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most everyone on Iris is. I just feel inclined to ask you your big three if you know them.
A: Okay, so I'm a Libra sun, Virgo moon, and then Aries rising.

M: Really cool. I was worried because people are always scared to answer that question, because they
think that I'm gonna like, judge them. But I know nothing except I'm a Libra. And I love Libras.
That’s the only thing I know. Okay, so... your work 1s incredibly impressive. Just like looking through
your Instagram, you’ve developed such a following because of it. In preparation for this, but also just
generally, like, as soon as you submitted to Iris, we were all kind of stalking your page and marveling at
everything... So I was just wondering if you could talk a little bit about how your styles developed, like,
how when did you start doing art? How did you get here, essentially?

A: Yeah. so it kind or started when was really little, I was like three, and I was like, I want to pain. My
mom’s like, Okay, here’s a canvas, just go at it. And so thats kind of how I started, just like as an outlet
generally. And then it sort of developed into more of like, a hobby, like an interest. I'm like, Oh, I actu-
ally want to do this. I'm not just gonna doodle in the corner of my like, homework. And so I looked at a
lot of manga for inspiration. Avatar. The Last Airbender was like one of my first inspirations that really
took off. I was like, oh, I want to do art like that. When I was like, nine or whatever.

M: Impressive, though, that you were like, “these are my creative inspirations” at nine years old.

A: Yeah, I used to make like, little comics with my younger siblings and stuff as a kid. So it’s always
just been like, I want to make characters and put them on the page and have people see them. Because
that’s so cool. And so I've taken a lot of inspiration from just different movies I've watched or like, defi-
nitely a lot of cartoons and anime. That kind of thing. Like Steven Universe is one of them. And just

a bunch of other stuff. But yeah, its been any, like media that I intake. I'll sort of tailor it; I guess like
when I watch new things, even nowadays, I sort of like to pull inspiration from that. Just like even if its
something as simple as like, Oh, I like the way this artist does eyes. Ill sort of internalize that and may-
be practice that for a bit. So my art is like an amalgamation of things that I love put together.

M: I feel like that really speaks to the creative process too. Because like, I know, I did like art stuff'in
high school, but I was not [committed enough where I] could never continue to do it. But I write po-
etrv and I've often talked about that with like Frances, Kat, and Jenna. And it’s the same thing. Like,
we just draw upon things. And all of a sudden, it’s like this Frankenstein project, that “amalgamation of
creativity,” which is really cool. You mentioned developing original characters, so its something youve
been doing since you were a kid.

A: Oh, yeah.
M: So I'm just very curious what that process looks like for you.

A: Oh, geez. Okay. When I was really little, okay (laughing) I took a lot of inspiration from Twilight. I
was like, And I was like, what if I made my own like, vampire guy? That would be so cool. I just started
drawing a bunch. And I was like, okay, you know, let’s, let’s think of like, cool names. And so I was...

like Midnight.
M: That’s the coolest ever.

A: So I just, I made up a bunch of characters, because I wanted to draw a little comics with my sib-



lings. And so we would create characters and stories together. And thats how it really started. Mostly
with my siblings, because they were also super creative. And they were like, I want to make a character
with you. And I was like, okay, so then I would draw it for them. And then that’s sort of how I started,
like, creating characters. Nowadavs it’s a lot more like I'd want to write about this character, or like

I’d want to create a story about it. And that’s how I create original characters, especially if something
interesting happens in my life. Like, you know, I become obsessed with a new piece of media. And I'm
like, to express I want I want to express that but make it my own. And that’s how I like creating charac-
ters.

M: So something I love about your work in particular—Ilike, again, when absolutely stalking your
page—is the affection that’s so visible. Like you have a lot of familial relationships, romantic relation-
ships, friendships. Is this an intentional theme, or something like you just gravitate towards that natu-
rally?

A: Yeah, I definitely like showing the way that people interact with each other in my work. I like to
draw just someone’s face sometimes. But a lot of the time I like to show I guess, like, the complexity

of relationships. I do especially love drawing queer romance. I just I love drawing queer relationships.
They just make me happy. And I think thats like, a part of my creative process is just sort of expressing
[what makes me feel things].

M: Yeah yeah. That is so lovely I can’t believe I didn’t mention that in the initial question, because you
have so much queer love on your page. Speaking more specifically about Iris. I've mentioned how a lot
of your published art deals with people as a primary subject. And then obviously, transitioning to being
like web graphic design, that’s less people-based and more about arbitrary or abstract designs. So is
this something you had experience with before? What was it like kind of transitioning to that style?

A: Like... a little bit? Once 1in a while.

M: That’s so crazy. You just like, dabbled, and then made these amazing projects.

A: Yeah, I had done it a little bit. Like it was kind of always like, in the back of my mind; like, I would
like to make a website pretty or something every once in a while just like to display my art. But it was
never more than that. But I have a visual aesthetic. I hadn’t really played around with it a lot since, like
until I joined Iris, which has been a great experience, because I think it allows me to develop more of
like a like... more of an abstract way of looking at my art. Because I am so like, person-focused that it’s
nice to sort of branch out.

M: I think my favorite of yours have to be the sticker designs. But yeah, I think I speak for all of Iris
eboard and everyone whos looked at the website or Instagram recently when I say that your contribu-
tion of the magazine in just one semester onto the whole club has been like inimitable, like seriously
impressive. I know you probably get tired of everyone saying that all the time. I really can’t imagine a
better person to kind of start off this design position and incorporate more art and original design into
our website, which is something we’ve been wanting to do for a while. So I'm just wondering if you
could speak a little bit about what its like being on Iris or if you have any specific memories you want to
talk about.

A: I think Iris has been super good. Like, even though I'm like, been in it for a short period of time, like
so much.

M: It does feel like you’ve been here since the start, I feel that way with the whole current e-board.






Bloodsuckers

By Al Tejera

[ am nine. A dance of pastels weave in and out of my periphery. It is Bomba season. Skirts, white and as wide
as the moon, are controlled by brown hands; the fabric breathes like the tides. My hand is locked with my
cousin’s. We don’t want to get pulled into the sea of rainbow monster masks. I am four shades darker than her.

The sun loves to marry my melanin and mosquitoes bed my blood. You're just too sweet, says my cousin.

My cheek itches and blossoms red from a bite. I am surrounded by hundreds, and it chooses me.

My abuela sees the little imperfection. A perfect, red circle. Un poco de Jesus will fix this, she says.

[ want to say: When has he ever?

I follow her lead and link my free hand with hers. This is embarrassing. No one notices me in this chaos, yet

can feei hOt blOOd POOI in my face and sweat tarnish my tempies.

A nun cups my face with her old, olive ﬁngers. Santa Marfa, Jesus, she says, jcura esta mejiiia! I can bareiy hear
her over the guitarra and the bongo and the maracas. She pushes my cheeks in like empanada dough, and she
blesses me again. I see my cousin iaughing. She tries to hide it with little hands cupped over her mouth. My

abuela gives her a whap on the head and talks about Jesus curing all.

When I am turned away, I itch to the beat of the drurn, the beat of my heart, a red flower at my ﬁngertips.

Later that night, I get bit three more times.






inspired such conversation from hir that Rune had almost revealed (too early) that hie remem-
bered reading the first editions of Howe's The Hermaphrodite and seeing hirself in the com-
plex reality of the novel's protagonist; both a girl and boy and yet neither and always forced
into a box. It was Awyn and this very conversation that helped Rune to change names and
pronouns, to really discover who hie was.

A moan of sleep as Awyn stirs, just enough to roll over and press their face into Rune's bare
chest. Happiness colors their lips. Unfortunately, it makes Rune blush.

And how unfortunate it truly is that Awyn must die soon. Not for any fault of their own—
Awyn has been nothing but the kindest, sweetest person Rune has ever had a pleasure to know.
Their relationship has been the longest Rune has had.

Which means they must go before something goes wrong.

Rune traces a hand in circles on the small of Awyn's back, smooth skin occasionally inter-
rupted with ridges of fresh scratch marks. Their lips fall slightly open as Awyn mumbles some-
thing in their sleep. A hunger, deeper than that of blood, awakes from Rune's chest. Damn
humans and their need for sleep. Hir hand tenses with hir need to ravish them for a few hours
more, to fill their shared, shitty little apartment with Awyn's screams and moans once more. A
deep breath in through the nose, out through the mouth just as Awyn always chides whenever
something riles Rune up, both in the fun or angry way). Hie can wait a few hours so they can
sleep. Besides, Awyn was cute while they slept and watching was a bit of a guilty pleasure.

“Damn it,” Rune mutters as that disgusting softness fills hir chest once more.

Another, silent curse, runs through their mind as Awyn's face tenses before they pull them-
selves flush against Rune with their face now firmly in the crook of hir neck.

Hie tightens hir arms around them and tentatively rolls them so hie is on hir back with
Awyn laying on top of hir cold chest.

In 1943 Rune was in love. She was a golden girl, anyone's dream to be so lucky as to have
her look upon then. Beautiful, intelligent, charismatic, and an absolute comic when she want-
ed to be. They had met in a music shop where she showed Rune how to play the basic keys on
a grand piano. It did not take long for them to be inseparable.

It did not take long for her to take Rune's humanity.

And now, two hundred and two yet still twenty-three, Rune feels that softness—that love
once more. But now hie had the power to end it all. To hurt instead of be hurt.

“Rune? Oh gosh love what's wrong?”’ Awyn hovers on their elbows, thumbs quickly wiping
away the tears rushing down Rune's dead face. Their sweet, sweet face scrunches in concern as
their voice dips to their gentleness tone. “Did I kick you or something?”’

Rune pulls them into the tightest hug hie can do without crushing them. “I don't want to
hurt you.”

Awyn's hands manage to rub hir sides despite their awkward angle. “I know you won't,
Rune. You love me.”

Hie does, doesn't hie? But didn't she? Has she made hir incapable of proper love?

Of human love?



“I want to love you right.”

“You will! We'll figure it out together, ok? You're ok.” Awyn's words are a kiss that stills
Rune's quivering

Hie pulls back to look Awyn in the eyes. “W-we will?”

Awyn smiles, that world-beginning grin. “Of course. Because I love you too.” They roll
them over so now it is Rune's face pressed into Awyn's neck as they rub hir back in sooth-
ing circles. Now it is Awyn listening to Rune's heavy breathing as they murmur the ways in
which they love hir and how they know hie loves them in return. A feeling of warmth, of safe-
ty, of calm soothes Rune's shaking corpse of a body and brings their still heart back into the
warmth. A feeling of love.

A Wretched Thing

It was a silent, wretched thing. The walls were covered in a fuzzy moss that glowed like a pud-
dle of vomit in the mid-morning sun. Vines crawled around the deck’s banisters, pulsating in
the wind in time to Aaron’s harsh heartbeats. Protest knocked gently from its nest in his throat
as he watched Florian continue forward. There was nowhere, no one, else to go to. Aaron hob-

bled on.

Florian stopped them right at the threshold. Reverence filled his veins as a smile graced his
cracked lips. He all but fell into the banister’s embrace, clinging like a child who had just found
their missing father. Moss kissed Florian’s pallid skin. It warmed his long cold heart.

Aaron allowed the display for a few minutes before forcing an audible grunt. “Can we go in-
side? I need to sit.”

The normal snakish remark was instead replaced by Florian bouncing up onto his feet.
“Watch the step, it’s a bit rickety. Same with most of the floors. Papa liked it that way. Kept

us safe.” Florian did not wait for Aaron to move himself. Instead he hooked an arm around
the one legged-man’s waist and led him up and to the door. Florian kept his hand at Aaron’s
waist as he pressed his free one to the decaying door. A gentle brush of his thumb took with it
three years of dust and revealed a new crack. His hand forced its way to the knob and gingerly
pushed it open.

The inside was not much better to Aaron. Moth eaten, rough-hewn furniture. Dust blocked
out his already poor vision. The aura of it all felt vile. If Aaron still had both legs they would be
carrying him all the way back to the cliffs they saw three days back. Florian’s hand tensed on



his waist and it forced Aaron back into himself. He was certain Florian could hear his heart.
He wondered if its beating would break his few good ribs.

A gentle sigh danced off of Florian’s lips as he surveyed the room. Visions of him and his
brother helping their father make their furniture: the chairs that nearly cost Roma his thumb,
the table that Papa had to sit on the floor to be able to reach. Ghosts laughed and cried and
ran and yelled and joked and lived before his eyes. Oh how desperately Florian wished to join
them, even for just a second, even for his last.

It took Aaron’s body beginning to tremble to pull Florian from his reverie. This was his home
and he needed to be a proper host. It was not used to visitors, but it was a willing host. Florian
helped Aaron into a chair before quietly padding to the hall closet, his feet remembering just
the right places to step to stay silent. The closet was in a similar state of pause, all of the blan-
kets and towels stacked just as he had left them a lifetime ago. Florian grabbed the quilt, shook
it out, and returned to wrap it around Aaron’s shoulders.

“Thank you,” Aaron mumbled, pulling it close around him as best as he could.

Florian settled beside him, one leg curled beneath. Tentatively, he took a part of the quilt in
his hand and rubbed it between his thumb and palm. “This is made of mine and Roma’s baby

clothes. Some patches were pieces of cloth Papa collected on his travels. He loved pretty things
like that.”

All of Aaron’s fear turned towards how soft Florian had turned. Sympathy was the last thing
Florian deserved. Comfort towards a man for having a good life once made Aaron want to bite
his head off. How dare Florian get to be sad over having a happy memory. A lifetime of happi-
ness contained in this disgusting place of rot. Aaron could not even remember what his moth-
er’s home had been. All he could remember was cold iron bars topped by sharp steel trapping
him and a hoard of others who were better off dead. The only warmth he knew was the em-
brace of the one person who knew better than to play torture with a child that did not ask to be
what he was.

Yet there sat Florian, mournful over happiness. Florian, with his sickness-tinged skin that
barely covered his bones. Florian, with the deep, fresh scar in the side of his head. Florian,
who had spent two years in isolation. Florian who had saved his life, a gift of selfishness but
one that Aaron was still somewhat sure he was thankful for anyhow. Florian, who was given
the gift of time before learning the cruelness of man.

Aaron laid his head against Florian’s. “Tell me about all of them.”



An Interview with Charlie Kenny by Emilee Meadors

On a scale of 1-10, how excited are you about life right now?
I'd say a solid 9. I'm engaged, gonna get married soon, move to Boston, see my fiance. Moving out of my parents
house. So nervous to move to a city I've never been to. No set job or apartment. Things are up in the air, I'm trying to

keep a positive attitude about it.

What was your favorite memory from your time at Geneseo?
Last weekend I went to Rochester with some of my friends and then the next day we went swimming because Al and
I had missed the Iris swim meet because we were in Rochester! So I'd say last weekend was definitely top notch. I feel

like all of the movie nights I've had with my friends this semester have been just great.

What was your favorite piece that you submitted to Iris?
Oszmanthus and the Weird Wolf, was the title based off of a weird dream I had where I was the protagonist where
there was a wolf hunt going on. I Vividly remember pinning this wolf down for hours and having a weird connection

to it. [ haven’t written more than one piece for that story but I do plan on writing more of it at some point.

If your life was a musical, what would the marquee say?
Charlie Kenny the Musical about a Very Depressed Ghost

What’s one thing people don’t know about you?
I love catching animals. Like my childhood, my dad and my brother would go hunting which was them going into na-
ture and grabbing snakes, lizards, and frogs. I would go with them cause I needed to get out of the house. I have tried

to catch squirrels on campus but I always get yelled at by my friends.

What was your favorite Iris event to plan?
I think the first craft night was very fun, I really enjoy craft nights. I think it’s fun to just get together with a group of

people and just hangout and just do our own activities. I love blasting music!

What’s your favorite book?

My favorite book is a duology called the Death and Life of Zebulon Finch. I really love the premise for it. It made me
fall in love with the author Daniel Kraus. It made me realize my love for weird gore. It also made me realize what you
can do with such an unlikeable protagonist. Zebulon Finch started my list of bastard boys that I want to punch in the

face and give a big hug.

What’s your favorite time of day?
Night. It’s when 'm most awake. Mainly when I'm at my parents house and everyone else is asleep and I can do what

I please. Play video games and crochet.

Dream country to visit?



Ireland, I really want to visit Ireland.

What’s the best surprise you've ever had?
As sappy as it is, being proposed to. Like I knew it was coming but I didn’t know the when or the how. I was so dis-

tracted that night too so I didn’t realize until he was down on one knee. It was so nice.

Do you have any tattoos and if so what’s your favorite?

I have a pokeball tattoo and a ghost sword tattoo. I think I'm gonna be a little preferential to the ghost sword be-
cause I think it’s a lot more detailed. It has a little less meaning than my pokemon tattoo but also kind of not because
pokemon has always been one of my favorite things and I got this because I love swords and ghosts. Both have been
very integral to my identity since I was a little kid. Whenever I would play games I would always have a sword in my

hand and I've always identified with ghosts.

Would you be a good court jester?
Probably not because I feel like most of my jokes are references to things so it depends on what it is. I don’t think the

King would appreciate me quoting the McElroys HE twenty times or just HE making the worst dick jokes that I can
think of.

What’s your spirit animal?

Wolf. Love wolves

What does Iris mean to you?
Community and welcoming. Everyone in Iris has always made me feel very welcome, which I haven’t always gotten
in a lot of other clubs that I've joined on campus. Everyone’s very chill and nice and I love just having a community

that’s based on one of my passions.

What are three things you can’t live without?

Books, my friends, podcasts

What’s one ingredient you put in everyfhing?
Garlic

What 3 people living or dead would you like to make dinner for?
Daniel Kraus, Neil Gaiman, Terry Pratchett. Those three are some of my favorite authors and biggest influences. I'd

end up making them chicken francese because that is something I've made a couple times and really enjoy.

What’s your biggest fear in life?
Being alone. There’s this great podcast called the Magnus Archives which is all about fear and there’s 14 separate
different fears and fear entities and one of them is called the lonely. As soon as I got to that episode it was just “oh, oh

this is me.”



Favorite candle scent?

Lavender. I have a lavender body soap and a body spray.

What’s your current TV obsession?
Jojo’s Bizarre Adventure Jojo’s Bizarre Adventure and also Our Flag Means Death. 'm on part 4 of Jojo and I'm re-
watching Our Flag for the third time. It’s a really great pirate show about blackbeard and the gentleman pirate Stede

Bonnet and how they fall in love.

Who has made the largest impact on you here at Geneseo?

Career wise Dr. Almomani because I've been doing research with him for the past two years and he’s made me really
understand my love for sustainability and I want to continue sustainability research in some sort of way or form if I
can. He’s really encouraged me on my mathematics work and made me feel a lot more confident in that field which is
hard when you’re not AMAB or a man at all, it’s so difficult. Especially when you’re a humanities major. It’s that thing

where people are looking down at me because I'm also an English major and they think English majors are dumb.

Secret talent?

I'm really good at guessing voice actors in shows.

Most adventurous thing you’ve done in your life?

I think actually coming to school here because in Boston I'm going to be 2 %2 hours away from my sister but going to
Geneseo I'm over six hours away from my family so I have no close family nearby, I was kind of alone here, I didn’t
have any friends going into it. Going to Boston, I'll live with my fiance so I will at least have somebody there. Coming
into Geneseo I vaguely knew Al through facebook. We both posted messages looking for roommates and we’re both
like “oh you’re cool, we should room together” but I didn’t talk to him much because I was so anxious and awkward

coming into college that it was the most terrifying thing that I did.

How would you define yourself in three words?

Creative, attentive, observant

Part A: Favorite piece of clothing you own?
I have two black mock necks, one is a long sleeve and one is sleeveless and I love them both to death. I would wear

them constantly if I could.

Part B: Does it embody any meaning to you?
Every nonbinary character I've ever seen has this sleeveless mock neck or a longsleeve mockneck so I wear it and I'm

like “T feel so gender right now.



What is one of your good and bad guilty pleasure music artists?

Bad: Amanda Palmer’s music. Amanda Palmer sucks as a person but unfortunately I really love her songs. I'm listen-
ing to “My Alcoholic Friends” a lot on Spotify because it is so nice.

Good: I listen to the RWBY Soundtrack a lot. RWBY is something that influenced me a lot as a kid and was one of my

favorite shows for so long. RWBY is one of those shows where I can make fun of it, me and my friends can make fun

of it, but nobody else (haha).

Superpower you would want?

Invisibility

What’s inspiring you in life right now?

Honestly the future. ’'m inspired by things that are to come to do good now.

Best piece of advice you've received?
This is from my therapist, “Allowing yourseif to feel your emotions and fuﬂy experience them, even if it’s anger or
sadness it’s still good to feel everything. I made jokes a lot that I never cry and it’s because I would block out and avoid

crying for so long which is not a good thing to do!

Best advice you’d give your teenage self?

“Your worst outcome is not going to happen, also please go to therapy.”

What muppet are you?

Gonzo

How do you define beauty?

How you feel about yourself, your own confidence.

What art style speaks to you the most?
I recently read On a SunBeam by Tillie Walden and I love her artwork so much, it’s so beautiful. There’s this comic on

Tapas about a girl who lucid daydreams called Dream Constellation, it’s so nice.

Favorite flower?

Rose
DUNGEONS AND DRAGONS ROUND OF QUESTIONING

What location encountered in the campaign has your character felt the most “at home” in, or just generally liked the
most?

The arboretum



If your character had time to pick up any artisan’s tools, game set, instrument, etc., what would it be?

Oh thieves tools baby, I want to break into shit.

What battle in the campaign has been most memorable to your character?

Prose that I took last year. I did a lot of great writing in that.

What role would your character play in the “Five Man Band” structure?

I think I would be the smart guy or the leader surprisingly.

What treasure/item/artifact that your character has collected during the adventure is the most important to them?

The power and treasure that is friendship, I'll be cheesy. :)

Does your character think more with their heart or their brain?

Depends on the situation. It'll usually be heart.

What is your character’s biggest pet peeve?
Selfishness

Is there any particular weapon, item, etc. that your character longs to find?

The raging, poisoning, ﬂaming sword of doom. This is speciﬁcaﬂy from a DND podcast that I want so badiy.

Is your character the most swayed by ethos, pathos, or logos?
I think logos

What makes your character feel safe?

A nice cozy bed

What major arcana tarot card best represents your character?

Death as change. Over the course of this campaign there’s been a lot of change.

Who is your character’s biggest rival?

Denise Battles. My own propensity towards procrastination, actually write that down too.

What is your character’s relationship with magic? Are they scared of it, wish to know more about it, indifferent to it?

Want to know more.

What, currently, is your character the most curious about?

The next bOSS in the campaign.

END OF DUNGEONS AND DRAGONS ROUND OF QUESTIONING



Coffee or tea?

Coffee. Coffee can be a lot sweeter to me, tea is a little too bitter.

What’s your favorite board game?
Dungeon Mayhem: Monster Madness. You piay as different DND monsters and then the game is to just kill everyone

else.

What'’s the weirdest word in the English language?
I think malaise is very weird, I love it. It just sounds weird and it plays in my mouth weird. It fills me with such joy to

say and to spell but then like it means melancholy.

Best compliment you’ve ever received?
I was once in a Hot Topic with a friend and some random person came up to me and said “Hi, I just want to say you

look really beautiful, have a good day.” I think about it all the time.

If you made a documentary, what would it be about?
I think I would want to make it about probabiy some sort of author that [ reaiiy enjoy, maybe Neil Gaiman. “The

making of” for how he made a book or series that he created.

Last piece of content you consumed that made you cry?

Internally cry was probably Our Flag Means Death.

Your affirmation for today?

Get work done! You’re almost done

Any final comments about your time with Iris Magazine?
I hope they’re gonna allow alumni to submit cause I'll deﬁniteiy keep submitting. I’'m excited to see where Iris is going
to go in the future. It’s not even in its first full year yet and I feel Iris has done a lot of amazing things that’s produced

such beautiful work that I'm really excited to see where it goes.

Thank you Charlie, Iris wishes you the best of luck in your future campaigns!









acknowledgements from the design editor:

Arranging and publishing these pieces has been one of the most incredible
experiences of my first year in Geneseo. To see these wonderful artists and
the work that they are able to create shows just how much one can grow in
so little time here, and how immenseiy having a community of unwavering
support and kindness can affect us. I worried that Kat and Jenna would look
at the way I formatted their pieces and say, "really? you picked that font?"

I worried too that retiring Design and Web Editor, Mia Serritella, would
take one giance at the site and say that none of it worked, it should all be
scrapped. But instead I was met with a community of outstanding support
and kindness. Everyone has been so busy through the final weeks but every
question I asked was answered, every submission and photo request given,
and so many tips and compliments were supplied. This final blurb really
isn't about me or the coliaging of this edition, but about how much of a
community Iris Mag is, and about how special the seniors are who make up
the community. Thank you all, we love you and we are so excited to watch
you grow beyond this tiny queer community in Geneseo and into your own

wherever you go from here.




