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When you think of your town, what first comes to mind? Is it the people? The 
food? The memories? Is it where you found yourself ? Where you lost yourself ?
In this issue of The Issue, you will journey to four 

US towns to find out what makes them special as 

told by the people that live there and love them. 

You will visit lush Carolina forests filled with song 

and vibrantly diverse Chicago streets. You will see 

passionately colorful Austin murals and hear about 

fears of mass shootings in Portland. You will discov-

er what it means to call a town home.

Your first stop is Hillsborough, North Carolina. 

There, you will dive deep into a community cele-

bration that takes place on the last friday of every 

month from April to September. You will learn about 

the Native American heritage and pride that flows 

through the land. You will find a zine and moving 

poetry, too. 

Next, you will spend some time in the southwest 

city of Austin, Texas. There, you will meet students 

making documentary films. They will tell you all 

try. We were frustrated by the misrepresentation 

of our friends, family, and neighbors in mainstream 

media and how it always seemed that the stories 

published only reinforced negative stereotypes of 

violent, gentrifying urban centers and poor, de-

pressed rural communities. So we grew curious to 

discover what would be created if, instead of simply 

searching for stories defined by an editorial board, 

we cultivated deep relationships in four diverse 

geographies and let the people and the place tell us 

what stories they wanted to tell. 

Like any adventure, we needed a map. We laid out 

where exactly we wanted to go—a town on a coast, 

a town in the Midwest, a town in the South, and 

a town in rural USA—and how we wanted to get 

there—using intergenerational co-creation. Then, 

we rang some fellow adventurers and asked them 

to join us. Orange County Public Library, Austin Film 

Society, Open Signal, The Real Chi / Free Spirit Me-

about what they learned about themselves and their 

hometown. You will even read their original script. 

Then, you will make your way to the northwest city 

of Portland, Oregon. You will meet a guinea pig 

named Ginger that will make you chuckle. You will 

read stories from young folks who hopped trains to 

Portland. And you will take delight in an echo of a 

video poem. 

And last, but never least, you will find yourself in 

Chicago, Illinois, where you will learn things you 

would not expect. You will learn about black sailors 

who sail Lake Michigan when the sun sets. And you 

will take a look at what basketball truly means to 

young, black Chicagoans. 

To take you on this journey, we needed to take one 

ourselves. We started ours on January 8, 2018, as 

we met over some chai and chatted about our coun-

And we hope that it inspires you to discover the pockets of treasure in your town, 
to listen to the stories of your neighbors, and to share your adventures with others 
so we can liberate our narratives from damaging, negative, mainstream stereo-
types. 

dia, and some others all said yes to our call. We had 

our crew; our adventure began. 

What follows is a tender and moving conversation 

between geography, age, identity, culture, and histo-

ry using poetry, illustration, photography, journalism, 

memoir, magical realism, documentary filmmaking, 

and design that documents our nine-month adven-

ture. It honors the complexity of both a place and its 

people while connecting to something greater than 

either. It is life. 

We hope you feel all this life, all the care we’ve 

poured into this The Issue. 
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She was a limb of the universe that 
had fallen asleep and was just now 

being shaken awake.
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HIDING IN PLAIN SIGHT 
by Kat Barger

I belong to a hidden community. Some of us hide more than others, afraid of the 

monsters around us and of the demons within. You see us everywhere, and most 

of the time, you couldn’t even tell that we fight battles every day. Because mental 

illness isn’t seen, it is felt. None of the members of this community are voluntary. 

None of us woke up one day and decided “Hey! You know what would be fun? 

Having a mental disorder!” But despite the negativity that is often attributed to 

mental illness, meeting other people with a disorder can be like discovering a 

long lost relative. I wish I could tell you that I am a proud and upstanding leader-- 

a shining beacon to other people who struggle with mental illness in Hillsbor-

ough-- but I’m not. I can’t be, because there isn’t one. I may defend those who 

are open about their condition, but I am not open about my own. I wish and want 

to help bring these people like myself to the light and warmth that we so des-

perately crave, but there is no platform. For me, this goes beyond winning some 

contest, this gives me a fighting chance to help people like me. In order to really 

create a community of people who cope with, or even embrace, their mental 

illness, we need to educate ourselves and then each other on the colorful array 

and spectrum of disorders. We can’t self-diagnose but we can give voice and 

assistance to those screaming for help. Creating a platform of this magnitude will 

take months, or even years, but there is one thing we could start with.

Right off the bat, it has always occurred to me that the Orange County Public Li-

brary, specifically the Hillsborough branch, is a safe haven. Besides, what better 

way to spread awareness and information than the one place that has almost 

as much information as the internet! If we could set aside just one corner of the 

library, and create a room dedicated to the awareness and acknowledgement of 

mental illness and those affected by it, we could kick start a revolution of love 

and support. The room could house books and pamphlets on mental illness. A list 

of therapists in the area could be posted, or even the warning signs of suicide. 

A part of the room would have chairs and tables for just sitting, talking and read-

ing. The walls could be painted in calming colors. A different disorder could be 

featured each week or month, highlighting the symptoms, possible causes and 

treatment of the illness. We may not have one now, but I’m sure we could create 

a place where all of us feel safe and protected--where all people can be educated 

on illnesses that are invisible to the eye. A place free of discrimination because 

mental illness doesn’t choose you based on race, gender, sexuality or political 

standpoint. But most importantly, we could create a community.

HUSH 
by Raekwon Page

the world

the people in this world

they say

you talk too much

so many times they’ve told me

to shut up

it never really happens 

but it continues..

shut up…

shut up…

shut up…

now I disappear

so they’d hush
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UNTITLED
by Lauren Krest

Community

People who say they see

But seem so shocked when you dare to be

Who you’re proud to say is ‘me’

And you

Say you are with me too

That we are like glue

But that breaks apart when it’s old and new

And we

Are together always, you and me

Us against the world, they’ll see

But what if that isn’t meant to be

I don’t know if you’ll go, too

The community goes through this too, including you

So maybe I should trust them before I say no to

Those who stick by me in all I go through

So I guess I’ll see if the community

Lives up to what it’s supposed to be

And supports me and tries to see

What really happens when they are me

I hope that you are listening too

Because I thought I knew that you

Were always there too, like morning dew

And maybe you are still here, good as new

I just need to see

What community is to me

And if it is always there when I need

And when I’m bursting with glee

“If it’s ageism for me to treat someone like 
they don’t matter because they’re old, how 
come it’s not ageism for someone to treat 
me like I don’t matter because I’m young?”

Carmen Davis, age 20

Young people are not invisible. Young 
people matter. Young people are a part 
of the community and what they have 
to say has power and importance in the 
creation of equitable, harm-free societies. 
These are the core values of the Teen 
Advisory Board (“TAB”) at Orange 
County Public Library in Hillsborough, 
NC. Its main purpose is to lift the voices 
of middle and high school aged people 
at the library to create an impact in the 
wider community. Over the summer, 
TAB decided to host a teen-only creative 
writing contest called My Community, 
My Vision focused around  the theme of 
community and the way we see ourselves 
in it. We all belong to many different 
groups that are defined by common inter-
ests, cultures, geographies, ethnicities, etc. 
The task set by TAB to contestants was 
to choose a community they belong to (or 
would like to belong to) in Orange Coun-
ty, or the surrounding area, and describe 
what it means to them or what their 
place is within it. Submissions could be 
expressed as stories, essays, poems, comics, 
or some other type of art combined with 
writing, as long as they were true. These 
are the works of the finalists.

by Kafi-Ayanna Allah, Adult & Teen 
Services Librarian
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My name is CRYSTAL “RED BEAR” KECK; I am a member of the Occaneechi Band of the 

Saponi Nation (OBSN). My passion is tribal research for outreach and education of the na-

tive indigenous tribes in North Carolina and Virginia.  My recent genealogical research has 

shown that most of the tribes in North Carolina are closely related and share similar DNA. 

Among ourselves, as native  people, it has been my experience that we have great respect 

for each other’s cultural and religious ways. “Respect your brother’s vision” is a saying 

within our community.  

Our eight state-recognized tribes share a bond and a love of this land that traces back to 

the first people who called it home. Many of us are aware of the serious challenges facing 

Native Americans today, but do we really understand just how critical the situation is? 

Our ancestors went into hiding to avoid our people from being ripped 
apart and were moved to reservations; they didn’t give us a choice.

This is a part of America’s story that is not often told in its entirety, and often remains 

hidden from view. When challenges and issues of genocide affect an entire race of people 

across  generations, the consequences are long-lasting. Social workers, historians and psy-

chologists refer to this as intergenerational trauma, which is trauma that is passed down 

from the first generation of trauma survivors to future generations. 

There were many different Eastern Woodland Indigenous tribes, and those with similar 

characteristics formed a main tribe or nation. Each tribe had its own language, dialect, 

religion and customs. North Carolina has the largest Indigenous population east of the Mis-

sissippi River and the eighth-largest Indigenous population in the United States. As noted 

by the 2010 U.S. Census, 122,110 American Indians lived in North Carolina, making up 1.28 

percent of the population.

By the end of the nineteenth century, the Native American tribes had lost the will to fight to 

preserve their traditional way of life. Those that did survive were confined to local commu-

nities and forced to go into hiding. They were stripped of their political and civil rights as 

“free people of color.” They could no longer vote, bear arms, or serve in the state militia. 

Through this article I am going to take you into our local communities to tell stories of 

returning culture, language and customs. The Occaneechi Band of the Saponi Nation is the 

smallest of the North Carolina’s eight Native American tribes. Members of the OBSN tribe 

in Alamance, Orange and Caswell Counties, deeply value helping the community and our 

neighbors. Members of Pleasant Grove area stick together as a community, from farming 

to marriages, births and deaths. Tobacco was our main crop-- all of our families farmed the 

lands they owned. Church is the driving force that keeps us all together, and today, Jeffries 

Cross and Martin’s Chapel tie the communities together.

Native American 
in North Carolina
by Crystal “Red Bear” Keck

photo by Machone Jeffries Foust
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All Native people are not the same. We speak totally 

different languages, have different forms of govern-

ment, different stories of origin and we even look 

different due to the different areas we live in.  I am 

honored to have elders, children, women and men 

in one nation come together to share their wisdom 

with me. 
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...maybe everyone can see something of themselves in this mural.



...maybe everyone can see something of themselves in this mural.



INT. WHITE BOARD. 

TWO LONE POST-IT NOTES COVER THE BOARD. ONE 
IS REMOVED AND A MARKER-WRITTEN TEXT IS RE-
VEALED: “SOCIAL MEDIA IS FAR FROM PERFECT”

EXT. AUSTIN BRIDGE OVER BODY OF WATER. DAY.

TITLE CARD “AUSTIN: A CITY OF SOCIALITES OR SADISTS?”

EXT. MONTAGE: AUSTIN FREEWAY, ROADS, PARKS, BUILDINGS, CREEKS. 

NARRATOR 1

Austin is indeed a growing city. the diversity of the live music capital is almost unmatchable.  
With so much diversity, Austin has gained nationwide and even national attention, making the 
city, our city, a tourist attraction. As much as we love our quaint corner coffee shops and our 
wide array of culture cuisines, an enemy in the shadow lurks that many people miss incite. 

NARRATOR 2

There are many problems that plague this 
city, and the digital landscape only a fuels 
the fire. 

CUT TO: SHOT OF IPHONE.

NARRATOR 2

Cyber bullying happens across all social 
media, and with a lack of admins (people 
who moderate the websites), people think 
they can get away with it.

CUT TO: SHOT OF KEYBOARD, CHILDREN LAUGHING 
MENACINGLY.
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NARRATOR 3

With social media platforms such as Instagram and twitter, people can cyber bully without 
revealing their identity or having to worry about getting in trouble.

EXT: DRIVING SHOT OF MIDDLE CLASS NEIGHBOR-
HOODS.

NARRATOR 1

The ongoing problem of gentrification 
has destroyed the lives of many local 
residents. what is now the east Austin is 
slowly fading from a melting pot of local 
murals and restaurants to a trendy hipster 
hotspot. 

EXT: DRIVING SHOTS OF EMPTY BUILDINGS, WAREHOUSES AND PARKS JUXTAPOSED WITH 
COOKIE-CUTTER TWO-STORY HOMES.

NARRATOR 2

One of the best things about Austin is 
the local restaurants and stores. There 
is something special about them. What 
makes Austin special isn’t the Wal-Marts 
and McDonalds; it’s the local flavor.  

NARRATOR 3

The news doesn’t help. they acknowledge that there are homeless people, yet they don’t try and 
fix it. they just report on it and think that ‘oh, it’ll get solved on its own.’

Even trends like house flippers can affect gentrification, due to the flippers kicking out people 
who need that house due to low income. The house then gets flipped and it spreads on social 
media. More and more people start to do it and evict low-income families out of their homes. 

EXT. DOG AND OWNER PLAYING IN A RIVERBED, 
CARS DRIVING, WATER, SUNSHINE, PEOPLE KAYAK-
ING.

NARRATOR 1

As Texans, it is our responsibility and 
our duty to take care of those who seek 
refuge or come for a better life. Although 
southern hospitality is as true as can be, 
this new age of technology presents us with new problems that need new solutions.

Even the darkest of storms will eventually stop. My friends, let us not be corrupted by the thun-
derstorms that we face.  They are, however, essential into shaping who we are as a people and in a 
way define part of who we are. But Despite these struggles and choices that we make, it is in the 
end, up to us how our future is going to end up, and it is up to us if we want it for the better. 

INT. WHITE BOARD AGAIN. 

SECOND POST-IT NOTE IS REMOVED. ANOTHER MARKER WRITTEN TEXT IS REVEALED:

“BUT YOU CAN HELP IT CHANGE.”
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residents. what is now the east Austin is 
slowly fading from a melting pot of local 
murals and restaurants to a trendy hipster 
hotspot. 

EXT: DRIVING SHOTS OF EMPTY BUILDINGS, WAREHOUSES AND PARKS JUXTAPOSED WITH 
COOKIE-CUTTER TWO-STORY HOMES.

NARRATOR 2

One of the best things about Austin is 
the local restaurants and stores. There 
is something special about them. What 
makes Austin special isn’t the Wal-Marts 
and McDonalds; it’s the local flavor.  

NARRATOR 3

The news doesn’t help. they acknowledge that there are homeless people, yet they don’t try and 
fix it. they just report on it and think that ‘oh, it’ll get solved on its own.’

Even trends like house flippers can affect gentrification, due to the flippers kicking out people 
who need that house due to low income. The house then gets flipped and it spreads on social 
media. More and more people start to do it and evict low-income families out of their homes. 

EXT. DOG AND OWNER PLAYING IN A RIVERBED, 
CARS DRIVING, WATER, SUNSHINE, PEOPLE KAYAK-
ING.

NARRATOR 1

As Texans, it is our responsibility and 
our duty to take care of those who seek 
refuge or come for a better life. Although 
southern hospitality is as true as can be, 
this new age of technology presents us with new problems that need new solutions.

Even the darkest of storms will eventually stop. My friends, let us not be corrupted by the thun-
derstorms that we face.  They are, however, essential into shaping who we are as a people and in a 
way define part of who we are. But Despite these struggles and choices that we make, it is in the 
end, up to us how our future is going to end up, and it is up to us if we want it for the better. 

INT. WHITE BOARD AGAIN. 

SECOND POST-IT NOTE IS REMOVED. ANOTHER MARKER WRITTEN TEXT IS REVEALED:

“BUT YOU CAN HELP IT CHANGE.”
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Filming a New Life
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Film still from Leaving Home by Outside the Frame
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and across the floor

“Enough!” and he swore

As he emptied mid soar

an oath viking-esque

“by the hammer of Thor!”

Creating a mess too big to ignore.

He landed and skidded

across to the door

and he sighed and whispered

and slowly confessed

he just didn’t want to be a drawer 

anymore.)

.......

What would happen if I 

disappeared?

Maybe no one would know

Maybe I would simply cease to exist

In a universe so full of nothingness

It swallows us whole.

Are we all so vain

That we think the world would notice 

our absence?

The stars do not chart human futures

We all die anyway

Why extend the inevitable?

How could we believe

That in a world full of fuck ups

And wannabes...

And Beauty Queens

And the extraordinary powers of the 

invisible monsters lurking behind 

backlit screens

That anyone could ever look at us

like we put the goddamn sun in the 

But there’s a

weightlessness

in the wind

that draws me in.

...There is something

Frightening

And yet, so very endearing

About darkness…

The way it moves...

The way it hugs every curve of 

your body

Twisting and turning…

As though

When you finally admit that 

you’re lost

The universe will fade around 

you

And you’ll be left

With nothing but the bones

Of previous heartache.

Broken hearts

Bleed the stories

of those who couldn’t taste 

the future

And we build our walls back 

up.

But in the Darkness

You’re forgetting...

how bewitching your mind is

Stunning…

Incomparable…

(Please behold now the 

drawer

holding knick-knacks galore

he flew out of the desk

sky

Broken

Muddled

Bruised

Insignificant…

Fuck.

I write better in the dark

And I feel better when I’m 

screaming into my pillow.

Screaming like the fucking 

world is ending

And maybe…

Maybe it is

It hurts.

You try to tell people what if 

feels like--

Like your chest is caving in

like your bones are shattering

like a poison is crawling 

through your veins --

“I’m sorry,” They say

“You’ll feel better in the 

morning

they insist.

Maybe you will.

Maybe you do.

Or maybe you wake up 

screaming

And you lose your voice 

before 10am

And you spend the day smiling

And shaking your head

And trying not to cry

You try to tell people what’s 
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Remember that the guilt you feel

is the very guilt you forced into her 

throat --

The very essence of the thing 

That stole breath from her lungs, left 

her choking on air.

Remember, it’s your hand that 

clamps an invisible fist around her 

throat.

Remember how she didn’t leave you.

Remember the tears she drowned in

when you began to claw at her 

heart, and strip your mask away.

Bitten fingernails scraping at fragile 

raw flesh.

 “Je ne peux pas vivre sans toi…”

Remember that you hurt her… 

wrong --

“my lungs have collapsed.

My heart has crumbled.

Everything just...

It hurts.

(“It’s a filthy world we live in.

It’s a goddamn horror show”)

Remember that she loved you.

Remember that she 

worshipped you

More than the sky worshipped 

the stars.

Remember that she would 

have given you the world,

if it meant you’d stay in hers.

Remember how you toyed 

with her

Like a wolf and his prey.

Remember that you broke her, 

even if just for a second.

When you start to miss her,

Remember that she loved you.

Remember, that when her 

heart finally gave out, it was 

your knife covered in blood...

This poem was originally planned as a projected 
installation and was shown at the conclusion 
of the inaugural Echo AiR Youth Artist Resi-
dency as a video. It started as a group project 
comprised of three people: Mito (a visual art-
ist), Claire (a poet/writer), and Samuel (vid-
eographer and editor). They decided on a com-
mon theme, split up and worked on individual 
parts, and then incorporated all of these parts 
into a single piece. The contributors would like 
to thank Open Signal and in particular Eli-
sa Barrios, who played a vital role in making 
Echo AiR such a valuable experience.



All Hail Ginger, 
theGUINEA PIG

Created by Ivy at Animation Nation, a 

summer camp held at Open Signal, Portland 

Community Media Center. The story for 

Ginger the Guinea is based on Ivy’s guinea 

pig, Ginger. In this short, Ivy holds Ginger 

in her hands and lifts her in the air. Ivy feels 

at home. However, Ginger doesn’t enjoy 

being worshipped too long and proceeds to 

squeal, much to the surprise of her owner. 

by IvyHart

61



Leaving Home
by Outside the Frame:  Brandon, Denzel, Nova Lux, Vahid Bullock, 
Jamie Parret and Nili Yosha

Our town has over 3,000 people sleeping on its streets every night. “I didn’t choose to be homeless, I chose 
to leave my situation for something that could be better.” says Unity, who worked with Outside the Frame 
while experiencing homelessness in Portland, Oregon.  

Outside the Frame trains homeless and marginalized youth to be the directors of their own films and lives. In 
our intensive program, youth are trained by professionals and make films about issues that are important to 
them. In the summer of 2017, a dozen youth  living on the street, in the youth shelter, or in transitional hous-
ing worked every day for three weeks to make Leaving Home. Knowing street kids have a bad reputation, 
the wanted to make work about the loss they each endured and the positive ways they cope with it.  During 
production, it became evident that making this film was one of the positive ways they are coping. They inter-
viewed one another, told a lot of dark jokes, and gently coaxed each other to go deep. Brandon, wanting to call 
his mom but being too scared (at the time), made it the frame of the film, shot at one of the last pay phones in 
our town. 

Our film programs provide a creative outlet, job training, and above all - a sense of dignity and possibility 
that is contagious and visible to the public. Watch Leaving Home and other films at outsidetheframe.org and 
vimeo.com/otfpdx
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The Journey is often more important than the destination. In my travels this proved true. By learning 
from the triumphs and failures of myself and others I have gained something very valuable. These tales 
are about that journey. 

[My best friend] OD’d on the train, and nobody was in the mindset of, like, noticing 

that this person isn’t just nodding out, but is overdosing. It was on a freight train. 

There wasn’t much we could do, so we just sat and cried.

BRANDON
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In the city of Chicago, the streets sounded of music, so I followed my ear. And that’s when I met Denzel. Coming out here to to Portland and, like, experiencing the shelters and all that… It just 

reminded me of what [my grandmother] was doing, so it was like… it really came full 

circle.

DENZEL
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We found ourselves in Orlando, Florida. We ended up taking a new road dog with us. Nova. Hiding as a male didn’t even work anymore, so now I was out and my disguise was 

done. I couldn’t hide anywhere, so I… I ran away.

NOVA
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And as we neared the city of Portland, another road dog jumped on board, Vahid, a philosophical think-
er who just lost his cat. 

I lost [my cat] when I found her on the street one day. And it had to be me, of course. 

And I found her dead, somebody had run over her. It took two or three time for me 

and my brother to convince my mom to get that cat as a kitten.  

VAHID
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After our arrival in Portland, Oregon, everything changed.

Our lives expanded, we began to realize our ambitions. Our journey fading into bittersweet memories 
of adventure and reflection. From there we grew in new ways.



In February 2018, sixteen students in Portland were selected to participate in Open Signal’s Echo AiR project, an af-
ter-school program that enables teen artists to collaborate and learn technical skills for internships, jobs and education in the 
media arts field.

Together, these students decided to create a short film that tells the story of a teen navigating their life after witnessing a 
school shooting. Drawn to the Past is the result of the nine-week course, made possible by funding from the Oregon Arts 
Commission and a partnership with digital creative agency Instrument.

by Kalynn Lam, Kiave Rodriguez, Cambria Tingley, , Luna del Amor, Gabriel 
Madlangbayan, and Aylee Shomali

illustrations by Jason Wyman from portraits by Ryan Garber of Instrument 



I think that the topic of the project 
connected with me because things 
like this are happening all over and 
it isn’t as scary until it is staring 
you right in the eye, and I think the 
fact that I could lose my life or my 
best friends life is very scary.

I don’t feel unsafe but I do know it 
could happen at any moment, and 
when we have a school lockout, 
even though we are safer, I still 
feel a little tense.

My reaction to working on Drawn 
to the Past was to have fun and 
show the people what we’ve got, 
to show that we can have fun but 
there are still important things to 
talk about, and even though they 
are hard to talk about we need to 
put those ideas into perspective 
put everything else aside and talk.

Kiave
director | actor | writer

I hope that Drawn to the Past will make 
people aware that any school on any 
day can be endangered by a shooting 
and that it can impact anyone.

Kalynn
writer | animator

I hope for people to be more “aware” 
of the situation and the fact that there’s 
a higher chance of this happening at our 
own schools.

I have close friends who had lost 
people in their lives due to guns. It 
was hard to see them go through 
such grief and it was inspiring 
to see them talk about their 
experiences to me, about what 
issues they believe to be at hand 
here, and just the fact that they 
trust our class enough to tell us 
about these experiences in the first 
place.

I’ll be aware of the fact that there’s 
higher risk now, but I’m not going 
to let those thoughts stop me from 
doing the best I can at whatever I 
want to do.

I felt enthusiastic about it, about 
the fact that I got to work with 
some great people and that I got 
the chance to try this out. 
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I want it to share a message that 
gun violence can happen anywhere 
and that we as a people need to 
become more aware of it and more 
kind to one another.

My character Ellis was hurting a 
lot and had become cut off and 
numb. She was angry but felt 
almost nothing. I think this speaks 
to the desensitized way of living 
that most teens nowadays are 
really confused by.

The fear put in place by these 
school shootings can really become 
more apparent and seep into your 
consciousness when the project is 
so present in your life.

Luna
actor | sound engineer | editor | producer

Sometimes it feels like old news and I 
forget and on other days I’m scared 
that someone I love will die.

Cambria
writer | camera operator | editor | director

I was so excited and ready to take 
on this topic because I think it is so 
important and necessary to continue 
push for gun control.

I hope Drawn to the Past leaves 
people wanting to do something 
instead of just sending a thought 
and prayer. I hope that it continues 
the discussion and makes people 
understand it’s not going away 
and needs immediate attention.

[W]hen you look at the numbers 
and the locations you realize it 
doesn’t really matter where you 
are, who you are, or how safe you 
feel because in the end somewhere 
someone probably felt the same 
way before there was a shooting 
where they were.

I was ready to use all of my 
resources and knowledge and use 
them for something bigger than me 
and even us.
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Aylee
director | writer | editor | actor

[T]he idea of working on a 
project with a topic this dark was 
unsettling. I’m used to creating 
more upbeat stories that don’t 
focus on current issues. Once the 
idea sank in, though, I realized that 
it was so important to make this 
film and that it would be a new and 
exciting challenge. I felt like I had a 
duty to help create Drawn to the 
Past in the best way that I could.

[T]here was this moment when she 
lifted the gun and pointed it at all 
of us. I felt like that was a pivotal 
moment for me because it felt 
really real and scary even though 
I knew it wasn’t.

[W]hen we were filming at the 
school, it really opened my eyes to 
a new perspective.

I hope that Drawn to the Past will spread 
awareness about the rising problem of 
school shootings and show viewers that 
it really deserves our attention.

Gabriel
camera operator | asst. editor

My hope for the film is for it not to scare 
people to a point where they don’t feel 
safe going to school. My hope is that it 
raises awareness about the subject.

KatMeow (one of our instructors) 
introduced herself and jumped 
down on one of the beanbags. The 
second she hit the beanbag the 
force of her jumping down on it 
caused the beanbag to explode and 
send little foam pieces all over the 
room. 

Though that does not really have 
anything to do with the topic of 
the movie it still made me feel 
comfortable enough to know that 
I would love working with them on 
the film.

Even with what is going on all 
around the country this year I feel 
safe when I am at school. After first 
meeting my teachers and getting to 
know the school and the people in 
it I feel I can trust them enough to 
where I feel happy and safe just 
about every day.
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Alpha Ray took me below deck to show me his Pirate’s Cave. “In my 

boat there are all kinds of goodies that people buy for me,” he said. 

“Wherever they are, they see pirate, they bring it to me. I’m known as 

the Chicago Pirate.”



Alpha Ray took me below deck to show me his Pirate’s Cave. “In my 

boat there are all kinds of goodies that people buy for me,” he said. 

“Wherever they are, they see pirate, they bring it to me. I’m known as 

the Chicago Pirate.”







MYAH



MYAH



Photo and mural by Creative Action (Austin, TX)




