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THIS MONTH’S SHORT

Ryan Tennyson took a deep breath of the mild 
evening air as he stepped outside from the 
brownstone of 82 Marlborough Street. The 
temperature was just slightly above sixty degrees, a 
heatwave for Bostonians in mid-March, and he was 
in no rush to get home. He had an hour to spare and 
canceled the Uber he requested. The unusual 
evening warmth just felt too good to pass up with a 
quick ride home. "Have a good night, Ryan." His 
therapist, Dr. Arrington spoke as he exited the 
brownstone himself. "You too as well, Dr. Arrington," 
Ryan said. Their session had ended an hour earlier 
than usual. 

Every second and fourth Wednesday evening they 
met, Dr. Arrington and Ryan to discuss the parts of 
his life that plagued him. He was making himself 
better, not only for him but Amanda. The woman in 
his life. The woman he was going to surprise with a 
bouquet of flowers he had just purchased from the 
street vendor. He greeted the man a "good evening" 
and continued on his way, past the evening crowd of 
people headed to their homes or restaurants for a 
meal. The walk signal appeared, and Ryan hurried 
into the nearby crosswalk making inside Prudential 
shopping center, the high-end shopping center. 
There was a quaint bakery connected to a salad bar 
where Ryan would wait patiently in line after every 
session with Dr. Arrington to purchase the softest, 
warmest cookies in all the land of food courts. 

He stepped up to the counter. "Let me get two 
snickerdoodles, please. Thanks." 
"If you buy three you get a fourth one free," said the 
blonde-haired behind the counter with a bright smile. 
Ryan hesitated. "Ok."  
He paid the girl, took the cookies and stepped away 
from the counter and then… it happened. His 
forearm, unexpectedly, unintentionally, touched the 
forearm of the woman behind him. 

The happening electrified his entire being.  Their eyes 
met. He smiled as did she. Her thick black hair 
pulled into a ponytail as her workout outfit tightly 
hugged all the right places. What was this he was 
feeling? This burst of new energy that was 
consuming his entire being. He heard her in the 
distance order a salad. He wanted to introduce 
himself, but he didn't move. His eyes met hers each 
time they glanced at one another. Was he about to 
do the one thing he vowed to never do to any girl he 

dated? Was he about to become like his father? 
Amanda remember, he thought to himself standing 
at the table fiddling around in bag pretending to be 
looking for something while glancing at her. While the 
girl behind the counter, prepared her order, the 
woman kept glancing back at Ryan. She wondered if 
he, too, was feeling the way she did. The woman 
grabbed her order, looked back, and Ryan was 
gone. 

The energy he was feeling as he walked through the 
high-end shopping center made him feel brand new. 
It was fresh, exciting, exhilarating. A few years in with 
Amanda and he never felt like this or pondered such 
a feeling. He stopped in the middle of the floor 
thinking. You really overthinking this, he thought to 
himself. It's not that serious. Even though it felt like 
was. "Go back." He spoke to himself. He rushed 
back to the food court.  He turned the corner, and 
she was gone. He looked around trying to see her, 
but she was nowhere to be found. He smiled to 
himself and left. Maybe it wasn't meant to be nothing 
more than a touch. 

The smile on Ryan's face hadn't left as his mind 
raced with million-and-one thoughts of how the 
conversation might have gone if he had spoken. He 
wondered if she was feeling the same way he was. If 
she too, was having the same a million-and-one 
thoughts he was having. They made him reminiscent 
of when he first met Amanda. The evening he walked 
across the room at the reception of a mutual friend's 
wedding and introduced himself. She donned a 
navy-blue dress and black stockings, her hair neatly 
styled in a bund. She gladly accepted his offer to 
refill her drink, and they talked into the wee hours of 
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that night. Now, three years later, they shared an 
apartment in the South End section of Boston. 

Ryan was still gleeful turning the corner onto his 
street.  He sniffed the flowers, they were still fresh. 
He couldn't wait to surprise Amanda, but the more 
he thought about that moment in the food court, the 
bigger his smile grew. In the back of his mind, he 
wanted to see her again. Just to speak with her 
would satisfy this new craving, hunger, desire, that 
had now consumed every fiber of his being for the 
last forty-five minutes. He hoped the smile on 
Amanda's face from the surprise would make the 
elation about the woman go away. 

"Hey, what's up?" Ryan said noticing his neighbor, 
Greg, who lived in the apartment below his, leaving 
as he was walking up the stairs headed inside the 
building.  
"Oh, hey, what's up? I thought you were…
nevermind. So how's everything?" 
"Everything is good. Livin' the dream." 
Greg nodded his head in agreement walking down 
the stairs. "Nice flowers." 
"Oh yeah, they're for Amanda." 
"Good luck with that.” 
"Thanks. See ya." 
"See ya," Greg said with a smirk on his face. 
  
Ryan walked inside and made his way up the stairs 
and stopped at his apartment door. He took a deep 
breath trying to shake off the energy he was still 
reeling from the food court. He unlocked the door 
and stepped inside, greeted by the sounds of soft, 
sexy music. He knew what mood she was in. 
"Amanda." He called, dropping his bag and taking 
off his shoes. No response. "Amanda." He spoke 
once again, making his way towards the bedroom 
with a big grin. He opened the door. "Aman—" 
"Ryan!" She shouted, surprised. The man she was 
underneath rolled to the other side of the bed. "I 
wasn't expecting you home this earlier." 
"Really Amanda! Really! And with Mike!" The mutual 
friend whose wedding they met at three years earlier.  
Amanda and Mike dashed from the bed as Ryan 
leaped towards them. 
"She told me y'all had broke up," Mike said 
scrambling to get his clothes and rushing for the 
door, Ryan chasing right behind him. Ryan kicked 
his apartment door and made his way back to the 
bedroom. 
"I'm sorry! I'm so sorry, Ryan!" Amanda pleaded with 
a bed sheet covering her. 

 Ryan's hand balled up into a fist as he closed his 
eyes angry. "How could you do this to me, 
Amanda?! Huh?! Not only me but Trisha too." 
"They're not together anymore. Mike and she are 
getting a divorce." Amanda said looking away. 
"Dammit! I should've spoken to her!" 
"To who?" 
"Get your stuff and get out the fuck out…now." 
He dropped the flowers at Amanda's feet and 
walked out of the room. "Shut my door all the way 
when you leave and slide my key underneath the 
door." He walked out of the apartment, the front 
door closing behind him. 

BOOK REVIEW

The Path Made Clear by Oprah Winfrey

The Path Made Clear: Discovering Your Life’s 
Direction and Purpose, the new book by media 
mogul Oprah Winfrey is a must-have for your self-
help, spiritual, collection. Each chapter, ten in total, 
opens with a personal lesson that Oprah has learned 
that coincides with the chapter’s title and theme. 
Filled with excerpts from celebrities and spiritual 
teachers such as Eckhart Tolle, John Legend, 
Michael Bernard Beckwith, Elizabeth Lesser, Brene 
Brown, Sidney Poitier, Cicely Tyson, Trevor Noah, 
and others, from their appearances on Super Soul 
Sunday or Oprah’s MasterClass. The collection of 
excerpts give you some insight into what the person 
was feeling at a particular moment or their guidance 
or advice about the core principle that might help 
you while on your path of self-discovery and 
purpose. This book would make an excellent Sunday 
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morning companion to an episode of Super Soul 
Sunday. This book would be a unique gift for 
someone you know or solely for yourself. What this 
collection of passages will not do is tell what your 
life’s purpose. No book, not even one written by 
Oprah, can tell you that. But what it will do is help 
awaken that dormant energy within that will make 
you curious and start discovering or recognizing 
what your purpose is.

MOVIE REVIEW

Where do I begin? Jordan Peele's new film Us is 
another excellent piece of cinema storytelling. 
He [Peele] has reinvented himself from a 
comedian to a remarkable cinematic storyteller. 
His second outing as a filmmaker is about a 
family of four who must survive a group of 
people who look just like them. But like its 
predecessor, Get Out, it's more than that. It's 
more than just that logline. Once again, Peele 
uses the genre of horror to tell us (no pun 

intended) about ourselves which is so subtly 
done with a Michael Jackson Thriller t-shirt. 

They are so many layers to this film that you may 
need to view multiple time to understand them, 
or even find them. It touches on a lot of areas of 
life, but the most obvious one is that we are our 
own worst enemy. At times, individually, and 
each other. The film also touched on that we are 
a reflection of each other; that what you judge 
someone about is also in you as well. The finger-
pointed scene is a perfect example of that. 

It also touched on how unique every one of us is 
as humans and that there is only one of you. 
Indeed, only one of each of us. It reminds us 
that you can meet someone that reminds of you 
of a friend with their smile, speech, or 
mannerisms, but are not your friend because 
there is only one of him or her, just like there is 
only one of you. The film also touched on how 
we take life and our time here on the planet for 
granted and we at time lack gratitude and don't 
appreciate how precious our time and 
experiences are. 

The film is layered so evenly that you get just the 
right amount of psychological, thrilling, funny 
moments. But if you view the film hoping to get 
a message like Get Out, which was about the 
issue of race, you may be slightly disappointed. 
This film is more than just about the issue of 
race; it's about us a collective human race. Like 
Peele's previous film, you will leave the theater 
not only curious about the film's themes and 
their meaning, but about your family, your 
friends, and your place in the world. I cannot 
wait to see what else Jordan Peele has in his 
repertoire of story ideas. 
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Just Write, the advice I was given by 
a woman named Geraldine David, a sweet 
woman who was a former co-worker of mine at 
the Boston Police Department. She also 
happened to work for the school department as 
well. I was attending a local community college 
obtaining my Associate's Degree when I was 
taking an English Comp II class. So I wrote a 
paper which garnered a "C" grade, and I gave it 
to Geraldine to read, and she thought it was 
okay. She said to me: "What you want to say is 
there. Just write. Don't edit while you write. Just 
write." Those words I have never forgotten and 
when I applied them to my writing, it changed 
the process for me. Just writing allows you to 
become one with the work because you are 
"trying," you're "doing." It allows your creativity 
to flow and you will hold less judgment and 
criticism towards yourself.  

When I finish a writing session or a complete 
work, it feels at times as if I didn't even write it. 
"Just write" allows the first draft of your story to 
be told in the most original way possible. So the 
next time you sit down to begin a story or 
continue a work-in-progress, just write. Don't 
delete as you write because if you do it allows 
self-doubt and self-criticism to creep in and 
affect your creativity. Just write that school 

paper or that short story as it first comes to 
you because that line, that paragraph, that 
page, that chapter, that book might change 
the trajectory of your class grade or your 
career. 

GRATITUDE

“An attitude of gratitude brings more 

opportunities.” 

For the next 30 days write down three things 
that you are grateful for in that day.
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