Appendix 5. Transmedia Artwork
Picture 1. Illustration and essay titled "Something I can hold"
[image: A drawing of a shoe and sunglasses

Description automatically generated]
I thought that by now I would be able to turn this mess into a zine or comic, a painting, or a Sophie Calle style reckoning.

That it would be over once it hit paper or canvas.

I built a plaster head, then took a sledgehammer to it. That did nothing but make a nice cracking sound before getting caught in its chicken wire skull. Years later, what I tried to destroy is still here. Leaving me ruminating, too stressed to even make a mark.

Every time I try, my hands turn weak, my head grows hot, then it starts to hurt everywhere I strained when I tried to run it out. To bench it out. To drink it out.

Anything to expel it out of me.

The details feel too stupid and bizarre to be worth something.

I just want to make it into something I can hold.

Picture 2. Photography and essay
[image: A close-up of a movie strip

Description automatically generated]


Picture 3. Photography and essay
[image: A person taking a selfie in a broken mirror

Description automatically generated]
“I am no longer shoving my traumatic experiences into the dark corners of my brain. Instead, I place my experiences on a pedestal. A bright, beaming light ironically illuminating and spotlighting all my dark, negative memories.”

“I carefully examine my trauma, inspecting the damages from the accumulation of these experiences. I observe the ripples it has caused in my life and how it has shaped who I am today: my fears, aspirations, desires, and dreams. After keenly assessing my trauma, I excitedly flash and wave a middle finger in the face of my past experiences. I decide to move on. I choose to forgive but to never, ever forget. I don’t forget the drops of blood on scissors as I score my skin to exchange my emotional pain for a physical one. I don’t forget the suffocating feeling of alienation, choking me so tightly that I failed to ask for help as I plunged farther into an abyss of darkness. I don’t forget the immense feeling of shame and regret surrounding me after being toyed with and treated as a sex toy. I don’t forget that a banana is 100 calories, a chicken nugget is 60 calories, and an egg is 80 calories. I don’t forget the sleepless nights when my brain constantly replays countless ruminating thoughts about how much I hated myself. I don’t forget using alcohol and weed as a coping mechanism as I desperately run away from the problems that haunt me.” 

“Remembering these experiences has allowed me to learn, grow, and flourish. I have learned how to embrace authenticity: to remain myself regardless of the situations thrown at me. I have learned to stop dismissing negative emotions with false reassurances; Instead, I respond to and validate these emotions. I have become stronger and more resilient. I am not letting myself be a puppet controlled by the experiences I had in the past. I am not locking myself in a vicious cycle of negative thoughts. I want to live in the present, not ruminate in the past. I want to love, not hate. And, I am proud of myself.”
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Enter. Yes, enter.

It’s inviting, isn’t

it?

You are always coming and never going.
Staying and never leaving.

You're on my doorstep, unannounced. I
think to myself that I could never turn
you away. I could never reprimand you.
Yes, come in. Come inside. Welcome.

“You’re different. Quirky. I’ve never met
a girl like you before.” A pause. “An
Asian girl, I mean. But Asian girls are my
type.”

There’s still a smile on my face. “What?”
I don’t hear your response because my head
is filled with white noise. I’'m sure you
make another asinine comments, because
that’s what you do. It doesn’t matter; the
white noise in my head is loud.

Days later, I'm looking through my
windows. I see you and you see me and both
of us know that we see each other. I feel
my chest seize and my rib cage turn to
stiffened stone, and I know that you know
how I feel. I’'m scared that if I do
nothing it’1ll get worse. I'm scared that
if I do something it’ll get worse. I've
become unable to picture life beyond you.
I think I need you. I know that you know
what I’'m thinking.
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