with the
bags of Hot Cheetos and Cheez-1tz he’d beg his fourth-grade teacher to eat when it was time to
have a snack. About the time where he’d wanted to drown himself of being in someone else’s

skin.

Fine, just “Fine”

I don’t know what I’'m doing don’t know shit I changed my mind I can’t decide there’s too many
variations to consider. Marbled rye bread fumbled my futuristic age of pleasure for when there
was nothing to drown myself with. I succumbed to the patterns of steps on the creaky wooden
floor of her flooring—"your mental health isn’t real” repeatedly haunting my brain. Anthony
spent most of his time locked in his bedroom wanting to be left alone. I would get 8 hours of

sleep too, if I had to sing my own songs.

I love Hollywood!

Oh thank God I sold my soul, glitter, smoke, and rock’n’roll, it’s not fashionable to eat—fuck the
90210. Anthony had about enough with the amount of complaints coming from her. Starting
community college classes at Columbus State Community College at the age of 15, Anthony had
been going through it. I need to get a job this, cut my hair towards that, figuring out my life for
this as well. A slammed door, pounding on the door, and attempts to snatch my phone later—I’d

finally been left the fuck alone. I love Hollywood!

Jaded
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This is not your problem now, this is not your concern. I’ve fallen for you terribly, I guess I’ll
never learn. Many bags of Arby’s, large cups of various Dunkin’, and a movie theatre staged
towards a barely empty audience later—it seemed like Anthony had given up. Water was a
foreign concept. He couldn’t spell hate without love. Ballooning out of control for his last few
years at her place, he finally graduated with his Associates degree a month before graduating

from high school.

Penny

My derring-do allows me to dance the rigadoon around you. But by the time I’m close to you, |
lose my desideratum and now you. Calico. Cute. Cuddly. Incredible. His tears wouldn’t be the
only thing he left behind in that house of horrors. Pulling out of the driveway, he felt like a
mechanical animal the entire way towards his move. Therapist wasn’t enough of a justification,
like those times he’d been forced to go to therapy just to get along with his dad. Those days were

swept under the rug and never discussed again, like the multitude of things he’d just left behind.

Rain

The glitter sores will heal themselves, I’ll go ahead and play with someone else. Anthony was
never one to give hugs, and when he gave her one—she was working and it felt like nothing was
exchanged. There wouldn’t be a point in keeping roses in a jar for more than a week. The beer
keg sat in the sunroom. If he really wanted to, the chances of him becoming an alcoholic would
skyrocket—but he hated parties, concerts, and anything with loud noises. The sound of the air
purifier next to his bed, with over 40 pillows and 4 blankets soothed him enough. Well, besides

the occasional drive-by shootings—he parted ways with Columbus, for good.

THEY’RE ALL AROUND US
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You make me wanna die, I’ll never be good enough. Everything you love, will burn up in the
light. Stab you in the back, blood refuting betrayal of camaraderie shriveled like the environment
echoing hanging motionless upon my glass of sweet tea. Isolation and devastation were the result
of built-up years of remaining in silence. I looked around, saw nobody—feeling the nobodies
that didn’t acknowledge me. Anthony, at this point, didn’t know what to do. Silence was his
compliance—the gas tank in his white chevy corsica evident through the passenger seat floor

being riddled of disgusting reminders.

University

And you don’t seem to understand—Iiving dead girl. Anthony was cast into a society of dead
poet’s, a realm where he discovered journalism, media production, professional/technical
writing, copyediting, and the joys of getting to choose his own educational journey. STEM this,
engineer the whole thing with that—not his forte. A lot of those around him never understood
why he tried so hard to work. When you’re put into a battlefield where everyone scraps gallons
of blood from you, forsaked your tears for their own benefit, and drinking to become drunk—

you’d get it.

Wine

You wanna play that game bitch? You make a dash for my cash, it's your ass that I’m blasting.
Anthony’s name started with the same letter of the word that kills millions of people per year due
to addiction—and he never succumbed until nearly turning 21. Terrified of the notion, he’d
grown sick of being suppressed. Burning sensations had dropped in his stomach acid—breaking
the curse that he’d seen of another her. The blue solo cup with several red rings was a sight he’d

never forget, like those times where slurred speech, insults, and a demon used to be normalized
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until it all came to a complete stop. As the news would say, she was pronounced dead. Her eyes
contained that stereotypical “gone” look. I didn’t feel an ounce of sympathy—you did this to

yourself.

Zodiac

Say something for the record, tell the people how you feel. Fuck the record, and fuck the people.
After dying his hair permanently black, dropping 251bs, joining a fraternity, getting involved in
the local UC music scene, and starting to return to his trueself—he bid farewell to an identity he
never wanted to remember. I didn't want to remember him once again. Memories served as the

core framework from here. You re all I need. You're all I need. You 're all I need.
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Mixtape
AAAH MEN!

When are you coming out? You have long hair, wear bright colored clothes, and you don’t like
sticking to the stereotypical masculine look. That’s a tight suit, motherfucker—nice boots
motherfucker!. Brown never understood the world before him, conditioning himself forcefully to
play flag football at a young age. The fact [ grew my hair had made my mother angry—saying I
should look like the rest. She carried a fake purse that contained a hairbrush, a Tide pen, and
other materialistic bullshit. In her dictionary, the word natural demanded the opposite. Once |

mentioned a slight interest in perfume—she grew pretty done. You should look like the rest...
Brawn

I never met an emotion I didn’t know how to take—but now I’'m getting older and I want to be
straight’. 1 was never into sports. I flunked out of my high school golf team. I never fit in. Most
of my best friends were girls. Having guys as friends meant I was gay. I refused to succumb to
someone else’s rage, and as such, his mother was very pissed. Just a year before the pandemic
began. The pandemic positioned itself to be in my favor and against my great big white world—
no sports, but I had to listen to the footsteps on the creaky wooden floor—I got a job, but had to
sneak food into the house without being caught on the array of cameras—I went to college, but
free time was no longer within my diction. You shouldn’t be eating that much. You 're going to

have all of that food?

Charlotte

! Doja Cat, “AAAH MEN!,” Vie, Kemosabe/RCA Records, 2025, Spotify.
2 The Pom-Poms, “Watch Me,” The Pom-Poms, The Pom-Poms, 2018, Spotify.
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And you just don’t get it, you keep it copacetic. You learn to accept it—you know, you 're so
pathetic®. 1 got overweight. I dealt with a stepmother who embodied hatred. I dealt with having
my phone taken away from my dad. You piece of shit... you should know better. Being trapped at
Coney Island all day—grueling. At the very least, my stepmother ended up in the psych ward
and had her nursing license taken away—being forced to move back in with her daughter after
running around the house with a gun pointed towards my father’s head when they divorced and
he had to move out. She disappeared for good. Repression became my new obsession as it led

towards a new direction.
Dealer

Oily marks appear on walls, where pleasure moments hung before®. As a child, there was an
emerald-encrusted mirror that had gone through several generations. I was told my great
grandparents were evil by my grandmother—that Doug and Michael would’ve had a chance at
life if their parents weren’t such pieces of shits—if my mother had actually left them alone as
well. Michael and Doug, one night, went to a party in the middle of the night without
permission—I was left in my sister’s arms by the end of the night. Alexis covered my ears while
they were both being attacked downstairs. 10:42 PM. You can stay home from school, but never
speak about what happened tonight—I’ll deny it ever happened. What a broken household. So

how could you see me now? You built me up to tear me down’.

Fine, just “Fine”

3 Local H, “Bound For The Floor,” As Good As Dead, Island Records, 1996, Spotify.
4 Imogen Heap, “Hide and Seek,” Speak for Yourself, Megaphonic Records, 2005, Spotify
5 St. Vincent, “Broken Man,” 4/l Born Screaming, Total Pleasure Records, 2024, Spotify.
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I don’t know what I'm doing don’t know shit I changed my mind I can’t decide there’s too many
variations to consider®. Marbled rye bread fumbled my futuristic age of pleasure for when there
was nothing to drown myself with. I succumbed to the patterns of steps on the creaky wooden
floor in her house—your mental health isn’t real haunting my rhythm. I spent most of my time
locked in my bedroom wanting to be left alone. The Dollar Tree bags had taken over one of the
cubbies I had next to my bed. /'m going for a walk, I'll be back. Except, I would go to the
store—forcefully making a man pay for the rest of my snacks and drinks for the coins I knew |
never had in the first place. Sleep wasn’t in my dictionary—though I’d get 8 hours of sleep too,

if I had to sing my own songs. Cry cry, Wolf’
I love Hollywood!

Oh thank God I sold my soul, glitter, smoke, and rock 'n’roll, it’s not fashionable to eat®*—fuck
the 90210. Anthony had about enough with the amount of complaints coming from her. Starting
community college classes at Columbus State Community College at the age of 15, Anthony had
been going through, I need-to-get-a-job-this, cut-my-hair, figuring-out-my-life-for-this, A
slammed door, pounding—many attempts to snatch my phone later, I’d finally been left the fuck
alone. For the first time in years, I heard knocks on my door. I’d been used to the door opening
and closing—threats of taking the hinges off of my door. A lack of privacy. I couldn’t even be in

the bathroom for too long. I love Hollywood!

Jaded

6 Fiona Apple, “On The Bound,” When The Pawn..., Epic Records, 1999, Spotify.
7 Lisa Germano, “Cry Wolf,” Geek the Girl, 4AD Ltd, 1994, Spotify.
8 Slayyyter, “I Love Hollywood!,” STARFUCKER, FADER Label, 2023, Spotify.
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This is not your problem now, this is not your concern. But ['ve fallen for you terribly, I guess
that I'll never learn’. Bags of food made of rubber—Golden arches in the distance from a
restaurant that has served billions of people—drinks of alcoholic substance and copious amounts
of sugar—the theatre setting its stage—Anthony had given up. Water was a foreign concept. He
couldn’t spell hate without love. Love became something unknown. Hatred became
normalized—the words striking him in the chords he never thought he had—ballooning out of
control for his last few years at his mother’s. He finally graduated with his Associates of Arts

degree before graduating from high school.
Penny

Here’s another speech you wish that I'd swallow'’. 1 couldn’t be controlled. Stormy weather was
the day I moved out of her house. Penny—my incredible calico cat. Cute. Cuddly. During the
last few weeks—I couldn’t bear seeing you crawl through the empty wooden cubby. My tears
wouldn’t be the only thing I left behind in that house of horrors—actions were done with nothing
being said about them ever again. I conformed and lost myself in a sea of negative synergy—I
never really left my room. I couldn’t imagine myself pulling out of the driveway. Mechanical
animal in this world I never explored—forcefully getting therapy certainly didn’t solve my
problems like my father expected it to—in another place—a distant galaxy temporarily away
from home. My time living here—swept under the rug and never discussed again, like the things
he was about to leave behind. Penny cuddled my arm for a final time as the blue screen on the
television faded to black—white noise and scanned blue noises dizzying myself into a final

comforting slumber.

9 She Wants Revenge, “Your Love,” Up and Down, Perfect Kiss, 2009, Spotify.
' Fiona Apple, “To Your Love,” When The Pawn..., Epic Records, 1999, Spotify.

Brown 9



Rain

The glitter sores will heal themselves, I'll go ahead and play with someone else'!. 1 was never
one to give hugs, and when I gave her one—she was working and it felt like nothing was
exchanged. If I were to give her roses in a jar, they’d be placed in a garden where they were
forgotten about—just like the maybe memories she claimed never happened. I never considered
alcohol, despite the beer keg sitting in the sunroom for most of my life. I internalized hating
parties, concerts, anything with loud noises, and everything that would bother my comfort of just
sitting in my room. The sound of the air purifier next to his bed, with over 40 pillows and 4
blankets soothed him enough. Many of them reminded him of Penny—of a place that I missed.
Despite everything that happened. I ponder why I missed something I desperately tried to away

from.
THEY’RE ALL AROUND US

You make me wanna die, I'll never be good enough. Everything you love, will burn up in the
light'?. Miserable wasn’t the word to describe that house—stabbing me in the back wouldn’t
have even come close. If my blood could refute these betrayals of camaraderie—I’d be shelved
like the environment I just left. [solation and devastation were the result of built-up years of
remaining in silence. I looked around, saw nobody—feeling the nobodies that didn’t
acknowledge me. I didn’t know what to do. Silence was my compliance—the gas tank in his

white Chevy Corsica evident through the passenger seat floor being riddled with disgusting

" Jack Off Jill, “When I Am Queen,” Clear Hearts Grey Flowers, Jack Off Jill, 2000, Spotify.
'2 The Pretty Reckless, “Make Me Wanna Die,” Light Me Up, Interscope Records, 2010, Spotify.
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reminders: the bags, the plastic cups, the liquids and sauce cups waiting to evaporate. Drive-

thru’s are too convenient—that’s my poison.
University

And I don’t seem to understand—crawl on me, sink into me, die for me—living dead girl’’. 1 felt
cast into a society where my mold never fit, a realm where I discovered journalism, media
production, technical writing—the joys of getting to choose my own educational journey. I don’t
want to make a ton of money to be miserable—a fly in a beehive where he doesn’t belong. A lot
of those around him never understood why he tried so hard to work. When you take a coworker
home and she just disappears without a trace—when the bathroom floors you changed in right
after high-school were riddled with such mysterious white powders—when you’re put into a
battlefield where everyone draws blood from you. I gave my tears, my everything, my all for
someone else’s benefit. I drank sugary drinks to try to make it all up. Do you get it? Do you

understand?
Wine

Why do you want to be like that? Why, why do you wanna be like that'?? My name started with
the same letter of the word that kills millions of people per year due to addiction—I never
succumbed until turning 21. Terrified of the notion, he wanted to turn a new page in his own
novel—once that he was able to finally take control of. Burning in his stomach acid—feeling it
attack my throat—the bottle remained in my hand as I took another sip. I remember those times

where slurred speech, insults, and your body swaying in all sorts of directions used to be

13 Rob Zombie, “Living Dead Girl,” Hellbilly Deluxe, Geffen Records, 1998 Spotify.
14 Limp Bizkit, “Stuck,” Three Dollar Biol, Y’all $, Interscope Records, 1997, Spotify.
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normalized—until it all came to a complete stop. As the news would say, he was pronounced
dead—but to a new beginning. I don’t buy into that stereotypical gorne look—I felt sympathy for

my past for not introducing him to this wonderful concoction.
Zen

Say something for the record, tell the people how you feel. Fuck the record, and fuck the
people”. 1 dyed my hair permanently black. I dropped 251bs. I joined a fraternity. I got involved
on campus. | got involved in the local UC music scene. I returned to someone I thought I’d never
meet. [ didn’t know that was your first drink, dude I feel bad. 1 don’t drink to forget—I bid
farewell to an identity I never want to fall back into. If only he could meet him once more time—

little remembrance. Memories served as a core framework here. You re all I need.

15 Snot, “Snot,” Ger Some, Geffen Records, 1997, Spotify.

Brown 12



Revision Statement for Alphabet Piece “Mixtape”.

For my revision of this piece, I focused on removing the majority of the abstractions
within my piece and saying it straight—something that was a recurring issue within my original
draft per Professor. Chatti’s feedback. I improved the repetitive viewpoints to make them
stylistically consistent throughout my piece and made sure to ground my lyrical inclusion in a
stronger personal argument of my past, childhood, and the person that I didn’t miss in the first
place per Chloe Brandhorst’s feedback and questions. I found that many of the sentences in my
original draft were worded awkwardly and didn’t flow together—I added lots of new information
that maintained cohesion. Additionally, I made sure to tone down my anger within the last few
sections so that I didn’t throw off the reader with the sudden diction change, per Professor.
Chatti’s and Elliot Stenken’s feedback. I wanted my piece to feel more direct and poetic—to be
more forthfront with the messages I was trying to convey which read at a very surface level.
However, I was fighting with myself as to whether I should keep the abstractions within my
piece or not—I got rid of the majority of them but kept a few for contextualization purposes in
making readers make their own interpretations based on what has happened within my narrative
so far.

I strengthened the imagery as a result per Jude Shotwell’s feedback and made the choices
I did because I wanted to completely reshape how my piece was read—saying actions more
straightforward than leaving my readers in confusion. There are several ways my final piece
differs from the original. Firstly, I used first-person point-of-view throughout my piece and made
more of a connection between sections so that the piece felt more cohesive rather than broken
apart. Secondly, my tone is much more straightforward and direct than in my original piece—I

made more of a connection with the lyrics to the lines that followed after to introduce a nuance to
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the readers, and wrote with much more impactful personal statements than I did in my original.
As a whole, I feel that my final version reflects more emotion, cohesion, connection, and feeling
with the lyrics and my writing at hand. This piece is titled “Mixtape”, as a metaphor for
something I can always dial back on—but not ever wanting to enter upon ever again. In the
music industry, mixtapes are never thought of as cohesive or perfect—people tune into mixtapes
because they’re fun, full of energy, and of emotion—something that [ know my final piece
reflects. Not only did I focus on grounding my figurative language with more concrete imagery
and feeling the pulse of my emotions and writing more than in my original draft—but I
completely reshaped and added more detail and emphasis within my piece that got rid of a lot of
the confusing abstractions per Professor. Chatti’s feedback. As a whole, these are the major and

significant changes I made to my final piece.
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Inanition: Soulless Thing of a Man.

My body remunerated against the pillows—yearning for years against remaining
constant. I don’t know much about God. God is defined by the amount of plastic containers—
polypropylene changing colors—repulsive crumbs crumbling on the ground. Rancid couldn’t
describe how big my clothes had gotten—guilty and the poison arrow. Here I am, defined by
societies odoriferous of my state. Chugging, chugging, chugging on the carbonation and sugars

that would stick to my body—aromantic in decision-making.

Poisonous perfumed ambrose against flesh abrading frayed continuous

cyclical endeavors

Chick-Fil-A - Red - What color should I dye my hair?

Starbucks - Green - When my eyes are in the sun, what color are they?
McDonald’s - Yellow - How big are my clothes?

Dunkin’ Donut’ - Brown - What shoe size should I be wearing?
Chipotle - White - How many holes do I have to cut out in my belt?
Burger King - Blue - How often should I be shopping for clothes?
Subway - Gray - Can [ take my shirt off at the beach?

Domino’s - Purple - Do I have to cross my legs when I'm at the table?
Popeyes - Orange - What'’s the limit that the elevator can hold?

Panda Express - Pink - Do I have any underlying health problems that I don’t know about?

I’ve tried to get into running—the wind melting your face and removing the sweat that’s

still all over your body—my throat closes up and I succumb to the world like I never had before.
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Who's at the door? Plump. Corpulent. Chubby. Fat. Round. Pudgy. Husky. Podgy. Ripe.
Repletive. Repulsive. Flabby. Brawny. Hip. Lank. Scrawny. Muscular. Slender. Emaciated.
Pinched. Willowy. Distractions are defined in a multitude of ways, like the time I offered a ride
home where her brother lived just a few blocks away from me—she was never seen again. I also
found out over Facebook messages that another one was found slumped over in the bathroom. |
also tried to pick up my paycheck—without convenience of conveyance—seas of red—hopping
over metallic crossed circles over crossed circles—he just sat down and enjoyed whilst the floor
was painted below him. I also got used to many kindreds—correspondence in a bee hive—
cognate in our wallets—connate of laughter—commensurate of our abilities—Ilopsided in the
way society treats us like tetris. Inevitably enough, I rose perpendicularly in threatening dire
ghasts, backrooms of lanterns, the next one turned grey—Ilike I did when the distance became
best friends with the cheval glass in congruent enemies of me. Belle Epoque could’ve been me if

I stayed in Flag Football—but damn, masculinity is such a bitch—and so was I.

Artistic development in all of us fucked up people

Vincent van Gogh - The Potato Eaters

Celeste Roberge - The Weight of Grief

Felix Gonzalez-Torres - Untitled

Andy Warhol - Campbell’s Soup Cans

Francis Bacon - Figure with Meat

Giuseppe Arcimboldo - Vertumnus

Pieter Bruegel the Elder - The Peasant Wedding

Vincent van Gogh - Still Life with Apples
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Epoxy resin and bed. You would’ve thought this bond would’ve been one, like with a
Golden Retriever or a Husky—the ones that come knocking on the door—freeing you of your
confinement and shattering your shackles. Bed became my fetter and drug. I hit the curb hard—
circumscription of forgetting how to move my body, how to feel many emotions, how to have
coping mechanisms, have friends, have anything, have something, anything. Obsolete and
moribund like the head in my hole that became as black as those dark clouds above my head—
bound for the floor—paying attention to extremities in quantity not of quality. Those who
surrounded me often used fuliginous around me. Enigmatic in the way that I quickly ran for
comfort on my way home—just to use that same comfort towards the multitude of excuses I
came up with over the years. Substantial wasn’t within my diction—neither was considerable. I
thought of the current moment, tomorrow, the day afterwards—but not of routines. You could
say I was voluminous, staggering, tremendous, a mammoth even—frozen into a lake, chalked up
to not be anything of significance—tossed away into the nethermost that planet earth had ever

seen.

Rehabilitation: Coping Mechanisms through Volumes and Conditioning of
Music Titling
Lullaby For Liquid Pig
Hearts Are Open Graves
Maybe Memories
Feel So Numb
Get Off (You Can Eat a Dick)

A Box Full of Sharp Objects
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<maybe> it’s my fault

Eat You Alive

... Of Love And Colors

Way Below The Radio

In The Maybe World

Au Pays du Cocaine

you should see me in a crown
Caught Out There

I Hate Everything About You

Discontinuance of suspension of arrestment of interruption til’ check til” moratorium
til’idleness of hypnosis of mesmerism. The smells in those enclosed rooms enraptured my soul—
leading it towards a bewitching spell—invocation was glamour in the room—shimmering
aphrodite—conjuration were the words how can I help you today—embellishment were the
words you ll get much better. My stipend was in the blue and yellow boxes titled Kraft—my
craft of recognition was drank in bottles of Arizona—desserts like Julius Caesar—dressing made
of fat—the same words that linger in my brain when the racks of clothes—XL shunned in
another light. If I could open a business, it’d be nebulous and zealous—cutesy and alive in the
way my emancipated state swung lazily across the honey dijon river. I’d call myself maniacal in
how well-versed I’d be in giving recommendations of where we should eat. Temporary negative
spaces invading dreary evasive privacies—those booths gave me such rich availabilities in
happiness. Bedsheets that worn over the years, tendencies to dance around the things I just

wanted to delve into—organizations producing the shit that appalls other countries—I am over.
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Inanition: Large Body Behind My Intricate Mind

My body laid in bed against the pillows—damned and yearning to get out of these years
of motion interpolation—yet nothing’s moving. I see the roof colored a pastel beige—
memorizing cracks upon cracks—the crevices in my body moving with the motion swindling the
air that hadn’t existed in my bedroom beforehand. The amount of bags I hid in that thrifted
cubby contained years of suppression that I wasn’t ready to confront—only my eyes that saw the
bright colors and volume of food—getting used to the poison arrow that shot from my heart
every time that guilt stepped into my eyes and looked at the frame we saw. My heart sank, yet
my stomach rang empty—I needed to fill up the repulsion all over again just to feel satisfied and
barely happy with myself. Here I am, defined by my state of mind wilted like the roses by
gravestones I’d seen—tfamilies and friends hadn’t visited for years—chugging, chugging,

chugging on the carbonation and sugars that stuck to my body—aromantic in decision-making.

Things Rotting On The Side of Highways
McDonald’s Double Cheeseburger 450 Calories
Red Bull Sea Blue 160 Calories
Pepsi 250 Calories
Takis Fuego 560 Calories
Lay’s Salt & Vinegar 450 Calories
Starbucks Caramel Macchiato 250 Calories
Water Bottles 0 Calories
Little Debbie Zebra Cake Roll’s 320 Calories

Maruchan Chicken Flavored Ramen 380 Calories
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Mountain Dew Code Red 280 Calories

= 3,100 Calories.

Over the years, I’ve tried to get into running and to be like the other boys who did a sport
in high school—the wind hitting your face and removing the sweat that’s all over your body—
like a reward for all of the hard work you did. I never felt that. My throat closes up just seconds
into trying to run, [ bounce up and down from my body refusing to cave into what it should’ve
been doing in the first place. Who's at the door? Plump. Corpulent. Chubby. Fat. Round. Pudgy.
Husky. Podgy. Ripe. Repletive. Repulsive. Flabby. Brawny. What I’ve always seen on the other
side that I’ve never had the pleasure of enjoying nor embodying: Lank. Scrawny. Muscular.
Slender. Emaciated. Pinched. Willowy. My wishes are defined in these multitude of ways. I
never learned how to balance many things happening at once—my weight was just one of the
issues I had during my time as a teenager. Living paycheck to paycheck—the American dream—
like society and corporate food-service restaurants like Arby’s simply moving on from the
coworkers I’d lost over the years—hiring and firing for convenience. One of them was found
slumped over in the bathroom—the other I took home where her brother lives just a few blocks
away from me, [ haven’t seen her since. I remember the time I took $32 worth of food home and
ate it all in one sitting—making sure my manager didn’t catch me. I got so caught up with my
kindreds at work—correspondence in a beehive—connected through how much we had in our
wallets—commensurate with our abilities—stuck like the pieces you’d play in Tetris, never to
move again. Belle Epoque could’ve been me had I never ate all of that food and got

complacent—damn, masculinity is such a bitch—and so was I.
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All of us feel that something is wrong with us—we take that art to form it into a sort of
emotion. For example, I thought of food as an outlet—of something that had completely fucked
me over physically, mentally, and emotionally—food had exhausted me, despite making me feel
full and at time, energized. Food can both help and kill you in the longrun—a hypocritical
juxtaposition that perhaps, I’ll never get over. Food is an art that eventually develops you into
becoming a better person—as you become fed up with the drainage of what it put you through—

the bad kinds of food, at least.

Artistic Development In all of us fucked up people
Vincent van Gogh - The Potato Eaters
Celeste Roberge - The Weight of Grief
Felix Gonzalez-Torres - Untitled
Andy Warhol - Campbell’s Soup Cans
Francis Bacon - Figure with Meat
Giuseppe Arcimboldo - Vertumnus
Pieter Bruegel the Elder - The Peasant Wedding

Vincent van Gogh - Still Life with Apples

The bond developed between my bed and I had grown my legs to become huge—you
could certainly hear my steps in the doorway, forget about trying to sneak out as that wouldn’t be
worth a damn thing. It’s like a bond I could’ve had with a Golden Retriever or a Husky—a
healthy bond that would’ve had me up and feel loved—freeing you of your confinement and

shattering your shackles. But no, that never happened. . I conformed to comfort and decided that
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everything in my life had been done and over with at this point anyways—my bed becoming my
fetter and drug. I hit the curb hard—Ilike your tooth had gotten chipped off from impact—
circumscription of forgetting how to move my body, how to feel emotions, how to have coping
mechanisms, having friends, having anything, something, anything? I became as bound for the
floor as I'd become to my bed—my comfort and solace—yet my enemy in disguise and building
me into a person | shamed myself for being—paying attention to extremities in quantity not of
quality—I was never myself because of it. Enigmatic in the way that I quickly ran for comfort on
my way home—using that same comfort towards the multitudes of excuses I used for myself
over the years. I thought of the current moment, tomorrow, the day afterwards—never of
routines. I became a mammoth—tremendous, staggering, voluminous—frozen into a lake and
chalked up to be nothing of significance, at least, that’s how the majority of teenagers treated me
when I was still in high-school. I don’t blame them though, and I don’t know how to feel about
it—I tossed myself away into the nethermost that planet earth had never seen. Wrappers and
plastic cups that would riddle the earth of environmental damage became my friends instead, I

saw them everyday.

Music became a coping mechanism that was healthy for me—but I lived my life
experiences through these songs. Once they made me aware of the issues I’d been putting on
myself—my heart sank in awareness, and the pain still stings in how much I resonate in these

works.

Coping Mechanisms Through Song Titles: Pain-Stinging Resonance in Heart-Sinking

Awareness
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Lullaby For Liquid Pig
Hearts Are Open Graves

Feel So Numb

A Box Full of Sharp Objects
<maybe> it’s my fault

Eat You Alive

I Hate Everything About You
you should see me in a crown
Human Leech

Nobody Asked Me (If I Was Okay)
Hurt

And Contentment

I arrested myself in shame and in accountability once I finally stepped out of the
environment and city that’d entrapped me for so long. The smell in that enclosed room
enraptured my soul—leading it towards a bewitching spell—physically and emotionally chaining
myself of years of laughter, happiness, freedom that I could’ve had. My craft of recognition
drank in bottles full of sugar—the sodas and lemonades that had made me allergic to water as it
did to the word fat—the same words that linger in my brain when the racks of clothes shunned
3XL in a different light. I’d call myself manic in how well-versed I’d be in giving
recommendations of where we should eat—I focused on the quantity and cheapness of the food

and not on the quality. Over the years, my bedsheets had gotten worn and used to the slumber of
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my body on top of them—pillow cases being frayed—clothes having holes in them from how

often I’d wear them. I am over—and the habits were killed as soon as my awareness woke up.
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Revision Statement for Zuihitsu Piece “Inanition: Large Body Behind My Intricate Mind”.

For this revision, I focused on lessening the difficulty of what’s being said in this
immensely and focusing on grounding my details in being more legible to the readers, per
Professor. Chatti’s feedback. Though my original intention was to make this piece disorienting
and confusing—I ended up re-reading my own piece and becoming completely lost, something I
had not caught prior to submitting the original version for my zuihitsu piece. I made my piece
much easier to read by switching to a first-person perspective and removing the religious
connotations throughout my piece—as I wanted it to focus on weight loss, eating disorders, and
what my unhealthy addiction to food had done to me as a person. As Chloe Brandhorst had
pointed out in her writers room suggestion, I reworked two of the three lists I had which had very
elevated vocabulary—she stated that “sometimes less is more in these areas, the density is almost
taking away from the clarity” (Brandhorst) I fully agree. Not only did I make my sentences more
simplified and easier to read—I removed a lot of my elevated vocabulary and gave much more
real world details and contextualization to ground my piece more, courtesy of Professor. Chatti’s
feedback. These points of grounding resulted in my piece being much easier to read and not
having so much abstract diction to where it obscures and completely confuses meaning instead of
illuminating a light on it.

A lot of my sentences and creative work in the original version of my zuihitsu read as
way too wordy and complex with sentences that didn’t make sense. I don’t want my readers
being confused or challenged by what’s being said in the piece—especially for my reader to get
so lost in confusion that they abandon reading my piece altogether. I recognize the necessity of
clarification within the dense language as it helped to ground my piece more in the issues

regarding eating disorders and my relationship with food—whereas in the original piece, I
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muddied this topic with several subtopics that had only appeared once or twice in my original
piece. In the two lists that I completely reworked, I added description and contextualization that
lead the readers to understand what these lists were about the correlations of these and the
description within my lists at hand. This became more effective in my new version as it didn’t
muddy readers and confuse them as much as it did in my original version—with simpler words
fitting my piece better than the original. Rather than abstraction, I focused on clarification and
introducing just enough abstraction to where it would lead my readers to a conclusion that
related to the main topic at hand: eating disorders and my relationship with food. Overall, these

are the major and significant changes that I made to my piece.
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I am Human, not Machine—Demystifying Creative Writing Major Stigmatization

Creative Writing is the very pipeline for finding yourself as a person. You get to dump trauma,
life, mistakes, and everything you’ve ever loved and hated—all at the same time—into a kettle of
tea to then drink the flavor it produces. What kind of job are you going to get with a creative
writing degree? I've heard it all before, I don’t wanna hear, I don’t wanna know—please don’t
say you're sorry.'® Regardless of whether you’re in an ancient poem or a novel of sorts—our
human condition makes us understand other characters' appetites for desire (such as Odysseus in
Homer’s The Odyssey) and what could happen if we give into our dangerous innate desires [1].
Creative writing techniques within novels such as The Odyssey distills conflicts (i.e., protagonist
after protagonist, man versus machine, man versus man, etc.) no matter the plot or setting—with
the man being left fighting [1]. We can analyze, savor, crave, and yearn for these moments—
making us understand why we’re so intrigued within these conflicts—even in places we may
never see, situations we’ll never experience (i.e., the Underworld like Dante and Virgil in

Inferno). [1].

STEM degrees frequently lead to well- paid positions in fields like
technology, healthcare, and engineering. On the other hand, humanities majors
develop strong communication and critical thinking skills [2]. Humanities is all
about creativity, communication, and understanding human behavior. While

humanities careers may not always have the highest starting salaries, they offer

6 Madonna, “Sorry,” Confessions on a Dance Floor, Warner Bros. Records, 2005, Spotify.
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flexibility and long- term career growth in areas where communication and
problem- solving skills are important [2].
I’ll never get a job, my writing is not good enough, my college-to-job pipeline is ruined, I won’t
be making much money. Blue light, dark room, the white of your teeth—as you smile at my

trembling shoulders."”

1. Creative writing is a skill that earns, depending on how you use it [3].

2. A self-guided learner has full authority to choose which area of writing and literature
they’ll explore. The benefit of pursuing a creative writing degree is that your professors
will see to it that you get familiar with a range of formats, genres, and styles [3].

3. In a creative writing program, you spend all your time with other writers. You read each
other’s work, struggle through the same coursework, and connect on a personal level [3].

4. You must approach your writing from an academic perspective whilst maintaining the
creativity that you need to carve a piece out of a blank piece of paper (or screen) [4].

5. The rules that you’ve learnt studying Creative Writing will make it difficult for you to
switch off your editor mode, meaning that unless a book is incredibly well written, you
won’t be able to help but dissect it [4].

6. The more we’re forced to do something, the harder it is for us to enjoy it: our appetite for
it can become saturated to the point where it’s no longer fun [4].

7. Just because you love writing, that doesn’t mean you’ll enjoy studying it [4].

7 Mitski. “Eric.” Lush, Mitski, 2012, Spotify.
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Identity is my buffet. Resolutions in one corner, temptations adjacent to the front, confusion of
both perfume and cologne mixed into somebody who always considered their concentration to be
all over the place. Wealth is not my health. This administration certainly isn’t representative of
the views I hold—information being at my catalyst, but not through the machines who hide
behind policies to strengthen US competitiveness, suckle up to 5 million gallons of water daily,
and just as an example—make Loudon County, Virginian residents have a lower quality of life
because of disruptions in sleep and having to deal with decibels in large quantities [5]. Soul-
sucking would be the definition of local and state governments getting the revenue from these
data centers—attracting them like magnets through tax incentives and seemingly just another

way out [5].

What do you want to do with your degree? Well, I’d love to pivot into a sort of marketing and
communications role for now. I’d love to get into a media production minor program so that I
can compliment what I’'m doing now. I have experience with social media posts,
videography/photography within early childhood classrooms, and I have some publications
under my belt. You know what’s so weird about all of this? Nobody else in my family is a writer
in the slightest. Success isn’t really embedded in my family, y’know? I can count on one hand
how many of us even have a college degree. Nobody really knows how to deal with all of the
trauma and situations that’s happened in their life like I know how to deal with it—I just dump it
on a page and make it very abstract and confusing—that’s how life is for me. I don’t care about
making the most money out of college. I don’t care about having a linear path for my career. I

don’t care about making sense.
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Yeah, well I am the astro creep, a demolition-style hell american freak!®. I
fall down just to give you a thrill, proper me up with another pill—if [ should fail, if [ should
fold—I nailed my faith to the sticking pole.”’ So here I am, it’s in my hands, and I’ll savor every

moment of this *°

I’m sure it’s on all of our minds—what is Al going to do to all of us? My hatred is as
evident as that Mount Etna eruption. Critical thinking is being replaced for immediate
convenience—long-term brain development being sacrificed in the process [7]. Let’s get it
straight—more and more students are using Al for schoolwork, companies are integrating Al to
complete the mundane tasks that are too time consuming, and Al is ramping up everywhere [7]. [
feel that a lot of students are starting to just take the work they have, have Al completely refine
and tune up their work, edit it, and then they’re done [7]. I will be truly damned if ’'m ever in a
group project and the other person tries to Al their way through a project—not on this creative
watch. There’s definitely, definitely, definitely no logic to human behaviour—but yet so, yet so
irresistible, and me and my fear cannot—there is no map uncertain.’’ With music by our side to
break the color lines, let’s work together to improve our way of life. We are a part of the rhythm

nation—people of the world unite—strength in numbers, we can get it right.**

There’s no identity when it comes to how Al approaches creative writing. Al uses lots of

intentional strategies whenever it writes anything just in general—it takes from a pool of general

'8 Rob Zombie. “More Human Than Human.” Astro-Creep: 2000, Geffen Records, 1995. Spotify.
19 Garbage. “I Think I'm Paranoid.” Version 2.0, Almo Sounds, 1998. Spotify.

20 The Used. “The Taste of Ink.” The Used, Reprise Records, 2002. Spotify.

21 Bjork. “Human Behaviour.” Debut, One Little Indian Records, 1993. Spotify.

22 Janet Jackson. “Rhythm Nation.” Rhythm Nation 1814, A&M Records, 1989. Spotify.
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data readily available and conveniently generates something that is already out there. Human

writing is supposed to be unpredictable.

My writing is my blood

when I pour those words out on the page

Hurt is just the bare minimum.

that feeling of relistening to those

Songs that’ve built my character

euphoric, strange, uncertain,

on that fence of how I did it—teeter tottering around
nights tossing around—panic attacks before sunrise
insomnia making itself comfortable

hunger striking when I was most comfortable.

My tears still form when I still feel as abnormal as I was back then.

Outlets of one's self-expression and authenticity is oftentimes done through creative forms of
expression—most commonly being creative writing (i.e., poetry, nonfiction, fiction,
photography, art, etc). One’s authentic self can truly be found through these forms of creative
expression—with the role of human emotion being so evident in a piece, that being the point of
creative writing. We’re meant to feel something whether that’s positively or negatively—our
language is not meant to be perfected, though as a writer—I’m meant to consistently try to

improve my form of language so that I can better communicate my ideas and experiences in
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nuanced and interesting ways. Creative writing is how we as humans express these experiences

and ideas through the many wonderful forms of writing that’s out there.

Al has no place in creative writing. The language that Al uses is intentionally built to be super
tight and straight to the point—omitting nuances as Al has no understanding of nuance [8]. |
truly believe that convenience is one of the very things that is destroying our patience. How
could a corpus of information provide stories when it hasn’t even lived a life of its own [8]?
When I’m reading and writing, I love to see such a flippant tone in one’s writing—to question
the decisions writers made during the plot, to critique and criticize, and to leave the book with a
plethora of questions—THIS is what I yearn for as a writer. Nuance is the language of the
unspoken—the understanding that not everything needs to have a correct answer [8]. Not
everyone writes in the same way, and there’s such an appreciation I hold for when I leave a book
with many questions as to why they made the literary decisions they made within their piece.
When you take a phone call, there’s tone, pauses, word choices, and hesitation that can add
complexity and nuances to their statements—Iike a complaint being hidden under a well of polite
messaging—intentional strategic communication on their wording and language [8]. If you were

to call Al, wouldn’t it just be so fun to not see any of that being replicated?

7 Annoying Things that Al Can Do... well...
e Al-powered chatbots and virtual assistants handle customer inquiries efficiently, offering
24/7 support and reducing the workload for human agents [9]. Natural corporate language

is certainly used—being sure to not understand actual human responses, as anything

Brown 32



outside of their designated language loops back to where you started—ensuring that
customers are annoyed, angry, and confused, at least, those who even know what Al is.

e Al is transforming healthcare by assisting in diagnosing diseases, with Al analyzing
electronic health records to identify potential health risks and personalize treatment plans
that enhance preventive care [9]. When working in the healthcare industry, one can
expect to be cursed out, uncomfortable, yet, understandable in how the person on the
other lines reacts—I certainly wouldn’t want an Al taking my calls and looping me back
to square one, either.

e In journalism, Al generates news articles and summaries that frees up human writers to
focus on in-depth reporting [9]. While informing and engaging the audience is at the
forefront of what journalists do, the general population remains unsure as to how an Al
model can connect with audiences on an emotional level.

e Al algorithms analyze user behavior and preferences in order to deliver personalized
recommendations in realtime—receiving suggestions tailored to their tastes [9]. When
receiving music suggestions from Spotify’s Al DJ, it tends to go on a loop of what I used
to listen too and the top artists currently—I certainly don’t want Morgan Wallen even

near my playlists or music taste to begin with.

When I am kind, you will be first against the wall—with your opinion which is of no consequence
at all.*® It seems like Al is trying to take over and squeeze the little hope that I have left in my
major, but [ know creative writing will always be relevant. I get to share the experiences that Al

doesn’t know about, I get to prove to companies that I am a writer of nuance, of thought, of

2 Radiohead. “Paranoid Android.” OK Computer, Parlophone Records, 1997. Spotify.
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theory, of abstraction—I can write to many tailored audiences on a number of tailored subjects. /
don’t care what my teachers say, I'm gonna be a supermodel—everyone is gonna dress like me,
and my hair will shine like the sea—everyone will wanna look just like me. **I know I won’t
make the most money in my life with this major, but the freedom to express myself is
immeasurable. Thrift stores have also become routine in my life, hidden gems in the materials I
buy for so cheap—many books that I can read and get inspiration from for my future pieces as

well.

Is there anything that we have to do as students in order to prepare for a seemingly Al-driven
world? A lot of what Al is doing is asking Al systems multiple questions in order to produce
quick, convenient, and seemingly useful results [10]. As Thomas Pace, associate professor of
English and director of First-Year Writing at John Carroll University said, “Prompting is the art
of using logic, rhetoric, and clear language to get a desired result” (Pace) [10]. The humanities
provides a framework of intent—and instead of treating Al as a vending machine that delivers
instantaneous answers, students engage in a process of critical and iterative questioning
instead—taking the AI’s prompts apart and comparing Al claims against library resources and
scholarly materials [10]. Say what you want to say about AI—but Al cannot replace the human
ability to synthesize knowledge, interpret context, or apply ethical judgment—unique abilities
that we embody as humans that remain at the heart of the humanities and in creative writing as a
whole [10]. Al doesn’t have a clue as to what our emotions are—the ability to mix our emotions
within our writing in order to write a piece that pulses at your fingerprint—results that Al cannot

even deliver.

24 Sobule, Jill. “Supermodel.” Jill Sobule, Capitol Records, 1995. Spotify.
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They are the lion to our corpse, tearing us apart in any way they can.

Brink of death, life fading away—complication to the extraordinary machine.

Gift of life—riddled by modules and answers that don’t embody a feeling,
void—commemoration of the wreckages we were in decades ago.

Is this a script? Are we about to be preceded by machines that don’t have

blood in their veins, voices that are distinct, mastermind in their own ways—dictatorship of
pleasure from all of those who reign above us all? Cry, cry wolf.*’Solace coming over me,
greener than the olive tree—riper than you’ll ever be.?®

My tears can’t replicate into a text you already know—I am not out there unlike the resources

you don’t credit. Kill us if you want—I shall remain.

How could a corpus of information have a life of its own? It’s funny how you miss the point of
complex situations and try to simply resolve them—this is not a game of Monopoly. I shoot the
dart towards the board and land on the wall—Ilike you do as you’re rigid and straight to the point
with your answers. You attempt to imitate feelings that you don’t have—the consciousness that
we embody is not like yours, where you just pull from databases and call it a night. Personal
experience is so integral for genuine creativity, especially since you don’t speak from the heart—
rather, a corpus of information we’re already aware of [8]. Patterns are within your diction—

whereas experimentation is within mine.

a. Al is theft. Period. There are no ethical uses of a program built on stolen IP [11].

25 Germano, Lisa. “Cry Wolf.” Geek the Girl, 4AD, 1994. Spotify.
% Marten, Billie. “Garden of Eden.” Flora Fauna, RCA Records, 2021. Spotify.
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b. There’s no model of generative Al on the market right now that was compiled in an
ethical way, and I don’t want it to be part of my book, from research to drafting to
marketing [11].

c. Many of my books have been stolen to train Al tools, without my permission, and I
believe that generative Al as it currently exists is unethical and destructive [11].

d. The few times I’d tried Al, it created more work than if I did it myself; I ended up
rewriting extensively. The most important reason to me, though, is environmental — it
uses so much water. I can see using Al to create tools that benefit all of humanity, such as
scientific research or medical breakthroughs. But to edit a marketing blurb? Nope [11].

e. Part of the joy of writing novels is doing it myself. Where’s the fun getting Al to do

it[11]?

I’ve heard many times that the world is ending, that there will be no more opportunity for us to
prosper in this world. Times are chaotic right now—the country is a mess, our government is
doing unspeakable things to everyone around the world, jobs are disappearing just like that—the
campfire certainly won’t be extinguished. Though, during the toughest times—we have to stick
together. We are the change. We are the future. We are the generation that has already made
immense changes around us. Our environments do not control our actions—we harbor skills that

a lot of other people do not have. Fight the fight—we will venture on.

Brown 36



Works Cited

[1] Antioch University. “Why You Should Study Literature and Creative Writing.”

Common Thread, 15 June 2023, Why You Should Study Literature and Creative

Writing.

[2] STEM vs. Humanities: “Which Degrees Have the Best Job Prospects?” Study.com,

2026, STEM vs. Humanities: Which Degrees Have the Best Job Prospects? -

Study.com.

[3] Wurdeman, Abi. “Is a Creative Writing Degree Worth It? Let’s Get Into 1t.” Dabble

Writer, 29 January 2024. Is a Creative Writing Degree Worth It? Let’s Get Into It.

[4] Adams, Kristina. “The Downsides to Studying Creative Writing.” The Writer’s

Cookbook, 8 August 2014, The Downsides to Studying Creative Writing.

[5] Walker, Carla, and Ian Goldsmith. “From Energy Use to Air Quality, the Many Ways
Data Centers Affect US Communities.” World Resources Institute, 17 February

2026, 7 Ways Data Centers Affect US Communities | World Resources Institute.

[6] Samadder, Rhik. “I Challenged ChatGPT to a Writing Competition. Could It Actually

Replace Me?” The Guardian, 12 March. 2026, I challenged ChatGPT to a writing

competition. Could it actually replace me? | Life and style | The Guardian

[7] Chow, Andrew R. “ChatGPT May Be Eroding Critical Thinking Skills, According to

a New MIT Study.” TIME, 23 June 2025, ChatGPT's Impact On Our Brains

According to an MIT Study | TIME

Brown 37


https://commonthread.antioch.edu/why-you-should-study-literature-and-creative-writing/
https://commonthread.antioch.edu/why-you-should-study-literature-and-creative-writing/
https://study.com/resources/stem-vs-humanities-job-prospects.html?msockid=124001d179f46d161189176978a86c1a
https://study.com/resources/stem-vs-humanities-job-prospects.html?msockid=124001d179f46d161189176978a86c1a
http://study.com/
https://www.dabblewriter.com/articles/creative-writing-degree
https://www.writerscookbook.com/downsides-studying-creative-writing/
https://www.wri.org/insights/us-data-center-growth-impacts
https://www.theguardian.com/lifeandstyle/2026/feb/25/chatgpt-writing-competition
https://www.theguardian.com/lifeandstyle/2026/feb/25/chatgpt-writing-competition
https://time.com/7295195/ai-chatgpt-google-learning-school/
https://time.com/7295195/ai-chatgpt-google-learning-school/

[8] Brown, Anthony. “Creative Expression Through Al Renders a Soulless Meaningless

Slop.” Prism Undergraduate Journal, 10 March. 2026, Prism: Highlighting

Diverse Voices - Current Issue.

[9] Kumaria, Anshul. “14 Things Al Can — and Can’t Do.” GeeksforGeeks, 23 July

2025, 14 Things Al Can — and Can't Do - GeeksforGeeks.

[10] “Why the Humanities Matter More in the Age of Al.” John Carroll University, 10

March. 2026, Why the Humanities Matter More in the Age of Al | John Carroll

University.

[11] Robertson, Carlyn. “How Authors Are Thinking About Al (Survey of 1,200+
Authors).” BookBub Partners Blog, 15 May 2025, How Authors Are Thinking

About Al (Survey of 1,200+ Authors).

Brown 38


https://www.prismundergraduatejournal.com/current-issue
https://www.prismundergraduatejournal.com/current-issue
https://www.geeksforgeeks.org/blogs/14-things-ai-can-and-cant-do/
https://www.jcu.edu/news/2026/03/why-the-humanities-matter-more-in-the-age-of-ai
https://www.jcu.edu/news/2026/03/why-the-humanities-matter-more-in-the-age-of-ai
https://insights.bookbub.com/how-authors-are-thinking-about-ai-survey/
https://insights.bookbub.com/how-authors-are-thinking-about-ai-survey/

I am Human, not Machine—Demystifying Creative Writing Major Stigmatization

Creative writing is the pipeline for finding yourself as a person—as a writer, a poet, an
educator, and more. Creative writing serves as a space to dump trauma, life, mistakes, and
everything you’ve ever loved and hated—all at the same time—onto the page. For all of my life,
I have heard the same question again and again—what kind of job are you going to get with a
creative writing degree? I’ve heard it all before, I don’t wanna hear, I don’t wanna know—
please don’t say you 're sorry.?” Literature serves as the very backbone of creative writing.
Regardless of whether you’re delved into an ancient poem or a novel of sorts—according to
Antioch University—our human condition makes us understand other characters' appetites for
desire (such as Odysseus in Homer’s The Odyssey) and what could happen if we give into our
dangerous innate desires [1]. Various creative writing techniques within narrative works such as
The Odyssey distills conflicts (i.e., protagonist after protagonist, man versus machine, man
versus man, etc.) no matter the plot or setting—with the man being left fighting [1]. We can
analyze, savor, crave, and yearn for these—making us understand why we’re so intrigued within
these conflicts—even in places we may never see, situations we’ll never experience, and other

plot twists that seem unimaginable [1].

I love reading and writing—however I do have to take care of myself, especially in this

godforsaken age of Al and governmental corruption. I’ll put it like this—aren’t STEM degrees

27 Madonna, “Sorry,” Confessions on a Dance Floor, Warner Bros. Records, 2005, Spotify.
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more of a return on investment than degrees within the humanities? Is one inherently better than

the other? What skills could be missing from one and not the other?

STEM degrees frequently lead to well- paid positions in fields like
technology, healthcare, and engineering. On the other hand, humanities majors
develop strong communication and critical thinking skills [2]. Humanities is all
about creativity, communication, and understanding human behavior. While
humanities careers may not always have the highest starting salaries, they offer
flexibility and long- term career growth in areas where communication and

problem- solving skills are important [2].

The anxieties return—I’1l never get a job, my writing is not good enough, my college-to-
job pipeline is ruined, I won’t be making much money. Blue light, dark room, the white of your

teeth—as you smile at my trembling shoulders.*

Notes to take from Abi Wurdeman—a copyeditor, poet, ghostwriter, and screenwriter—and
Kristina Adams—an author of fiction, nonfiction, occasional poet.
1. Creative writing is a skill that earns, depending on how you use it [3].
2. A self-guided learner has full authority to choose which area of writing and literature
they’ll explore. The benefit of pursuing a creative writing degree is that your professors

will see to it that you get familiar with a range of formats, genres, and styles [3].

28 Mitski. “Eric.” Lush, Mitski, 2012, Spotify.
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3. In a creative writing program, you spend all your time with other writers. You read each
other’s work, struggle through the same coursework, and connect on a personal level [3].

4. You must approach your writing from an academic perspective whilst maintaining the
creativity that you need to carve a piece out of a blank piece of paper (or screen) [4].

5. The rules that you’ve learned studying Creative Writing will make it difficult for you to
switch off your editor mode, meaning that unless a book is incredibly well written, you
won’t be able to help but dissect it [4].

6. The more we’re forced to do something, the harder it is for us to enjoy it: our appetite for
it can become saturated to the point where it’s no longer fun [4].

7. Just because you love writing, that doesn’t mean you’ll enjoy studying it [4].

Carla Walker & Ian Goldsmith’s From Energy Use to Air Quality, the Many Ways Data Centers
Affect US Communities—a backdrop into how Al could kill us.

If you’re a light sleeper—data centers are quite literally trying to disturb your circadian
rhythm and to make your night miserable. Millions of dollars are invested into Al data centers—
the convenience of pulling up a plethora of information in just seconds is the very enemy against
creative writing—while we may not make the most amount of money within these majors—I am
happy that I am able to earn a living off of writing and to get an accolade of awards and honors.
Wealth is not my health. This administration certainly isn’t representative of the views I hold—
the notion of convenience destroying, what are, potentially some of the most potentially creative
minds in my generation—being soul-suckled by the machines who hide behind policies. These

policies are just to strengthen the US competitiveness and to cut jobs from those working at
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companies—20 years even, gone just like that. These machines also suckle up to 5 million
gallons of water daily, and just as an example—make Loudon County, Virginia residents have a
lower quality of life because of disruptions in sleep [5]. Their circadian rhythms and sleep
schedule are disturbed by decibels that are in large quantities—could you imagine waking up to
an Al data center miles from your house and just having to deal with it? Soul-sucking would be
the definition of local and state governments getting disgusting amounts of revenue from these
data centers—attracting them like magnets through tax incentives, and seemingly, just another

way out to make our lives much more difficult [5].

I am deeply concerned—I am beyond terrified of Al and robots taking over some of the
most wonderful facets of life—communicating—thinking—writing—making decisions amongst
ourselves. I’d love to pivot into a marketing role—I have been told to my face by a healthcare
executive that marketing students should change their major because Al will take over their job.
What is more frustrating is the fact that nobody in my family is a writer in the slightest—I have
to defend what I am doing on a constant basis. Unfortunately, I can also count on one hand how
many of us in my family even have a college degree. Success isn’t embedded in my family. Lots
of college graduates care about making a lot out of college—I don’t. I don’t care about making
the most money out of college. I don’t care about having a linear path for my career. I don’t care
about making sense. I don’t care that I am weird, odd, and unique with my writing. I am a freak

in my family, to put it nicely.
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Yeah, well I am the astro creep, a demolition-style hell american freak®. I
fall down just to give you a thrill, proper me up with another pill—if [ should fail, if I should
fold—I nailed my faith to the sticking pole.>’ So here I am, it’s in my hands, and I’ll savor every

moment of this 3!

I’m sure it’s on all of our minds—what is Al going to do to all of us? What’s going to
happen? Why are the majority of people just succumbing to this inevitability that Al is going to
take over everything and anything? Well, for one, critical thinking is the backdrop towards
creative writing—to read the words in between the lines—to think of the multiple interpretations
that a poem could bring—the form and literary devices being used. If one constantly backdrops
their thinking on AI—it’s no longer critical thinking—they are replacing and eroding their brain
and critical thinking skills in consistently relying on Al—according to an MIT Study and articles
by Andrew Chow, a technology correspondent at TIME. Critical thinking is being replaced for
immediate convenience—long-term brain development being sacrificed in the process [6]. Let’s
get it straight—more and more students are using Al for schoolwork, companies are integrating
Al to complete the mundane tasks that are too time consuming, and Al is ramping up everywhere

[6]. I feel that a lot of students are starting to just take the work they have, have Al completely

29 Rob Zombie. “More Human Than Human.” Astro-Creep: 2000, Geffen Records, 1995. Spotify.
30 Garbage. “I Think I'm Paranoid.” Version 2.0, Almo Sounds, 1998. Spotify.
31 The Used. “The Taste of Ink.” The Used, Reprise Records, 2002. Spotify.
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refine and tune up their work, edit it, and then they’re done [6]. I will be truly damned if I’'m ever
in a group project and the other person tries to Al their way through a project—not on this
creative watch. There’s definitely, definitely, definitely no logic to human behaviour—but yet so,
yet so irresistible, and me and my fear cannot—there is no map uncertain.>> With music by our
side to break the color lines, let’s work together to improve our way of life. We are a part of the

rhythm nation—people of the world unite—strength in numbers, we can get it right.>

There’s no identity when it comes to how Al approaches creative writing. Al uses
intentional, boring, and predictable strategies whenever it writes anything—it takes from a pool
of data already readily available and conveniently generates something that is already out there.
Human writing is supposed to be unpredictable—packed with emotions—unpredictable—writing

is certainly meant to have a flaw too—it’s what makes us human, after all.

My writing is my philosophy and meaning in life
when I pour those words out on the page

Hurt is just the bare minimum.

that feeling of relistening to those

Songs that’ve built my character

euphoric, strange, uncertain,

32 Bjork. “Human Behaviour.” Debut, One Little Indian Records, 1993. Spotify.
33 Janet Jackson. “Rhythm Nation.” Rhythm Nation 1814, A&M Records, 1989. Spotify.
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unable to process how I feel

on that fence of how [ did it—teeter tottering around
the how and why—panic attacks before sunrise
insomnia making itself comfortable

hunger striking just as a means of distraction.
My tears still form when |

still feel as abnormal as I was back then.

Al

you would take all of those faults

just to try to perfect it

make it—something that I am not

predictable, boring, dull, nothing of lull.

You’ll never understand me and I intend to keep it that way.

Outlets of one's self-expression and authenticity is oftentimes done through creative
forms of expression—most commonly being creative writing (i.e., poetry, nonfiction, fiction,
photography, art, etc). One’s authentic self can truly be found through these forms of creative
expression—with the role of human emotion being so evident in a piece, that being the point of
creative writing. We’re meant to feel something whether that’s positively or negatively—our
language is not meant to be perfected. Though as a writer—I’m meant to consistently try to

improve my form of language so that I can better communicate my ideas and experiences in
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nuanced and interesting ways. The flaws of one’s writing make it all worthwhile to read.
Creative writing is how we as humans express these experiences and ideas through the many

wonderful forms of writing that’s out there.

The rise of Al and mixture of creative writing has gotten so dangerously concerning to
me—as a published poet and nonfiction writer who is currently an undergraduate student—I
based my first academic publication, my personal essay, on it. Al has no place in creative
writing. The language that Al uses is intentionally built to be super tight and straight to the
point—omitting nuances as Al has no understanding of nuance [7]. In writing, nuance refers to
the idea that there are subtle differences in word meaning, transitions, and usages of literary
devices that make interpretations different for every reader. For me—nuance is what is hidden in
between the lines—ones that scratch well beneath the surface in order to attack a hidden
meaning—one that isn’t so convenient to read. I truly believe that convenience is one of the very
things that is destroying our patience. How could a corpus of information provide stories when it
hasn’t even lived a life of its own [7]? This corpus of information—already readily available—
uninteresting points already made—nothing new you’re saying, to put it very lightly. When I’'m
reading and writing, I love to see such a flippant tone in one’s writing—to question the decisions
writers made during the plot, to critique and criticize, and to leave the book with a plethora of
questions—THIS is what I yearn for as a writer. Nuance is the language of the unspoken—the
understanding that not everything needs to have a correct answer [7]. Not everyone writes in the

same way, and there’s such an appreciation I hold for when I leave a book with many questions
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as to why they made the literary decisions they made within their piece. When you take a phone
call, there’s tone, pauses, word choices, and hesitation that can add complexity and nuances to
their statements—like a complaint being hidden under a well of polite messaging—intentional
strategic communication on their wording and language [7]. If you were to call Al, wouldn’t it
just be so fun to not see any of that being replicated? You’d just get one answer, in that,

according to the Al, is the perfect and most correct response out there.

7 Annoying Things that Al Can Do... well... and can’t do... well

e Al-powered chatbots and virtual assistants handle customer inquiries efficiently, offering
24/7 support and reducing the workload for human agents [8]. Natural corporate language
is certainly used—being sure to not understand actual human responses, as anything
outside of their designated language loops back to where you started—ensuring that
customers are annoyed, angry, and confused, at least, those who even know what Al is.

e Al is transforming healthcare by assisting in diagnosing diseases, with Al analyzing
electronic health records to identify potential health risks and personalize treatment plans
that enhance preventive care [8]. When working in the healthcare industry, one can
expect to be cursed out, uncomfortable, yet, understandable in how the person on the
other lines reacts—I certainly wouldn’t want an Al taking my calls and looping me back
to square one, either.

e In journalism, Al generates news articles and summaries that frees up human writers to

focus on in-depth reporting [8]. While informing and engaging the audience is at the
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forefront of what journalists do, the general population remains unsure as to how an Al
model can connect with audiences on an emotional level.

e Al algorithms analyze user behavior and preferences in order to deliver personalized
recommendations in realtime—receiving suggestions tailored to their tastes [8]. When
receiving music suggestions from Spotify’s Al DJ, it tends to go on a loop of what I used
to listen to and the top artists currently—I certainly don’t want Morgan Wallen even near

my playlists or music taste to begin with.

When I am kind, you will be first against the wall—with your opinion which is of no
consequence at all.** Al is trying to take over and squeeze hope that I have left in my major. I
know creative writing will always be relevant. I get to share the experiences that Al doesn’t
know about, I get to prove to companies that [ am a writer of nuance, of thought, of theory, of
abstraction—I can write to many tailored audiences on a number of tailored subjects. As a writer,
I can do it all—I can be a supermodel of my own writing. / don’t care what my teachers say, I'm
gonna be a supermodel—everyone is gonna dress like me, and my hair will shine like the sea—
everyone will wanna look just like me. 3°1 know I won’t make the most money in my life with
this major, but the freedom to express myself is immeasurable. If you’re bored—go to the thrift
store and discover the plethora of books people have just donated and left behind. Reading and

writing are knowledge that will forever be infinite.

34 Radiohead. “Paranoid Android.” OK Computer, Parlophone Records, 1997. Spotify.
35 Sobule, Jill. “Supermodel.” Jill Sobule, Capitol Records, 1995. Spotify.
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In an age where Al is seemingly taking over everything—it certainly won’t take over the
humanities. This study from John Carroll University discusses the role that the humanities has
with Al—especially with prompt engineering—fitting specific prompts to specific answers—
how humanities students can dig deeper into the surface than Al can. There are questions—is
there anything that we have to do as students in order to prepare for a seemingly Al-driven
world? A lot of what Al is doing is asking Al systems multiple questions in order to produce
quick, convenient, and seemingly useful results [9]. As Thomas Pace, associate professor of
English and director of First-Year Writing at John Carroll University said, “Prompting is the art
of using logic, rhetoric, and clear language to get a desired result” (Pace) [9]. The humanities
provides a framework of intent—and instead of treating Al as a vending machine that delivers
instantaneous answers, students engage in a process of critical and iterative questioning
instead—taking the AI’s prompts apart and comparing Al claims against library resources and
scholarly materials [9]. Say what you want to say about Al—but Al cannot replace the human
ability to synthesize knowledge, interpret context, or apply ethical judgment—unique abilities
that we embody as humans that remain at the heart of the humanities and in creative writing as a
whole [9]. Al doesn’t have a clue as to what our emotions are—the ability to mix our emotions

within our writing to write a piece that pulses at your fingerprint—results that Al cannot deliver.

The lion to our corpse

tearing apart in any way they can
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fangs pressing on our cheeks—gushes of emotion hitting the floor

brink of death, life fading away—complication that the extraordinary machine
couldn’t even comprehend—this gift of life

ruined by answers that are only one and done

modules that don’t embody feelings

void in the commemoration of wreckages we were in decades ago

Will we be preceded by AI?

They don’t have blood in their veins, voices that are distinct, minds that

think outside of the box

can’t go outside of the dictatorship that reigns financially above us all.

Cry, cry wolf:3°

Our emotions are something they could never comprehend.

Solace coming over me, greener than the olive tree—riper than you'll ever be.>’

Attempt to kill us and our minds—our thinking will leave you behind—we shall remain.

Al—this is my ode to you. It’s funny how you miss the point of complex situations and
try to simply resolve them. You’re rigid and straight to the point with your answers. You attempt
to imitate feelings that you don’t have—the consciousness that we embody is not like yours. You
pull from databases just to give us an answer and call it a night. You have no personality nor

comprehension of personal experience—integral for genuine creativity. You don’t speak from

36 Germano, Lisa. “Cry Wolf.” Geek the Girl, 4AD, 1994. Spotify.
37 Marten, Billie. “Garden of Eden.” Flora Fauna, RCA Records, 2021. Spotify.
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the heart—just a collection of information we’re already aware of—nothing that is human,
interesting, or from the soul—the pure essence in creative writing itself [7]. A collection of data
quickly put together intentionally fragmented to omit the deeper meaning and nuances. Patterns

are within your diction—whereas experimentation is within mine.

A collection of responses from authors, writers, and poets—how they are thinking about Al.

a. Al is theft. Period. There are no ethical uses of a program built on stolen IP [10].

b. There’s no model of generative Al on the market right now that was compiled in an
ethical way, and I don’t want it to be part of my book, from research to drafting to
marketing [10].

c. Many of my books have been stolen to train Al tools, without my permission, and I
believe that generative Al as it currently exists is unethical and destructive [10].

d. The few times I’d tried Al, it created more work than if I did it myself; I ended up
rewriting extensively. The most important reason to me, though, is environmental — it
uses so much water. I can see using Al to create tools that benefit all of humanity, such as
scientific research or medical breakthroughs. But to edit a marketing blurb? Nope [10].

e. Part of the joy of writing novels is doing it myself. Where’s the fun getting Al to do it

[10]?

Through everything that may lay on our shoulders

the trepid amount of bullshit that’ll try to
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rid our opportunity for us to prosper in this world

We will live on.

Times will always be chaotic

country will always be a disaster

government will always do unspeakable things

to everyone around the world

everything to our jobs and careers

that just disappear.

Our campfire of creative writing will never be extinguished
we will stick together

our writing is the change—the future—the generation that will make
immense differences and changes around us

our environment

everything that is going on

will not control our actions.

Fight the fight—we will venture on.
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Revision Statement for Contemporary Issue Research Essay “I am Human, not Machine—
Demystifying Creative Writing Major Stigmatization”.

For my revision of my contemporary issue research essay, one of the things I decided not
to change (to actually slightly disagree on, perhaps!) is omitting the song lyrics and incorporating
works of literature. When Professor. Chatti brought up that “song lyrics aren’t quite the same as
what we typically think of as part of the creative writing degree”, 1 feel that the song lyrics are
acting as a part of creative writing in my piece. For example—when we look at lyrics either by
simply googling them or on Spotify, Apple Music, Tidal, and other streaming platforms—
lyricism is structured in the stereotypical form of what one would expect a poem to be formatted
as. As my paper centers around Al and creative writing major stigmatization—the inclusion of
lyrics act as a force of poetry—the lines that Al can never take away from us due to the fact that
these lyrics are out there—within my essay, these lyrics are meant to deviate from the point (as a
sort of break, a weird “uh-huh?” moment—one that, at the very least, makes the reader think). I
strongly feel that incorporating quotations of literature would completely shift my essay onto
another topic. I do feel as if these lyrics are a nod—an ode, of sorts, to poetry itself meant to nod
back at the notion of creative writing. At the very least, I hope this makes sense as to why I kept
the inclusion of lyrics and did not move forward with changing them to quotations of literature.

One addition I incorporated, made evident by Professor. Chatti’s feedback is adding
multiple section break notations (in this case—an asterisk) in order to delineate the different
parts of my essay just to allow the reader room to breathe—in other words, allowing a brief
pause between my switches in style and focus. Additionally, on page 9, I clarified the pronoun
“you” as my ode to Al—a tyrannical and poetic way of addressing how I feel about Al as well as

defining what a corpus of information is. Additionally, I worked on contextualizing where the
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quotes are coming from within my essay—defining if they are teachers of creative writing,
people with MFAs—and those who are pursuing them. Contextualizing this contributes towards
smoother transitions and easier understanding from my reader. I’'m quite surprised that I missed
this in my original essay—however I removed one of my resources (specifically footnote #6)
because I never ended up using it in either my original or revised essay. | was also surprised at
the fact that I never gave a formal (or personal) definition of nuance—I incorporated both of
those definitions on page 6, since this was a minor issue pointed out by Professor. Chatti’s
feedback.

While the inclusion of poetry is certainly intentional (the lineated sections in this piece), I
chose to set this apart stylistically by indenting it further than the other paragraphs and in having
them right-aligned. I feel that this other voice doesn’t necessarily need contextualizing—as right-
aligning the text and setting it apart from the typical paragraphs in my piece make it evident
enough that there is the other voice in my essay—the one that is fighting against Al and putting
forth this stance that creative writing is meaningful in a piece like this. Since there were only two
instances of poetry, I made sure to add a very short third poem towards the end of my piece.
More importantly, I made sure to completely rework pages 2-3 not to make smoother
transitions—but to get rid of “information being at my catalyst”, making sure to not make the
sentences feel so long. Not only were these sentences rephrased, but I also made the paragraph
following the list more connected from what comes before and after. I considered integrating this
more in the way that I connected these (the ones between creative writing, my values, the current
administration/governmental concerns, etc.) in a much smoother manner, per Professor. Chatti’s

feedback.

Brown 56



Out of the three revisions, I felt that I made the least amount of changes to my
contemporary issue research essay. I mainly focused on making transitions smoother between
paragraphs—making my revised edition effective because it doesn’t detract nor confuse the
reader as much when reading my piece. I also focused on completely reworking my poems in
this piece to not only be more poetic—but for them to be very stylistically distinct from the rest
of my essay. This is more effective in my revision because it gives the reader a sense of this
other voice who is fighting against the very thing (Al) that is trying to take over them.
Throughout my essay, I also focused on making my sentences shorter and more concise—as to
not confuse my readers and to not make sentences so painstakingly long. I used all of Professor.
Chatti’s feedback on the revision of my essay, and overall—these are the changes I made to my

contemporary issue research essay and why I made them.
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BITTERLY COLD: IT’S ALL SO CYCLICAL
I am the only grant-writing poet at my place of employment. I work in healthcare—the
withering silence creasing from one end towards the desperation of undefined parameters on the
other. I’'m usually so damn stressed the first week of the semester. I have fragmentary writing
that could be a mess—cohesion mending to the perfection mold I break out of. I am messy,

dynamic, unique, confusing—my identity bipolar as Ohio weather.

Constellations of my personality reflect my confusing journey of what it means to be
human—my tempest dawns on the bound running from the core of identity, cordon bleu
demorphing into many things in the dead of night—all things must pass. I am used to my dark
cyclical nature of life—eradication towards feelings of excitement, momentum, of lived
experience. I am so busy—I don’t have time to muse and understand what’s happening within

the world around me—sucking me to a pulp—painful is not the word, nor is it confused.

How much longer can I keep my mojo?

I’ve thought about it for a long time—when am I coming out? I tossed my dirty shoes
into the washing machine, repression and suppression becoming my obsession—but does
anybody really know who they are? A movie theatre stage—an act—my sexuality and identity
confusing itself with one another. Right place, right time—mnot being able to drive for a few days
because of this snowstorm at hand, though I have no snow or ice to scrape off of my car. It’s like
driving home in the middle of the night—scary yet peaceful—nobody is on the road and the

lights are on—but nobody’s home. Out of order, confusing, dark, yet, ironically juxtaposing with
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itself—Ilike I am a hypocrite of myself and that I’m just a mere reflection of human nature and

what it means to live in this society. I’'m not sure if I can keep up for too much longer. I don’t

want to play the gambling game—it’s all so cyclical.

My mind continues to be plagued—why is it that every time I look back, I kind of hate it?

Is it this psychological tendency to where I can never be satisfied? I’m astutely aware of it—but |

feel horrendously sick. Heartbroken isn’t the word. I’'m rightfully

DONE.

It feels like a fever dream—terrifying to see no cars on the road with you and barely being able

to see in front of you—running on no sleep.

I don’t really get a break from the

amount of confusing bullshit that keeps hitting me every

week, do I?

Just like the corporate world offers—unlimited coffee with creamer—it’s going to get better,

it has to.

Only a few know that there’s that hallway behind the right-corner stacks in the book stacks

where you can find the world on fire, yet again
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You'’ll have to strike me

down.

I’m a person that can go to the bars as I please, though I’m not a huge fan of them in general—

people standing in one place—people not moving—some people are just assholes.

Not really my forte.

Everything’s going to be on fire—it’s not going to be chill.

The world is a shitshow.

I'm improving, not making many big mistakes.

Anger is just boiling in me, there’s too much going on in the country and I keep being asked to

donate donate donate...

At the same time, I just feel such a large lump of anxiety, I’'m afraid that I may be falling a bit

behind. Just another stressor lingering on my mind.

what’s going to happen?
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It had snowed very sparsely with just enough snow to stick—the wind rocking my world—it all

felt

so surreal, ['m mesmerised.

What would I curate that I can’t consciously think about now? After all I decided to

not waste time going

back to sleep. All of my effort could’ve been in vain and for nothing—I would ve been

devastated.

Will my memories be a one and done kind of thing?
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Motherhood Withstands the Edge of Time: The Double-Edged Nostalgic Sword

The class text I chose to perform a close read on is Sarah Manguso’s Ongoingness: The
End of a Diary. 1 chose pages 72-74 to perform my own close-read. Manguso begins page 72
with the statement of “The essential problem of ongoingness is that one must contemplate time at
that very time, that very subject of one’s contemplation, disappears” (Manguso 72). Ongoingness
is defined as the state of continuing progress over time—of uninterrupted motion—though this
motion is problematic as one must contemplate time as that very time. It’s as if one’s abilities of
judgment at that time—the very subject of our contemplation itself—disipates before we even
have time to summarize what happened. You see the subject, you recognize the subject, you
judge that subject—but this tendency of outgoingness refuses to let you observe the subject. This
“enforced momentum forbidding contemplation” (Manguso 72) implies her pregnancy—of the
baby kicking in her stomach—the mother recognizing the kicking and judging the kicking—
before not observing the kicking because of motherly instinct. This is compounded when she
questions “Is it possible to truly observe one’s own child, as a writer must, while simultaneously
loving him? Does a mother have something like writer’s block—perceiver’s block?” (Manguso
72). The syntax and quick transitions give a closer insight to motherhood—in that having a child
won’t be forever—that momentum of having the child in your body but not being able to

contemplate.

On the next page, her statement of “memories harden into summaries” (Manguso 73)
reflect the impact of motherhood—how she was “left alone in time” (Manguso 73) to deal with
herself, the original mother who is “almost irretrievable” (Manguso 73). In this context,

motherhood is framed as nostalgia—especially when she delves into detail about the baby

Brown 62



offering the “little blue dog” (Manguso 73) a piece of pancake. She wants to suppress this
memory in wanting it to fade—but she can’t, as the memory forgoes an “incapacitating
sweetness” (Manguso 73) to where she positions these memories that has left her with a sort of
bittersweet trauma. Throughout these pages, Manguso fragments these bits of prose that reflect
as a memory of motherhood itself—to where “The memory throbs” (Manguso 73) and how when
these are left alone and not suppressed—the memories only grow stronger for her. It’s as if the
prose structure is structured like that of a photobook—you keep them tugged away somewhere
for you to inevitably grab—however the ongoingness to grab is completely dependent on
contemplating time as that very time itself. Her tonal cry of panic in the beginning transitions
towards a yearning of nostalgia of motherhood itself through “The baby had never seen anyone
feed a toy a pancake. He invented it. Think of the love necessary to invent that” (Manguso 73).
The kindness of her child handing the little blue dog toy a piece of pancake—the baby didn’t
have to do that, it didn’t even have to interact with the toy dog—but the golden innocent nature
of babies is something she now yearns for through nostalgia. The baby isn’t going to be able to
do that again—and this “unbearable sweetness” (Manguso 73) is the feeling that will strengthen

“the more I remember it” (Manguso 73).

Manguso’s indirect description of this nostalgia is intriguing as well—as it isn’t a feeling
that wears smooth, rather “It’s getting bigger, an outgrowth of new love” (Manguso 73). These
pages touch upon her motherhood and experiences in raising a baby. Although these memories
throb and are tried to be left alone in time, the yearning of these memories overtime get bigger
and result in this outgrowth of new love—of new appreciation of ongoingness. This ongoingness

serves as a double-edged sword trauma and motherhood in that motherhood will always leave
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scars and challenges—but that the other moments like the baby handing the toy dog a pancake
and observing her child’s behavior become a yearning to go back to these moments because of
this outgrowth of new love—of new appreciation of the child’s innocence and golden heart. All
of this is possible because of the ongoingness of time that serves as an enemy of motherhood and
of a lover towards it. This is especially evident through her questionings seen on page 74 where
she writes “Since the baby was born I still occasionally wonder whether I should have a baby,
whether I should get married, whether I should move to this or that city I’ve already moved to,
already left” (Manguso 74). This reveals the tendency of constant questioning that comes with
motherhood—how all of these questions won’t be answered, though the larger questions will

“still float about me” (Manguso 74).

When she writes about sleep deprivation—this is critical to one’s awareness of the
ongoingness of time itself, as awareness becomes dampened and her self-awareness becomes
disoriented—impacting her past memories “as if they’re all still happening” (Manguso 74).
Motherhood embraces the ongoingness of time—yet in these pages, it’s positioned as an enemy
and of a lover of motherhood. Her self-awareness of this is encapsulated in the final lines of
“I’ve never understood so clearly that linear time is a summary of actual time, of All Time, of the
forever that has always been happening” (Manguso 74). In these lines, motherhood is positioned
as a recognition of her efforts—the summary of her times with her baby in all of time up to this
point—of something that is constant and will never change, which is time. Her tone shifts from a
worrisome concern to this yearning reflection of love, as if motherhood is hidden behind the
metaphor of the ongoingness of time. Motherhood isn’t just about the contemplation of time—

motherhood is about the stakes of time and those effects on her and her baby.
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