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Alex Adler

Bye mom! I’ll miss you! Alright, one more hug. Okay 
that’s enough, I think it’s time for you to leave. Yes, I’ll 
call you this weekend. Fine, one more hug. What’s that? 
My neighbors are outside? Alright let’s all go talk to 
them for a while. I’m glad you are here to supervise my 
ÀUVW�LPSUHVVLRQV��,W·V�D�JRRG�WKLQJ�WKHLU�SDUHQWV�DUH�DOVR�
here, helping them move in, otherwise this conversation 
might have lasted less than twenty minutes. Yeah, the 
weather here is so nice. And of course we have to talk 
about the view. Okay, can this be over now? Yes, but 
no. The conversation ‘ending’ means it is time for the all 
important exchange of phone numbers. As the four cell 
phones are passed around I realize that I’m about to be 
free from this wonderful company forever. Not forever, I 
suppose. But at least until thanksgiving. I can’t wait.

~~~

,W�ZDV�TXLWH�D�VXUUHDO�IHHOLQJ�WKH�ÀUVW�WLPH�,�WRRN�D�
shower in my own apartment. To walk in and see none 
of the familiar soaps or shampoos my parents used to 
buy me felt a bit like I was off in some foreign country. 
Unsure of the water pressure, the angle of the spray, 
and especially the temperature range, I tentatively 
turned the knob and began my mental preparations. I 
tried to hype myself up, telling myself it’s just a shower, 
you have nothing to fear and you’ve taken thousands of 

�� �$W�WKH�WLPH�,�GLG�QRW�NQRZ�WKH�Á\·V�QDPH��EXW�VRPH�WLPH�DIWHU�RXU�ÀUVW�HQFRXQWHU�,�GHFLGHG�,�VKRXOG�FDOO�LW�0DUYLQ��

showers in your life, this won’t be any different. 
As I slid open the glass door and stepped under 

the soft, soothing downpour, I felt a sort of universal 
loneliness wash over me. After spending ten minutes in 
that shower, I realized that I had been alone for (almost) 
every other shower of my life, but not like this. I felt 
like Bear Grylls in the wilderness, with no one to turn 
to but myself. I stepped out and began drying my hair, 
unaware of the fact that I wasn’t nearly as alone as I 
thought. 

I was feeling chipper, freshly cleaned, just about 
WR�OHDYH�WKH�EDWKURRP�ZKHQ�,�VSRWWHG�D�Á\��ODQGHG�RQ�
the faucet of the sink, staring up at me with compound 
eyes. Marvin1 seemed to taunt me, gently wiggling its 
antennae as if to say go ahead, try and swat me. Naive 
as I was, and without the clairvoyance to realize what 
D�VLJQLÀFDQW�SDUW�RI�P\�OLIH�0DUYLQ�ZRXOG�EHFRPH��,�
made a feeble attempt on his life. Of course he swiftly 
DYRLGHG�P\�VZLQJ��WDNLQJ�ÁLJKW�DQG�PDNLQJ�D�IHZ�ODSV�
around my head for good measure. Though I failed in 
P\�ÀUVW�HIIRUW�WR�ULG�P\VHOI�RI�0DUYLQ·V�SUHVHQFH��,�ZDV�
optimistic that he would soon be gone, so I casually left 
the bathroom to go about my day.

I think Marvin liked me; at least I can say he put up 
with me. I showed him the same tolerance for about 
twelve hours, after which I was pretty much done with 
his shit. Which is a bit silly, because ‘his shit’ was 
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no chance of us coming into contact with each other, 
but I could still acknowledge them and strike up a 
FRQYHUVDWLRQ�RQ�RFFDVLRQ��,�ÀQDOO\�DFFHSWHG�WKDW�0DUYLQ�
was a part of my life.

The next day I found Marvin lying dead on his back 
on the countertop.4 I should have seen it coming, I 
should have been happy that he was gone, I shouldn’t 
KDYH�FDUHG�VR�PXFK�RQH�ZD\�RU�WKH�RWKHU�DERXW�D�Á\��
But seeing Marvin belly up that morning hurt like hell. 
In that brief moment looking down at him, I saw Marvin 
for who he truly was: a friend. I had tormented Marvin 
throughout the prime of his life, and he had always put 
XS�ZLWK�PH��,�ÀQDOO\�XQGHUVWRRG�WKH�UHDVRQ�,�UHVHQWHG�
Marvin so much was because he didn’t resent me. For 
all I know, he loved me. He had been the bigger man, 
always tolerating my outbursts, and that only made 
me hate him more. I felt terrible for the way I treated 
Marvin, and I wished I could make it up to him, but of 
course it was too late. I picked up his body with a paper 
towel and threw it away.

When I lived with them, I tormented my parents 
almost constantly, and they always put up with me. 
Growing up, there were times I resented them, but 
they’ve never resented me. As far as I can tell, they love 
me. They always tolerated my outbursts, no matter how 
hard I tried to convince them that I hated them. The 
VKRZHU�IHHOV�PLJKW\�ORQHO\�QRZ�WKDW�WKH�ÁLHV�DUH�JRQH��
The house feels mighty empty without mom and dad.

�� �7HFKQLFDOO\�,�FDQ·W�SURYH�WKDW�WKH�GHDG�Á\�ZDV�0DUYLQ�DQG�QRW�KLV�OLIHORQJ�FRPSDQLRQ�RU�VRPH�RWKHU�Á\��EXW�,�FRXOG�IHHO�LW�
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Sea of Heartbreak
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,W�ZDV�ZKDW�,�WLWOHG�WKH�JRZQ��ZLWK�LWV�ÁRZLQJ�GHHS�EOXH�
silks. I had discovered it thrown haphazardly over a 
lime-green children’s trash can in a Salvation Army 
downtown. Must’ve been used previously as a curtain 
to cover a window. Now it would cover my body and my 
shame. 

As I raised my hand to grab the dress, I caught 
a whiff of musk, of man, emanating from my now 
outstretched palm, lingering towards the gown. It 
made me think of nights and yesterdays, in which I was 
certain nobody loved me. They had no idea that the 
night-black velvets that I was folded within actually gave 
me comfort, the comfort that hid me. My outstretched 
palm closed around the fabric, pulled the silks and the 
memories towards me. As I pulled it up and over my 
head, the gown caressed me like his hands had, and I let 
myself revel in it, but only for a moment. 

I made my way over to the jewelry rack, littered with 
falling paper cards stuck through with old metal, 99 
cents or less, but I picked a pair worth 50. I would’ve 
felt self-conscious, if there had been anybody there but 
PH��,�ZDONHG�LQ�IURQW�RI�D�PLUURU��VWLÁLQJ�D�JULQ�ZLWK�WKH�
back of my hand, and put the earrings in. 

I remembered sunshine, a white light bustling 
against the back of rough scratchy dorm room 
curtains. I hadn’t slept at all, wedged like a little naked 
clementine between him and the wall, but somehow it 
had seemed worth it. I smiled to myself, my eyes closed, 
a drunk and dreaming girl. Is this what true love is? I 
felt myself wondering. It was, surprisingly, the exact 

thing I had been thinking a few short hours earlier. 
Whether it was the dead of night or the wee hours of the 
morning, I could not say for sure, but he was there, and 
I was rocking back and forth 

on the balls of my feet, in the dark, without my 
clothes and the familiar scent of dread lingering in the 
air. It was obvious that it was only I that could smell it. 
He was soft, his words made of light cotton, but there 
was a part of me that could not trust them. 

“I want to,” I found myself saying, tears sliding 
down my cheeks, pooling under my chin. My voice was 
level, calm, but riddled with pangs of uncertainty and 
fear. It gave nothing and everything away. 

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to. I won’t be 
upset.” He was being understanding, gentle even, his 
arms tried to pry me apart. I was locked up tight, my 
arms cracked, a rigid board laid right up against my 
spine. A straight line, direct, but scared. I knew he was 
being tender and kind, but the words always got twisted 
somehow. Lost in translation, or something. The wind 
through the windows whispered, “He doesn’t love 
you.” 

I knew it was true and I almost laughed in spite of 
myself. Angrily, I jabbed away at my steaming tears; 
incessant leakage! Someone said, “Yeah, let’s do it. I’m 
not scared.” “So you’re saying yes?” He probed. 

“Yes.” 
I felt as if I had been slapped. 
I tried my best but I knew he didn’t think I was 

good enough. And somehow, weirdly, I found myself 
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not completely depleted by that knowledge. My atoms 
merged with his atoms, or something godly. An angel, 
light as a feather, and strangled in phantom rope pearls, 
a kiss daintily, a hushed word whispered across two lips. 

Bites racked up my spine. Bruises and love 
bloomed. 

I am dramatic. He felt none of this, I am sure. I am 
almost always sure. 

You are doing this solely for experience and nothing 
else played in my head like a lullaby. It lulled me to 
sleep, my head knocked appropriately on his bare 
chest. Playing with my hair, drenched in sweetness and 
tumbling towards sleep, I smiled again. Sometimes I am 
amazed at how successfully I can lie to myself. 

He was tired, but not from lack of sleep. From 
keeping up the act. 

In the morning, I could not help but feel like I was 
a rabbit ensnared. I wanted to lurch out from under the 
covers and run for the hills. I wanted to never look back. 
I wanted to never fall in love. But we still had so long 
until the night would end. I guess I just wanted him to 
wake up too. I was tired of being alone. 

Twenty minutes later, the alarm went off. We sat up 
at the same time, awkward and shifty, me shying away 
from his touch. He got up, searching for his clothes. I 
was ashamed at how cold I felt without him next to me. 

:H�VWLOO�FRXOGQ·W�ÀQG�P\�PLVVLQJ�HDUULQJ��
´:KHQ�\RX�ÀQG�LW��\RX�FDQ�SXW�LW�LQ�DQ�HQYHORSH�DQG�

mail it to me,” I said, trying to grin. “Okay,” he replied. 
I wonder if he knew I was joking. Or you could give 

it to me. And then you would see me again. 
He said he prides himself on being honest, but I had 

the strangest feeling he was lying to me the whole time. 
He stopped his wobbly truck at the curb. He kissed 

me on the cheek. A nice gesture, I thought. I got out, 
swaying slightly. 

“Thank you for playing pretend with me,” I said. 
“Goodbye,” he said. 
He never found my earring, and I never saw him 

again. 
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Out the Kitchen Window

Charlotte Whitney

!"#$%$&'()*$+,$+#-.)/0$12.&-$3#45*$.&6)$.&77)8)*$9:$
%$.&*$;))8$-3#$#/$-./))$,)&/'$#5*)/<=>$?,$@/&8*:&-.)/$
7&4')'A$-.)8$B#8-984)'0$!".)$/)'7#8*)*$13)55A$-.)8$
,#4/$:&-.)/$3#45*$.&6)$')8-$,#4$98-#$-.)$-#-&5$3&/C=>$
%-='$&$B#5*$*&,$98$D&84&/,$&8*$%=+$'9--98@$&-$+,$*)'(A$
98-)/69)398@$+,$@/&8*:&-.)/$:#/$&$7&7)/$#8$E&F9$
G)/+&8,C$%$.&6)$'#$+&8,$H4)'-9#8'A$;4-$54B(95,A$.)$.&'$
&8'3)/'C

III

J8;/9*5)*$:&'B98&-9#8$39-.$7#59-9B&5$9*)#5#@,$9'$&$
GHÀQLQJ�FKDUDFWHULVWLF�RI�WKH�0LGGHOPDQQ�IDPLO\��
2#5:$&8*$K&88&$?9**)5+&88A$-3#$G)/+&8'$3.#$@/)3$
47$48*)/$K9-5)/='$E&-9#8&5$"#B9&59'+$&8*$)+)/@)*$
DV�6RFLDO�'HPRFUDWV��KDYH�EHHQ�PDMRU�LQÁXHQFHV�
#8$-.#')$&/#48*$-.)+$98$+#/)$3&,'$-.&8$#8)0$8#-$
#85,$.&'$-.)9/$&B-969'+$;/#4@.-$&9*$&8*$&--)8-9#8$-#$
48*)/')/6)*$K#5#B&4'-$'4/696#/'$98$-.)$L&5-9BA$-.)9/$
48&7#5#@)-9B$*)*9B&-9#8$-#$7#59-9B&5$)*4B&-9#8$.&'$
;))8$7&/&+#48-$-#$+,$#38$7#59-9B&5$@/#3-.C$M'$&$*4&5N
B9-9F)8$B#+98@$#:$&@)$98$O#8&5*$P/4+7='$M+)/9B&A$
%=6)$#;')/6)*$-.)$39*)$'7)B-/4+$#:$7#59-9B&5$9*)#5#@,$
WKDW�LV�DOO�DURXQG�PH��DQG�P\�VHDUFK�WR�ÀQG�P\�SODFH�
39-.98$9-$.&'$;))8$B.&/&B-)/9F)*$;,$&8$)Q75#/&-9#8$98-#$
WKH�SDVW�DQG�LWV�LQÁXHQFH�RQ�WKH�SUHVHQW��IURP�WKH�
7/)6&5)8B)$#:$)Q-/)+)$9*)#5#@9)'$&8*$-.)9/$#77#'9-9#8$
WR�WKH�HQGXULQJ�HPSOR\PHQW�RI�LGHRORJ\�WR�GHÀQH�WKH�
XQGHÀQDEOH�

R/&8B#9'$R&BB.989A$S/#:)''#/$#:$TB#8#+9B'$&-$

WKH�8QLYHUVLW\�RI�WKH�6RUERQQH��GHÀQHV�LGHRORJ\�DV�
!&$','-)+$:#/$U4'-9:,98@$-.)$3&,$-.)$3#/5*$9'$&8*V
#/$'.#45*$;)>$WR&BB.989$XYZ[C$R#/$.4+&8'$3.#$&/)$
B#8'-&8-5,$5):-$39-.#4-$&8'3)/'$&8*$'))($-#$B/)&-)$-.)9/$
#38A$&*.)/)8B)$-#$9*)#5#@,$#::)/'$'9+75)$'#54-9#8'$-#$
B#+75)Q$7/#;5)+'C$2.)8$:&B)*$39-.$48/)'-A$:)&/A$&8*$
B#8:4'9#8A$-.)$3)9@.-)*$;5&8()-$#:$9*)#5#@,$B#+:#/-'$
-.)$98*969*4&5C$2.95)$)Q-/)+)$)Q&+75)'$)Q9'-A$9*)#5#@,$
*#)'8=-$8)B)''&/95,$9+75,$)Q-/)+9'+0$/)59@9#4'$;)59):A$
7#59-9B&5$&59@8+)8-A$&8*$6)@)-&/9&89'+$&/)$&55$)Q&+75)'$
#:$','-)+'$B.#')8$;,$98*969*4&5'$-.&-$*/96)$-.)$3&,$-.),$
98-)/&B-$39-.$-.)$3#/5*C

III

%$'9-$47$98$+,$B.&9/C$!%$(8#3$7)#75)$&/)8=-$'-479*C$P.),$
*#8=-$U4'-$B.##')$&8$9*)#5#@,$;)B&4')$9-='$-.)/)C$L4-$%$
')/9#4'5,$B&8=-$9+&@98)$;)98@$'3&,)*$;,$7/#7&@&8*&$-#$
-.&-$*)@/))C>

!\#4$.&6)$-#$48*)/'-&8*A$9-='$8#-$&;#4-$-.)$
7/#7&@&8*&C$%-='$&;#4-$-.)$7)#75)$9-='$&9+)*$&-A$9-='$
&;#4-$:)&/C$R)&/A$B#8:4'9#8A$&8@)/C$P.#')$&/)$-.)$
3)&7#8'$#:$98*#B-/98&-9#8A$&8*$K9-5)/$.&*$-.)+$98$.9'$
&/')8&5C>

III

%8$&$*,98@$2)9+&/$])74;59B$-.&-$3&'$#6)//48$39-.$
)B#8#+9B$&8*$7#59-9B&5$'-/9:)A$-)8'9#8$&8*$48B#8-/#55)*$
:)&/$3&'$/&+7&8-$&8*$+&89:)'-)*$9-')5:$98$7#59-9B&5$/9#-'$



166 | Honors Journal 2021

and lawlessness. Extreme ideologies such as fascism 
and National Socialism feed on fear, telling those in 
GLVWUHVV�H[DFWO\�ZK\�WKH\·UH�XSVHW�DQG�EODPLQJ�D�VSHFLÀF�
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