
HAVILAN D, S AMAN T HA

Samantha Haviland
Age: 16, Grade: 11

School Name: Interlochen Arts Academy, Interlochen, MI
Educator: Joe Sacksteder 

Category: Humor

B lack B eady E yes

When little Suzy was young all she heard was church hymns, and she wore little black shoes with buckles and
dresses and stockings. She walked to Sunday school with her brother and helped her mother set the table before
dinner. She read the Baby-Sitters Club and prayed before bed. The first time she heard pop music she was nine and
it was blaring over the speakers at the local Chuck E. Cheese. Carly Rae Jepsen’s “Call Me Maybe” permeated her
eardrums and the words slowly stirred through her brain, and suddenly, acted upon by thoughts that seemed to be
her own, she approached a boy next to the ball pit. The boy had just won an MP3 mini from the prize box. Within
three minutes it was hers and the black shoes with buckles were abandoned outside of the ball pit. 
*
Carly Rae Jepsen was first, then came Taylor Swift. Suzy mimed the words to “I Knew You Were Trouble,”
hairbrush held to her mouth, hair still wet from the shower. She listened to “Wildest Dreams” on repeat, thinking of a
tall handsome man. She started going to the mall. She bought lipstick. She indoctrinated the other girls at her church
into the long-standing cult of Swifters, playing it at sleepovers and in the carpool lane on the way to school. Her
mom walked into her room one day to see her jumping up and down to the song “22.” For a second her mom
could’ve sworn it wasn’t her daughter she was looking at. Sure she may have been wearing the same pajamas, purple
shorts with butterflies and a white t-shirt, but she could’ve sworn there was an honest to god 22-year-old woman in
front of her, screaming into the blue hairbrush, hair sticking to bright red lipstick. 
*
At 14 years old Suzy was listening to the radio in her brother’s car, humming along to Miley Cyrus’s “Wrecking
Ball,” while she waited for him outside of the gas station. She stared at her reflection in the car window. The bright
red lips were back. Her hair was short and wild, and she was staring at bright blue eyes that couldn’t possibly be
hers, hers were brown—and then her brother opened the door. 
He threw her a bag of Life Savers gummies and cracked open his can of Monster Energy drink. He had long black
hair and wore dark ripped clothing. His name was Cameron but he was trying to get their mom to let him change it to
Drakkar Noir, threatening to file for emancipation if she refused. 
“We are not listening to this girly crap,” he said. “If I have to drive you to your stupid choir practice we are listening
to my music.” 
He turned the dial, watching the numbers change, discerning words from static buzz. Suzy rolled her eyes, prying
open the bag of gummies. She prepared herself for whatever nonsensical garbage was about to blare from the
speakers. That’s what mom called Cam’s music anyway. It wasn’t until the guitar started and the drums hit that
Suzy’s ears started to prick up. 

all teenagers scare the living shit out of me
they could care less as long as someone will bleed
so darken your clothes or strike a violent pose
maybe they’ll leave you alone but not me

“This is what I’m talking about.” 
The next day Suzy was wearing black lipstick. Her Pinterest had gone from fireworks and beach days with friends to
dyed hair and black nail polish and safety pins. Her shoulders started to hunch and she rolled her eyes at the dinner
table and she got her first D on a report card.
Within two months Suzy had surpassed her brother in the world of punk. Falling down YouTube wormholes that led
her to more hardcore bands which then brought her to online web chats and ebooks about leftist political theory. She
was 15 and planning the communist revolution in the margins next to her Geometry homework, walking to school



with “God Save The Queen” by the Sex Pistols playing in her ears.  
Mrs. Clyne, her art teacher, wrote a letter home expressing concern for the amount of gratuitous violence seen in
Suzy’s work as of late. When her family came to see her display at the school gallery, they stared wide-eyed at her
piece, a mish-mash of black and red smudges, fine-drawn hands grabbing at the edges of the paper. The plaque
underneath read —

 
“We Are Not Weak” 
A reflection on our capitalist society and the inevitability of the Proletarian Revolution. 
Materials: Fine tipped sharpie found on the side of the road, blood collected from the artist’s
menstrual cup, charcoal taken from remains of a bonfire, squid ink stole from the local aquarium,
tears wiped off a pre-schooler’s face when told that no they cannot eat McDonald’s for dinner. 

    
Her family looked between the piece and Suzy’s younger brother Jeffery. He was holding a four-piece McNugget
meal. 
*    
Everything changed when Suzy went to the mall that December of the same year. First she sneered at the giant tree
and the children perched on Santa’s lap. Then Mariah Carey’s “All I Want For Christmas Is You” came on, blaring
over the loudspeakers while Suzy stood in line at Auntie Annie’s, fiddling with her earrings. Her mind blanked just as
the cashier handed her the frozen lemonade and change. Her usual thoughts about the patriarchy and the potential for
social reform under the current system of government dissipated. All she heard was the soothing voice of Mariah
Carey, the ongoing oooooooo- of that last word. And suddenly Suzy had been taken over by the spirit of Christmas,
despite the fact it’d been ages since she had attended church and was currently in the process of converting to Neo-
paganism—if she could’ve just found a damned coven in her area. 
Possessed by Jesus and Mariah Carey, Suzy shoved her change back into the cashier’s hand and made eye contact
with the large blaring Macy’s sign. She walked in and five minutes later walked out, an ugly Christmas sweater
wrapped around her torso. Gone were the fishnets and skull-shaped earrings, replaced by a bear of modest blue
jeans and little silver bells that rang whenever Suzy turned her head. Combat boots replaced with Uggs, her dyed
black hair back to its natural brown. 
She walked through the front door, arms filled with tinsel and mistletoe. She held bags full of everything needed to
make 12 batches of Christmas cookies, enough sugar to power the Zamboni at the local ice rink. The same one she
dragged her family to later that evening, piled into the car she made. When they returned home her parents talked in
hushed voices as they prepared to return the gifts they’d bought for her in the previous months. Repackaging the
hand-forged athame and the box of “eye of newt” and “bat guano.” Suzy’s mother decided to keep the mortar and
pestle. It looks great for guacamole, she said. Suzy’s father kept The Communist Manifesto, putting it up on the
bookshelf in the living room. To scare the in-laws he said. They talked in hushed voices but there really wasn’t much
to say, they were just happy that Suzy wasn’t begging them for a tongue piercing anymore. 
Meanwhile, little Suzy was bringing the Christmas lights down from the attic, a tangled glowing mess nearly strangling
herself with all the cords, the cheery grin stayed on her face the entire time. Her nose glowed red as she hummed
along to “Rudolph The Red-Nosed Reindeer,” tiptoeing across the roof, wrapping lights around the chimney. 
The next morning her parents found her stuck in the fireplace, the metal gate keeping her trapped with the ash. 
*
Suzy’s family rang in the new year with “All-Star” by Smash Mouth but the party had to be cut short when Suzy
started glowing in the middle of the chorus. 

you'll never know if you don't go (go!)
you'll never shine if you don't glow 
hey now, you're an all-star
get your game on, go play

As the song continued to play she shined brighter and brighter, light pouring out of her, pressing up against the walls
of the room, searing the skin of innocent bystanders. The drapes caught fire, and everyone rushed out of the house.
When the fire department showed up the house was burnt to a crisp, and they found Suzy in the middle of the ashes,
skin still slightly hot to the touch as she hummed the tune over and over. 
*
Little Suzy and her family began the year homeless, drifting from one relative’s couch to another for the first few
weeks until they were able to cash in on the insurance benefits. They started renting an apartment above an Italian
deli, Suzy woke up to the smell of salami and egg and cheese sandwiches every morning. She also started every



morning by turning on the radio, no longer attached to any one genre she drifted between them all. Bobbing her head
to classic rock and contemporary pop within the same breath. 
She started wearing her headphones while she slept. She started not sleeping. Suzy hung onto every word, mouthing
the lyrics. She blasted it in the shower and sometimes when she found a song particularly striking she’d sit down and
curl into a ball. One day while she was walking home from school, “Boulevard of Broken Dreams” by Green Day
started playing. And Suzy walked a lonely road, the only road that she had ever known. Suzy didn’t know how
long she walked, only that she kept repeating the song, getting to four minutes and twenty two seconds and quickly
pressing the back button. Over and over. Her shadow, with the same hunched shoulders and dark gloomy expression
stood next to her the entire time, my shadow’s only one that walks beside me. 
It wasn’t until her phone died that she ended up back at her house. By then the sun was long gone, but the lights in
the house were still on. 
When she trudged through the door, eyes dead and emotionless, her mother was waiting for her. She marched up to
Suzy and took away her phone, shouting about a missed curfew and an absent mind and bad grades. She ripped
the headphones off Suzy’s ears and stormed up to Suzy’s room. She took Suzy’s radio, her MP3 player, she even
took the kazoo sitting on Suzy’s windowsill. Her mom shoved everything into the gun safe they never used and sat
Suzy down on the couch. Her dad walked into the room and her two brothers behind him. They opened their mouths
to speak.
We miss you. We feel like we never see you, even when you’re still here, her Mom said. Always wearing those
damned headphones. Her dad was in tears, gripping onto the arms of the love seat. When we go out for pizza you
spend the whole time in front of the jukebox. Her brothers, sad and confused, their blonde hair drooping into their
eyes. 
Then her parents started again. Your teachers say you’ve skipped most of your classes, and the janitor has had
to kick you out of the computer lab almost three times in the last week. They found you squating outside of
band practice. I don’t think I’ve seen you open a textbook all semester.
But their pleas were ignored. 
Suzy’s hands twitched for her phone, her MP3 player, even the dial on the car radio. Her feet tapped the ground,
thumping along to a beat in her head, her heart. She felt it in her head, in her arms, not just a beat but a rhythm,
thump thu-thump, thump, thu-thump-thu-thump, thump, thump. She eyed the keys in the bowl on the kitchen counter.
She could’ve grabbed them, taken the car. She could’ve walked to the pizza place, the library. 
Her heart beat louder. She grabbed her wrist, felt her pulse. She watched the clock on the wall listening to the faint
tick. The hum of the fridge. The whirring from the fan above her. She listened and let everything blend together, her
brain a large soundboard amplifying everything. 
Honey, honey are you listening? 
The tone of her mother’s voice. High and shaky. 
This is exactly what we’re talking about.
Her dad’s low and gravelly. 
But it wasn’t enough and her face blanked out. Her mouth a thin black line, her eyes X marks, she sat there, nothing
but a stick figure, a kindergarteners pencil drawing. Her family reeled at the sight, Cameron took out his phone
quickly dialing 911. Suzy listened to the beep and ring of the phone and her eyes turned back to circles, small black
pupils inside. What’s happening? Jeffery’s wales fueled Suzy’s transformation and her hands came back to life. 
Suzy stood and moved. No one tried to stop her. 
This is 911 what’s your emergency. 
My sister. Something’s wrong with my sister. 
Suzy opens the window next to the kitchen and sticks her head out. More sounds. A train ran nearby and smoke
billowed out of Suzy’s ears. Teenagers walked the street and Suzy felt some of her face turn back to normal,
recalibrating. 
The deli downstairs was closing up, men calling back and forth to one another about slabs of meat. Suzy’s eyes
turned to thin circular slabs of salami. Now there was a bird sitting on a telephone pole. The bird tweeted and
tweeted. Suzy grabbed onto the tweeting, a real melody. She listened and she stared at the birds’ beady eyes and
blue feathered behind. 
Her family stood behind her watching and waiting, unsure of whether they should do something or not. Suzy leaned
further out the window, pushing her ear closer to the telephone pole. She leaned and she leaned, and she was gone
out the window. Her mom rushed up to it. Moved to grab a stick figured foot or a ham flavored hand. But there was
nothing there, not falling, not on the pavement below. And then she heard the tweeting, and found a blue bird on her
windowsill. 
With black beady eyes and a blue feathered behind. 
 




