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The Recipe It Does Happen Here
By: Shira Ruth Cushing By: Meghan White

It outlives the Generation;

The infamous Sensation.

The recipe that Grandma made,

I made Winter vacation.

It lasts beyond our years.

It brings laughter and cheers.

The fact is, recipes are gold,

For times of smiles and tears.

No biography submitted.

Intersectionality is a bit of a buzzword lately.  I’m old enough to have lived 
through an adulthood in which I remember being aware of intersectionality 
without having a name for it – we just called it “being a multiple minority” 
back then.  I am female, I am gender-nonconforming, I identify as queer, 
and I am a racial minority who grew up with white parents in a white 
society, which means I have the experience of growing up white without 
actually being white or looking white.

As I’ve grown older, I’ve encountered endlessly variable, sometimes-tiny 
oppressions/prejudices/disadvantages related to one or more of my minority 
statuses.  We who identify in a marginalized group know all too well what 
this looks like: assumptions based on our skin color, sexist jokes in the 
workplace, people of all ages and stripes using the word “gay” to mean “stu-
pid,” and being quietly passed over for a deserved promotion.  As someone 
who, from the time of my adoption, has almost completely integrated into 
white society, I have been granted what I call “white insider” status.  For 
me, this is not limited to race only.  That status really means access to the 
cultural power club where people from all positions of power (either white, 
male, hetero, corporate, or any combination of these) gather to tell me what 
they really think.  And what they really think is appalling.
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Her Little Friends
By: Desirae Koelsch

said, but the little girl was stumped. She looked around the 
classroom for inspiration on what to doodle when something 
caught her eye and made her smile.

Her little friend sat across from her at the table smiling away 
at her.  I’ll draw you, she said to herself. Stay still so I don’t 
mess up, she said to her little friend. She picked up the blue 
marker, took the cover off, stuck it on the end, and began 
drawing. She drew a circle for the head and then parallel 
lines for the neck and horizontal lines making the shoulders. 
She drew the body as a blob then lines protruding from the 
shoulders and smaller lines from the first lines, making the 
arms and hands. Then long lines to the bottom of the blob 
with small little ovals to the bottom of that line making the 
legs and feet; the end result was a blue figure. Satisfied, she 
put the cap back on the marker and placed it between the 
green and purple marker in her rainbow. Then she picked up 
the brown marker, uncapped it, and drew long, wavy lines 
coming out of the figure’s head. Hair going down to the 
figure’s hips started to appear.  She then picked up the black 

marker and colored in the eyes the nose and smiling mouth. 
The teacher was walking around the classroom looking at 
the children’s drawings, saying how good they were, that 
they were doing a great job, and to remember to put the 
markers back into the bucket after they were done with one. 
The teacher approached the table I was sitting at and looked 
at the other children’s doodles and asked what they were. A 
dog, an apple, their parents, a racecar, their house, and then 
she approached the little girl drawing the figure and asked 
who that was. The little girl answered, it’s my little friend. The 
teacher didn’t quite understand. She watched the little girl as 
she picked up the gray marker and drew ovals on top of the 
figures shoulders. What are those supposed to be, the teacher 
asked. Wings, the little girl responded, still looking down at 
her artwork.

In 2006, the little girl attends recess. She plays with the little 
kids like a normal kid would.  She had told the children that 

she could see these things before; that she learned they were 
called fairies. But quickly some children dismissed her saying 
that fairies weren’t real. That she was stupid and a liar; that 
she was weird and they didn’t want to play with her. To her 
excitement, she found other kids that would like her in every 
way, fairies and all. They could play pretend all day long.  
With her two new friends, she could be her normal self. But 
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My earliest memories of books came long before I was able to 
read on my own. I was three years old and loved my new dad 
beyond measure. I was enthralled with the big heavy books 
he toted around everywhere he went. I would sit and turn the 
pages of those books, nod, and make small interesting sounds 
just like he did as he read. I loved the smell of the paper and 
ink and longed to embrace this foreign world of type. I want-
ed to be just like this man.

My mom was working hard and going to school, so I spent 
those long hours with my new dad. He needed to study, so 
he took me to the university with him. I reveled in the smell 
of the library. I would watch all those people hunched over 
all those books. I would wonder what they knew and how 
I could learn it too. He would sit for hours poring over his 
books, his pen slowly underlining as he read. I was transfixed. 
I received books of my very own to look at and paper and 
pencils to draw with. I would sit in that big hushed library, 
surrounded by shelves and shelves of unknown knowledge. I 
longed to be just like him. I would carefully trace lines in ink 
under the words in my books, seeing the ABCs, repeated over 
and over again. Soon, I began see patterns and sounds, and 
suddenly the world exploded. I began to read.

I find that I have a lot in common with Sherman Alexie in his 
essay, “The Joy of Reading and Writing: Superman and Me.” 
It is like Alexie says, “I loved my father with an aching devo-
tion, I decided to love books as well” (64). I felt if this man, 
admired by me, valued something so greatly it must be valued 
by me as well. I became an avid reader, and I read everything 
I could get my hands on. I entered first grade at what I was 
told was a fifth or sixth-grade reading level. Like Alexie, if I 
had been born at a different time, I may have been consid-
ered gifted and my thirst for reading better cultivated. In my 
world, at least the world outside my family, I was simply “an 
oddity”.

I had few friends; most of the other kids my age didn’t 
understand my obsession with books. They wanted to play 
games or play with dolls. I wanted to be at the library where 
the smell of old paper called to me. I made friends within the 
pages of stories. I reveled in the diverse worlds I discovered. 
I read classic fairy tales by Han Christian Anderson and The 
Brothers Grimm. I explored impossible worlds with Jules 
Verne, Jonathon Swift, and Daniel Defoe. I learned to care 
about humanity with Charles Dickens. I wept bitter tears of 
loss with Wilson Rawls. I breathed deep the smell of the prai-
rie grasses with Laura Ingalls Wilder, I listened to the lyrical 
language of the South with Margaret Mitchell, and I bathed, 
almost hedonistically, in the sweeping worlds of Narnia and 
Middle Earth with C. S. Lewis and J. R.R. Tolkien. I could 

lose myself in a story, hearing the lines of the book being read 
in my mind. I would feel the wind on my face, the sun or rain 
on my head. I would laugh and cry. I completely understand 
the words of Eudora Welty, “There has never been a line read 
that I didn’t hear. As my eyes followed the sentence, a voice 
was saying it silently to me” (51).

By the time that I entered high school, I no longer felt lonely. 
I had so many stories in my imagination. The characters, their 
lives, and adventures were constant companions to me. I don’t 
know why I didn’t think I was smart, I just never thought 
about it. Books were just a part of who I was. A part of the 
world I chose to live in. Books became so much a normal 
part of my world that they no longer symbolized being smart. 
They became an escape from what people viewed me as, 
simply odd. 

Looking back, I wonder why I never went to college, though 
I was encouraged to do so and it grieved my dad that I chose 
not to go. I wonder why I chose to graduate from high school 
and marry young. I love my husband and I love my children. 
I regret no choice I have ever made, except one. I saw mod-
eled the power of knowledge, the power of books, and the 
power of education to change the path of a person’s life. I re-
gret not going to college. I regret not immersing myself in the 



1413 Realities, 2016–2017 | Political Principles for our New LeaderRealities, 2016–2017 | School Struggles

letters corresponded to the letter in English but they had differ-
ent sounds than the Russian letter and some are written differ-
ently. As I began to write, I kept mixing up both Russian and 
English letters together when writing words. Up to this day, I am 
still very bad at spelling. My parents would sit with me for hours 
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down the long hall across glossy floors which seemed to 
stretch farther than they ever had before. Beckoning me past 
sanity with warped truths, a lie said something better was 
almost in reach. My body barbed wire. Twisted, bare, thin, 
hurt.

False conclusions and judgments in my head. My head, 
my head, a part of me, the tallest part of me, was weak and 
malnourished, under a stream of muddy thoughts. Above the 
door at the end of the long hallway, a word labeled a side of 
this destructive obsession: GYM. My long lasting pattern of 
harm was broken in upon by the voice of Truth.

Truth. Life and whole and holy. I was halted in my path.

 You love the gym more than you love me.
 I stared at the sign.
 You’re right. I do.
 I saw the destructiveness
 of my sin and in this place it scared me.
 I am so sorry.
 But how could I say sorry and keep doing this?

 Sorry without change is not true repentance.
 Sorry without change doesn’t release chains.

 Curse these chains.

Slowly, links of lies repeated that the cross, that hope, the 
way out, was further and further away. I was tempted by each 
bend and twist of truth, always a restless, nagging tirade of 
don’t, can’t, worry, FEAR.

Each day, harder to fight- deal blows- to death blows. Fight? 
I’m fighting myself? Which part of myself? Another punch from 
thoughts I believed could never go away, ever go away, ever 
go, ever go, ever go, forever go.

I want them to go. I can’t remember what it was like before. I’m 
afraid. I’m so afraid. Hcope. What am I hoping for? I don’t know 
anymore.

0.0lbs

My worn out shoes are kicked to the floor. Take them off. 
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mangos, and we have a mango tree in our backyard. I bet she 
is going to be really fat when she gets older. 

I am ten years old now, and it is summer, 2008. I came to 
Orlando, Florida to visit my cousins: Michelle, Andrea, and 
Nicole. This is the first time I see them since they left our 
country a long time ago. I clearly remember, five years back, 
at Venezuela’s International Airport, when their mother said, 
“This new government is going to destroy Venezuela. We 
have to leave now.” At the moment, I did not understand, 
but now that I am older I know exactly what she meant.
 
Since we arrived to Florida, we have been going to many 
wonderful places as Disney World, SeaWorld, Universal, etc. 
But today we need to recover energies. This is why we decide 
to rest at my Aunt’s house for the day. Nicole, my youngest 
cousin, asks me to play with her; so we are in the living room 
playing Nintendo DS. Suddenly this music starts playing 
from the distance. Immediately, Nicole runs towards the 
front door, opening it, and leaving the house. I panic as soon 
as she opens the door; just thinking about all those horrible 
things that could happen to her petrifies me. What if she 
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leave unless we knew we would see each other the next day. 
The owner silently cleaning up, but would never ask us to 
leave; instead, the owner insists we stay longer, which we 
always find tempting. We gather our chairs and help him out 
closing up, as age was no longer on his side. We constantly 
offer him a ride home. He resembles a father to us as he helps 
the group take numerous decisions in dark times we simply 
could not take back home, his advice continually proving to 
be valuable.
 
We felt relaxed at the café. It was a place to vent and know 
judgment was nowhere to be found. The café was a ten-
sion-free area that was hard to pass by, yet essential to keep 
us going through life. At all times, we saw it as a place to 
call ours where the owner insisted we do so. We tried several 
times to hang out elsewhere, but we felt out of place. The 
owner and my friends created an environment that guided us 
through life. A place that praised and encouraged our dreams, 
by a group of brothers and a father figure. 

Traveling to America, the café was the last place I saw in 
Egypt, I am glad it was. Our table witnessed a variety of 
emotions, such as joy, frustration, and uncertainty replacing 
one another; nevertheless, the feeling of camaraderie was 
the only definite at our table, a feeling that is represented by 
the café but felt across seas. I am certain the moment I land 
in Cairo that my luggage would be next to me on the faded 
brown chair on that far-left corner, surrounded by the people 
I shared more than half my life with.

Akraam Abdel-Kerem was born in Minnesota and lived here 
for the first 10 years of his life. Akraam could only speak English 
back then and barely mumbled in Arabic around family. By the 
time he turned 10, his family took the decision to head back to 
Egypt. He attended from middle school to 4 years of university 
back in Egypt where he majored in Clinical Pharmacy at Cairo 
University. Akraam witnessed the Arab Spring first hand, which 
lead him to take on social causes on and off campus back in Egypt 
and become a close follower of the Egyptian startup scene. He 
travelled to Europe once as a speaker in a conference in Ukraine 
and to Poland to represent Egyptian youth with fellow colleagues. 
Akraam just started attending at NHCC during Spring 2017 as 
a step to pursue the dream of eventually becoming a pharmacist.
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Cross any boundaries lately?

Have you:
Done something you thought you would never do?

Been to a place you have never been before?
Survived cultural shock?

Share your story here.

Complete submission details and deadlines online at

www.nhcc.edu/realities
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