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P4 Letter from The Editor

from T
Edito

e Where do | go? What do | mean? Who do | love and who
loves me? What is my purpose? What should | do? Who
r am b 06 For the one that got Away
We all experience these feelings as we transcend our
childhood and figure out our identities. These four years
are fleeting. We are at a stage in our lives that is a chaotic

symphony we all are forced to face.

11 Every Inch, Every Strand.

| am 21. As | approach my final months at college, | am 12 Happyguy Park

more conscious about the future and growing up than |

ever was in my younger years. | find myself looking back

at my life and being nostalgic for certain times while 14 A Tri p Down Memory Lane w ith Micke y Boar dman
simultaneously growing and looking forward to what
lies ahead. It’s time to face the future and transcend
my adolescence. These moments for me look like love,

leaning into discomfort, finding exceptional in the average, 18 A ging

and looking for beauty all around me. | am developing from

a self-centered way of thinking into a mature, altruistic

mentation. | am figuring out who | am. 21 A Letter to my Younger Self

This issue of ZIPPED looks at the pivotal moments in our
lives and finds meaning in them. We find beauty within the 26 Standin g Out to Fit in
strange and unique people and places around us. We seek
to understand our inner conflicts and turmoil. We grieve
our losses and rebel to relieve the built-up tension within i i
us. We explore what it feels like to grow up and feel lost 32 The Fiber of Her Bein g

and invisible, and most importantly, we learn that love is

the most valuable resource in our world.

34 A Thank you to my Emo Phase

THE FALL 2022 ISSUE OF ZIPPED MAGAZINE IS A

CACOPHONY OF THE EMOTIONS AND REALITIES WE

ARE ALL DEALING WITH. This issue will explore the deep 37 A Ni g ht in Brookl yn w ith The Hell o)
emotions and motivations that are associated with coming
of age. We present to you: The Transcendence Edition.
Working with this team of incredibly talented individuals
has been my greatest honor. | couldn’t have dreamed of

a better outcome. A massive thank you to every single
creative on ZIPPED. Putting this magazine together with all
of you has been the most special experience.

sounds that inspired
our issue

ZIPPED MAGAZINE
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For the
that

By Sophie Cohen

I'm thinking of a specif-
ic pezxson, and it’s funny
because I’ve been thinking
about her a lot recently.
Maybe she’s 1less of the
one that got away and more
of a situation with timing
and my actions. We are no
longer on speaking terms.

A lot of my actions at that
age were me grasping at
straws of love, trying to
find different ways to re-
ceive affection, support,
and validation as much as
I could, all in an attempt
to fill some void within
my incomplete self.

For that, I would offer
forgiveness to myself.

If she were to ever grant
me the opportunity to en-
gage with her again, I
would first say I’'m sor-
ry. You did not deserve my

_via,ﬂqntclaiyggn.

emptiness, my self-absorp-
tion. You were kind, you
were loving in a way that
I needed at that time and
I didn’t appreciate it. I
hope you’re well. You did
not deserve to be cheated
on. You did not deserve to
be lied to. You did not de-
serve to be ignored. If I
could ever get the chance
to say I’'m sorry in pezxrson
or in a letter, I would
welcome that opportunity,
but I don’t think that in-
dividual is ready.

Paris Mclean, 41,

In April 2022, I came out after only be-

ing with guys. Scon after,

who had also recently come out, so it was
perfect timing. I didn’t have any expe-

rience being with a girzril,

did she. It was the first time I allowed
myself to be attracted to another girl.

Our relationship was so different £fzom
the =relationships I’ve had
everything was moving much faster.
never had that much affirmation

I met a woman at the beginning of COVID,
it was a six-month rocketship relation-
ship. It wasn’t going to be a long-term
thing based on some of the conversations
we had. For a while, I felt like she was
the one that got away.

The relationship taught me that everyone
is human and makes mistakes, myself in-
cluded. The more distance I have from the
relationship, I can see that I couldn’t
be my authentic self around hex. I'm glad
it ended. I probably would have been
walking on eggshells for years. Looking
back, the =relationship taught me that
someone needs to be okay with me and all
my human mistakes.

David Kassle, 49, via New Hope, P.A.

I met someone

someone in a romantic way,
and I dated a boy for thzee
fucking years!

After a few weeks, she
told me it was going way
too fast for her. She said
she zreally liked me and
how much potential she saw
for us in the future. She
was going abroad in two
months, and it felt 1like
too much.

I was heartbroken. I had
so many feelings for her,
and there were so many
emotions swirling around.
I couldn’t decide if I was
being friend-zoned or if I
came on too strong. I feel
like I zxuined it for my-
self by not staying present
when it was going so well.
I was always waiting for
something to go wrong. I
mourn the hope of being in
a relationship with her. I
still have a crush on hezx,
maybe I always will.

Tilly Mclean, 21, via
Los Angeles, CA
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We were both working on Martha’s Vineyard

for the summer. I was 19 going into my EVGIy Inch r. =
sophomore year of college, he was 24 and Every stranq o~

just graduated. We were together 24/7, 1 -
just sitting and talking for hours. I The look on his eyes, the grasp of my face, By wWilliam Khabbaz

never had that with someone before. He My fathexr’s last words to me will never go away.
taught me a lot about myself. We had “I like your beard.” Every inch, evexry strand.

) It was his gift to me.
plans to see each other during the fall. The piece of my father I still have left.

I found out three months into the school The circular motion of the shaving brush,
year that he was with someone else. He’s The slaps of aftershave to my face.

still with hexr. Realizing that whatever 4
Had Wash't 4ainy T Havsen EBnyrere was Baba taught me how to be manly, to stay brave.
we ha g .9 PP y . Sitting on the bathroom sink, peering at his reflection.
really hard. I didn’t even cry about it I wanted a beard just like his.
for a while, I couldn’t accept it. Every inch, every strand, I waited for it.
Wishing that one day, I’ll have the brush in my hand

J % =
He’s just always gonna be the person that b Just like he did.

I compare everyone to—the blueprint. I My beard is a symbol of Baba.
don’t know if I’ll ever fully be over it. A symbol of my culture.

I think I"11 always think about him. It’s A symbol of myself.

been a year, and I'm no longer angry or Beards are art.

sad. I just reflect on our time together.

s VWil alwaysehbe ny whetriE situabion. Every inch, every strand, my beard had arrived.

‘Hot towels, moisturizers, beard brushes,
weekly trims fading the sides.
Evie Thomajan, 20, via Bethlehem, P.A. '
From the motherland of Lebanon,
To the cheeks on my face, :
My beard is a reflection of my past life.
Every inch, every strand, represents my peo |
From my father’s patience to my mothexr’sidetéxrmination
My beard is the strength of immigrant pazents

To follow the grain, or not? ' ’
Now, that is the question. [
The razor gently glides across my skin A
The shortening of the hair, a new face waiting.

My father’s beard turned gray, almost silver
My futuze, my reflection.
The way I envisioned it in years to come

We met in 2016. A short The relationship taught me
while into being with this people do not want to be h
person, we invited some- some people do not necessari

body else we both 1liked be saved. You have to let p
into the relationship. their own mistakes with or wi
Very quickly, the person and sometimes it’s completely
we invited became toxic. your control.

They would talk about me

behind my back to our mu- In the end, it sucks. You e€j

tual partner and ended up to accept that you might b
only being interested in for nothing or that your =
them. This was the first is over.

time anything 1like this

had ever happened to me. M. Thomas, 26, via Syracuse, N.Y.
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“oetehu JayJekclaimgd 2y
forward. He opened his eyes

right hand latched onto Trey Sl_g}
arm. Game over. ;

“Shit,” Trey yelled. "“How did you know I
was there?”

Jay didn’t answer, laughing as he walked
straight to the slide and launched him-
self down the beaten plastic. He got on
his dew-soaked bike and raced Trey to the
northwest exit of the park, leaving a wa-
tery trail on the pavement.

“Want to go see the big houses?” Trey
asked. Jay nodded, turning left onto Hap-
pyguy Avenue. They raced down Stevens
Creek Boulevard, turning left again down
Cardinal Street to reach the cul-de-sac
at the end of the neighborhood.

“This is 1it,” dJay said, making eye con-
tact with the smiling, wrinkly lady plas-
tered on the “FOR SALE” sign. He picked
out the piece of paper from a transparent
box with all the information about the
$1.3 million house, trying to envision
3,000 square feet in his head.

Where would he put a pool?

12 FALL 2022

Jay 0041a

planned hi

leste was composed

but it didn’t show.
"*‘»-’

Maintaining eye contact,

closer to Jay. She opened her arms

he reluctantly put his arms around her

back, placing his chin on top of her head

like he always did. If he knew what he

knew now, he would have embraced her much

longer.

Jay watched her leave, put down the Coke
bottle, and rested his hands on the
scorching concrete. Two years earlier,
Jay face-planted into the black tar of
the parking lot after the front tire of
his bike fell off. He felt the scar the
accident left on his forehead and stared
at that spot where it happened. The tiny
white specks on the tar looked like stars
in the clear night sky.

Celeste was;ﬁ 5
e

the '8
on thefside’ of
heaved it at the

o
The walk back - a*g;

long. They joggedydec éﬁﬁ,‘ e

road, chucking poisonou rries at
each other’s faces. ay turned left on
Colony Hills Lane, and the rest followed
behind him. Trey’s house came first, then
Owen’s.

Jay and Tyler were the only ones left.
They walked into Lawrence Apartments and
got into the elevator. Jay struggled to
keep his eyes open as they reached Ty-
ler’s floor.

“Was it worth it?” Tyler asked, yawning.
“Yeah,” Jay replied.

“Happy birthday,” Tyler said.

rey asked.

ay looked around. He saw the big slide,

the red box on the backboard, the patch of
dirt in the middle of the big field. The
park looked exactly the same. “I did what
I was supposed to,” Jay replied.




A Trip Down

emo

Mickey Boardman, also known affectionately as Mr. Mickey, is an ad-
vice columnist and the Editorial Director of Paper Magazine. A Libra, a
social media connoisseur, a front-row regular at any fashion event, and
a self-proclaimed royal history buff, Mr. Mickey oozes superstar energy.

14 FaLL 2022

Known for his shimmering, se-
quined, quirky patterned clothes,
and thick-rimmed glasses, he is
pretty hard to miss. It’s no won-
der he is one of fashion’s most
respected elites; his kind and ap-
proachable demeanor, mixed with
a laugh-out-loud type of humor
and one-of-a-kind style, makes
everyone fall in love with him.

While Boardman has always been
notable in the fashion world, his
name gained popularity in 2014,
when he directed the notorious
Paper cover with Kim Kardashian
shot by Jean-Paul Goude that
practically broke the internet. The
cover showed Kardashian partially
naked, shimmering with baby oil
all over her body. It is undoubt-
edly one of the most talked about
covers in the fashion world and
will forever be regarded as iconic.
Boardman has also worked with
a plethora of other artists and ce-
lebrities and helped direct some
of Paper’s most recognizable cov-
ers with a long line of A-Listers,
including Kesha, Drake, Courtney
Love, Miley Cyrus, Kylie Jenner,
and Mariah Carey.

Born and raised in Hanover Park,
Chicago, Boardman graduated
from Purdue University with a de-
gree in Spanish before attending
Parsons at the New School for De-
sign, where he was first introduced
to Paper Magazine as an intern
and has been with the magazine
ever since. | was lucky enough to
secure lunch with him on a crisp
fall weekend this past October in
NYC, and we chatted about his

successful career and reflected on
how he has grown on an individual
level and remained true to himself
throughout the years.

Nell: What do you think young
Mickey would think of you now?

Mickey: | think young Mickey
would be shocked that he has a
life he really enjoys, and he start-
ed imagining when he was young.
| was born and raised in the sub-
urbs of Chicago, and growing
up didn't know anyone whose
parents had a creative job; my
dad was a pharmacist. someone
would ask me, “What do you want
to be when you grow up?” | would
say a doctor, a lawyer, or the Good
Humor ice cream man. | only said
doctor and lawyer because | knew
grown-ups thought that was a
good thing to say, and | said The
Good Humor man because ev-
erybody was happy to see the ice
cream man; in my neighborhood,
when the ice cream came, every-
one dropped everything and ran to
the truck.

| didn't have a role model who
worked in TV, you know, | never
saw a famous person. As | grew
up, | had no idea what to do, but
| was always addicted to maga-
zines, but it never occurred to me,
like, oh, you could work in a mag-
azine, to me, that wasn't even an
option. When | was young, | had
this weird sort of dichotomy that
| was gay and very different than
other kids. | was sort of shunned
on one level, but my brother was a
sports star and super popular, so

ZIPPED MAGAZINE 15



| would hang out with him and his
friends, who were all the cool pop-
ular kids. Plus, being gay, | was
friends with all the cheerleaders,
so | had this weird sort of best and
worst of both worlds, which was
interesting.

I moved to New York to go to
Parsons to study fashion design,
thinking, I'm gay, | love maga-
zines, | love fashion, | should study
fashion. | should not have studied
fashion. Looking back now, it was
great that | studied fashion design
at Parsons, and it's great that |
failed a class my senior year and
never finished because | was an
intern at Paper at the time through
meeting someone in New York.

N: What is the best advice you
could give to young creatives?

M: | tell people the first step to
making your dreams come true
is knowing what your dreams are
and really visualizing them. I'm a

16 FALL 2022

big believer in the power of pos-
itive visualization and thinking
‘where do you want to be?’ | never
really thought about what | wanted
in my life career-wise, but | did vi-
sualize a lifestyle. It's embarrass-
ing to say now, but when | looked
at Ralph Lauren ads at the time,
which | thought were so glamor-
ous, | imagined myself driving in a
convertible somewhere glamorous
in the country, living in a historic
home, being surrounded by these
kinds of ideas of what | thought
was a fabulous lifestyle. And | did
that. So | really feel like I’'m a huge
success on that level. So | think a
lot of people don’t stop and think
about ‘where do you really want to
be?’

You learn more from failure than
from success. Something very
hard to learn, and | still am try-
ing to learn, is almost everything
in life seems so personal, but it’s
not personal. I've always felt like
| don’t know how people can be

actors or models because | would
take that so personally, like when
you're rejected all day long; how
can you not take that personally? |
realized that 99% of the rejections
that we get are not about us or the
other person, it’s just things that
were not meant to be at that time.

Success is what got at Paper. |
was like, these are my people,
these people get me, these peo-
ple appreciate my strengths, and
they are fine with my weaknesses.
| can grow and be who | am here.
So many people feel like they have
to be something they’re not. They
think, ‘oh, to be a high-powered
lawyer, | have to be a cold bitch, or
| have to dress this way, or | have
to do certain things.’ You don’t re-
ally have to do anything. You just
have to be good at your job and
work hard, and you can still be
yourself.

N: What has your journey to self-
love and acceptance looked like?

M: I've had lots of ups and downs. I'm very happy
generally now. | was hospitalized as a teen because
| tried to commit suicide. | think surviving those kinds
of things makes me see what’s a crisis and what’s not
a crisis. | try to be super open on social media, and
I’ve shared about having Parkinson’s disease, which
| was diagnosed with this year. I've shared about my
weight issues, | share about sobriety. It's very hard to
talk about suicide, | don’t know what to say some-
times, but I’'m working on it.

My gayness was a big part of my issue in learning to
accept myself. When | was young, | thought the worst
things that ever happened to me were being gay and
being fat. | wasn’t even fat. | was, like, five or ten
pounds overweight or something, but | thought my life
was ruined. But you realize that life goes on and that
we all have issues, we all need help. That cliché may-
be is true that it does get better, but in some ways, it
doesn’t. It’s always going to be hard, and they’re al-
ways struggles in life, but if you can focus on the good
parts of life as I’'ve had, you will love life and yourself.

It wasn’t until | came to New York that | fully felt like |
could be myself. On some level, | was always myself,
but | wasn’t openly gay until | moved to New York.
When | was 20 or 21, | still had to come out to my
family. When | did, how did they take it? Not great.
They’re fabulous now, but at first, they were not great.
The times | lived in were not accepting. | look now,
and | see kids, and they’re bisexual, or they’re trans
and nonbinary, and in my day, in my high school of
2,000 people, one kid maybe was rumored to be bi-
sexual, and his whole life was ruined. It was not the
thing. When | first came to New York, | would carry a
lady’s purse, which | still do. And people were horri-
fied and shocked, now, every man has a purse, like
straight men, gay men, trans men, everybody, which |
think is completely great. So | think there’s still some
things that need improvement in society, but on that
level, | think things are much better in terms of people
at least having role models who are being themselves
nowadays.

N: My last question for you is about working in
fashion. People say it’s a soul-sucking industry,
but you seem happy, healthy, and in love with your
career. How have you managed?

M: You know, it's funny because | say I’'m such a real
fashion person, I'm a real magazine person. | love

those things completely. The funny thing is when you
are a fat person, fashion is telling you you’re bad. If
you’re fat, everything from the size of the seats at the
fashion show to the clothes you can buy. | mean, there
are so many things that are backward about fashion.
| love it, but | recognize it for what it is. It’s like being
in love with a man who treats you like shit. In a way,
you can’t help yourself. There are more websites and
brands that work with designers to make bigger siz-
es and things like that, but it’s also deeply embed-
ded in our culture to look down on fat people, or that
fashion is elitist. In many ways, it is. But I'm more
interested in the sort of people who put together an
amazing outfit, maybe it’s their first time at a fashion
show, and they are so excited, rather than the person
at a show in head-to-toe borrowed clothing that they
didn’t creatively put together. | remain myself through
my work, and that is how | have managed.

ZIPPED MAGAZINE 17



By Ava

| mer(all rough the botox appoint
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| was untethered to time.
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€latives, ones who | can never
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rolls their eye

Getting ready
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against the other -’ &

day Thursday will L
Wednesday. !

| think | can make time sl@ ’&%ﬂ'-
if | stare at the clock long enou:




2 Y
uxger Self

By Josh Lee

Dear 18-year-old Josh,

From our small town in the middle
of New Jersey to Syracuse
University, our lives have changed
over the past four years. Knowing
you, you're probably sitting
at home staring at your 2012
Macbook Air, wondering, “What
am | going to do with my life?”

Buddy, I’'m sorry to tell you this,
but that question doesn’t really
get answered in these next four
years. | can tell you that you get
one step closer to becoming the
person you want to be: someone
who understands his emotions
better, someone who is more
confident in himself, someone
who tries his best in all aspects of
his life.

You're doing great, but here are
some things | have learned over
these past four years, just to give
you a head start.

D0 Fii i ZIPPED MAGAZINE 21
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1. Be confident in
yourself.

| know you get nervous around
groups of people, especially when
you don’t know them. Social
anxiety is real. Just remember
that everyone else in that room
is probably feeling something
similar, or they are too focused
on themselves to care about what
you’re doing.

It’s not just about being socially
confident but being confident in
your work. Trust your vision. Over
the past few years, photography
has become more than a passion.
You're going to get an opportunity
soonto work with aphoto company,
Fuijifilm, to create a project, and
it’'s going to rekindle your love for
photography. They will show you
that your vision is unique and that
your idea for the portrait series of
creators is worth doing. Stay true
to yourself through the course
of that project. Simplicity in our
photography is what we love, and
stick to that if you like it. Photos
don’t always have to be intricate
to tell a story, so continue shooting
with a lot of white space. Don't let
other people tell you otherwise.

2. It’s not that deep, homie.

I know that high school tests your social skills, and as an over-thinker,
we know the awkward moments with the “popular” kids take a hit on
your confidence. | know that speaking up in your classes seems harder
than the actual assignments. Homie, it’s been four years, and none of
that matters now. At some point, your social anxiety will be replaced with
financial stress, and your fear of getting a bad grade will be replaced
with the stress of finding a job and other things that are actually more
important in life.

I don’t want to undermine any problems that you’re feeling as a high
schooler because it’s valid, | get it. | was in your shoes and black NY
baseball cap, too. But it's never the end of the world. Just sit back
and relax. You’'ll find ways to cope with anxiety and social stress, like
photography or running. Trust me that those ou tlets will help you become
a healthier person. Stay calm. In the end, everything will work itself out.

3. Grab those opportunities.

In 2020, you’re going to be at the lowest point of your life. You’re not going to want to do
anything for a long time. Everything will seem harder than it is. But during that time, we get
an opportunity to carry out a portrait project that we’ve wanted to do for a long time. This
opportunity will only come if you take that first step to apply for that project with Fuijifilm. Only
then will we receive the equipment and resources to do this project. Through this project,
man, you’re going to meet so many dope creatives; through them, more doors will be opened.
You're going to realize that taking this opportunity will show you the beauty of risk-taking and
being adventurous. And afterward, you'll find opportunities like this for yourself that will even
further help you grow. Also, | know you like to overthink everything, but you’ll never know if
an opportunity is right for you unless you try it. Just say yes.

4, But still, it’s okay to
say no sometimes.

Soon, life will get a lot busier, and
school isn’t going to be the most
hectic part of your schedule. Saying
yes to opportunities is good, but
it's important to understand when
you're feeling burnt out. This past
year we took on two jobs to save
up some money, thinking we could
do it. Boy, were we wrong. | got
sick twice in two weeks, which you
know never happens. It's okay to
prioritize the things that will really
push you to become a better and
more knowledgeable person.

5. Everything happens for
a reason.

You and | both know that Syracuse
wasn’t our first choice, or our
second, or our third. But here we
are. That saying that we’ve always
heard, “lt's what you make of
your experience,” is actually true.
| know it just sounds like a saying

to reinforce that it is okay not to We grew as students. As creatives. As people. I'm not
attend an Ivy League school, but gonna lie and say that I’'m the person we’ve always
Syracuse has been a place where aspired to be, but we're definitely one step closer. |
we probably grow the most in our guess with everything that has happened in the past
lives. We met lifelong homies. We four years, | couldn’t have asked for anything better.
studied in London. We started It's been a hell of a ride, and I’'m excited about what
a blog and finally found our the next four have in store for us.

photography style. I’'m the person |

am right now because of everything Life’s a movie. Actually, nah. Life’s a fever dream.
that has happened for the past four

years, and I'm grateful. From 22-year-old Josh
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g Out

Fit in

By Victoria Radis

Growing up, | remember being
told by various adults that | should
be myself and that being myself
would make me stand out, and |
should want to stand out, whatev-
er that means. |, along with many
other people in Gen Z, learned to
admire those who stray from the
norm, those who publicly stand
out and appear to be authentically
themselves. Those people are the
ones we are taught to be like, and
they are supposed to inspire us to
be different.

No one wants to be average any-
more. Maybe there was never a
time when anyone strived to be
average, but with our reliance on
social media, the idea of being
average scares people. In a world

where we already feel obligated to
keep our extended social circles
updated with every vacation, ev-
ery achievement, and even every
Halloween costume, we feel pres-
sure to stand out from everyone
else. But really, what does “being
just like everyone else” even en-
tail when each of us has a unique
identity without even trying?

One ofthefirstexamples|canrecall
of extremity and of truly standing
out is Lady Gaga, specifically when
she wore the infamous meat dress
to the MTV Music Video Awards
in 2010. All of Lady Gaga’s outfits
in the early 2000s have earned
a spot in history, a cultural reset
of some sort. Now, times have
changed, but somehow we’re still
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drawn to similar
types of celebrities
who do something
outlandish and
stand out for
doing things that
seemingly  have
never been done
before.

These days, it feels
like everything has
been done already.
There was a TikTok
trend going around
for a while where
users shared that
they felt like they
had never had an
original  thought.
This resonated
with  so many
people, but why is
it such a relatable
feeling?

Maybe people feel
this way because
it's true. Maybe
everything has
already been
done, and now all
we have is a fierce
attention-hungry
competition to
see who can do
the next big thing,
if there even is
anything new to
do.

But has everything
actually  already
been done, and
I will never ever
have a unique
thought again? |
then realized that
standing out often
goes hand in hand
with recycling
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old trends. Take,
for example,
Julia Fox’s iconic
all-denim outfit
made by cutting
the top part off
a pair of jeans
and  repurposing
it as a top, worn
with the newly
low-rise jeans,
topped off with a
matching  denim
purse and boots.
We're so quick to
say she’s iconic
for that (no hate
to Julia, | literally
did this outfit for
Halloween), but
whatabout Brittney
Spears and Justin
Timberlake’siconic
denim outfits back
in 2001, over 20

years before?
Maybe every new
“iconic” outfit,
song, artwork,

or anything has
already been done
before.

| don’t believe
that fitting in is
a good thing. |
don’t think anyone
should strive to be
average because
part of being
human is being
inherently unique
and not average.
That being said, |
also don’t approve
of this enormous
pressure to be
“different.” The
result is that when
we all try so hard
to be different,

mostly by copying
the same things
we all see on social
media, we all end
up doing the same
thing, leading us
to think that we
have never had an
original  thought
before.

The need to stand
out is a result of
caring about what
others think, even
if we don’t want to
admit it. Yes, we
all care, even the
Lady Gagas, the
Britneys, and the
Julia Foxs of the
world. The reality
is that we care
about standing
out because
we care about
acceptance into
our desired social
groups. Maybe
standing out really
is the new fitting
in, in this weird
competition of
who can do it the
best. It gets easier
once you can label
it and accept it.

“Being  yourself”
is an arbitrary
concept and is
hard to define,
but think about
who you were as
a kid, before social
media, and before
you even knew
that you were
supposed to care
about what people
thought.

| think the secret to escaping this pressure is returning (at least mentally) to a time when it didn’t exist
to us. There will always be pressure to conform in society, | guess now it’s just disguised as pressure
to stand out. To break this pattern, you don’t need to break down the whole system, just your role in
it. Start with self-reflection and acceptance. A little social media break doesn’t hurt either...
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carefully curated nicknacks, and endless stacks of TIME
tate sale.

hundreds of &

ingly. te tahles, | made my way to the primary fixture of the sale, a large white tent
aos. Thewarm air generated by the tent exacerbated the smell of agrandmother
ingt sw\,‘['s'tful aroma was her vast collection of clothing. My grandmother’'s most sacred
ime capsule of her life on display for the masses. Vessels of her memories, her

0 he'was, were these clothes,

treasure wa@ his colle
triumphs, her losses

< '

Silver buekles reflecting the light, faux fur, soft to the touch, and innumerable shades of denim were just some
elements that made up her life’s closet. While my grandmother had an established sense of style, she wasn't
afraid to push the boundaries of her comfort zone. She mixed Americana with present-day street style, put her

own spin on Bohemianism later in life, and
ran with the Punk Era of the 80s. Every
aspect of her personality, every fiber of her
being, were these clothes.

Mesmerized by what was in front of me,
| neglected the feeling of my mother's
hand pressing up against my shoulder.
Her faint, somber whisper, “Grammy
was pretty cool, wasn't she?” pulled me
back into consciousness. | turned to see
her succumbed to emotions, emotions
generated by my grandmother’s clothing.
My mother’'s eyes were puffy and red,
tears streamed across her cheeks, taking
fragments of her mascara with them,
and a heartbroken smile accompanied
her face. My mother had held it together
all day, now she stood transported into a
lifetime of memories. The nostalgia was
almost too much to bear.

Seeing my mother in this state had
cemented something | already knew,
fashion was more than just textiles
composed to keep an exposed hody
covered or convey a sense of status;
fashion was a thread line throughout
our lives, a commonality amongst the
human race, and the apex of someone’s
personality.

Not only were the empty frames, carefully
curated nicknacks, and endless stacks of
TIME magazines supposed to be sold at
tomorrow’s sale, but the tent crammed
with her clothes was understood to be the
predicted “first to go.” My grandmother’s
plethora of fashion items had stirred
up local attention, prompting buyers
from all walks of life to inquire about her
clothing. | think this possibility is what
alarmed my mother, the thought that my
grandmother's essence would be sold
could not manifest itself in her.

My mother walked swiftly out of the
tent, kicking up dirt as her Chuck Taylors
pounded the clay beneath her. She forced
open the driver’s side door of our pickup,
cranked the engine, and reversed into

the opening in the tent. Within minutes,
most of my grandmother’s clothes were
now stuffed into the bed of her truck. She
looked at me, noticing | was puzzled by her
actions, pointed to the passenger side, and
sternly said, “getin.”

We drove through the winding back roads
of western Virginia, accompanied by a
rotation of my grandmother’s favorite
tunes. Dolly Parton's hird-like vocals
echoed throughout the truck’s interior one
second, while Marvin Gaye's brassy tone
filled the next. Looking back, the sun's
golden rays, the wind's childlike energy,
and the merry-go-round of eclectic music
gave life to the clothes filling the bed. It
felt as if my grandmother was there, and
maybe in some ethereal sense she was.

Just at the cusp of Aretha Franklin's
adaptation of Bridge over Troubled Water,
we arrived backin our driveway. My mother
got out of the car, swung the tailgate open,

and began carrying the clothes into our
living room. Instinctively, |, too, started
moving heaps of clothes into our home.

he clothes were the same, the location
was just different. Each piece still held an
undeniable gravity, even away from my
grandmother's property. | felt a unique
sense of comfort as | sat down, immersed
in her clothing. Our home hadn't felt this
alive since my grandmother's passing.
Tears drifted into the corners of my smile
- opposed expressions for an opposed
emotion.

Murmuring through the tears, “Did you
want it to feel like she was here one last
time?”

“No. Not one last time, all the time.” My
mother affirmed.
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Brookl

AL
The Hellp

By Anish Vasudevan

If Noah Dillon had his way, each
performance by The Hellp would be
transformed into a three-act play —
Diegetic 1. 2, and Diegetics The Finale.
Dillon  would sit beside bandmate
Chandler Ransom Lucy on the far left
of a sold-out theater, witnessing the
audience's reaction to the show they
directed unfolding on stage.

But they're not creating a fictional world.
Dillon knows being a band requires a
certain amount of “showmanship on
stage topercolate 19-year-olds” with their
most popular songs. In Brooklyn, with the
Jand M trains constantly bustling above
the Market Hotel, Dillon and Lucy were
escorted to the stage on Oct. 20 by three
friends in suits and one in a black tee.
They maneuvered through hundreds of
sweaty adolescents trying to match their
style, some already asking themselves,
‘was the leather jacket worth it?"

By the middle of the second song,
‘Beacon 002," the beaten hardwood floor
in the cramped venue was threatened by
feet leaping up and down atop it. No one
wants to leave, but the crowd screams in
unison with Dillon to the lyrics “get me out
of here,” using their fists to defend their
position in the mosh pit.

The show marked another successful
night on the opposite coast from where
The Hellp are used to playing. Dillon knows
that the popularity of the band, which to
him has reached “Charli XCX famous,”
could be over in a manth. But since The
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Hellp was formed in 2016, its blend of
electronic, rock, and drum-and-bass
music has slowly caught the attention of
young listeners.

The band's latest album, “Vol. 1," was
released in April of last year, and the
songs "Ssx” and “Tu Tu Neurotic” have
over a million listens. The band is
ready to seamlessly transition into the
mainstream and get to some “Jimmy
Kimmel Live shit," Lucy said.

It's hard to recreate The Hellp's sound
live, which can make the songs not hit
as hard as the recorded studio content,
Dillon said. But it makes each show
completely unigue. Lucy spent the
entirety of the Brooklyn performance
maneuvering knobs on a synthesizer,
creating reinterpreted sounds that
are more distorted and rough than the
usual content fans are used to hearing
between their headphones.
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‘He's literally doing it live,” said Ben
Sweeny, a friend of the band. "Every time
we see him, it's a little bit different.”

Lucy and Dillon met more than 3,000
miles away from their Brooklyn show at a
“Hot Mess" photoshoot in L.A. Dillon, who
created "Hot Mess” with model and actor
Luka Sabbat, wanted to ‘be in a cool
band.” He asked Lucy, who had already
looked the part, to learn the drums, and
soon after, The Hellp was created.

Pursuing the band was more daunting
than the duo’s other creative ventures
because ‘It has a much bigger spiritual
context and especially prevalence in the
youth," Dillon said.

Dillon doesn't think they've done a good
job with the music yet, pointing to the
dark circles under his eyes. ‘| don't sleep
at night because of this,” Dillon said. Their
firstsingle, “Wingspan,” came out in 2016,

but they've only recently "touched the
surface of something cool.”,

Dillon and Lucy only heard “rumblings”
about the band's popularity on the East
Coast. Dillon has been to New York City
for years, but no one had come to him
about The Hellp until the last two months
he spent in the city.

Making it into the popularity of the New
York City music scene is a big deal. New
York has always been cooler, smarter,
hotter, and more contrived than LA,
which is just an office for those in the
industry, Lucy said. It shows “something”
that their music has made it from Los
Angeles to the opposite side of the
country, said Joe Sweeny, another friend
of the band.

‘It's just more cultural conjecture,” Lucy
said about New York. “Everything just

—

3 S4its better. People aren't afraid to say

Ao something is cool when it's cool here.”
(-*ﬂh%_

< ? oge the Oct. 20 show, Lucy and a few

| riends from home and around the city

v met T& rdswof the group —McManimon,

. Joe, Ben Sweeny, and Size Chad — at

_ Roberta®Tn Bushwick. McManimon and

Y ® hoth Sweeqys showed up in suits — &

running joke wgilch started when the

i

| entire grourjj showed up in three-piece
, ‘ suits to a show in Los Angeles.

|

In the far back of the restaurant, at a

wooden bench with aninfinite amount of
| beerand pizza, the bunch caught up with

—=- each other, talked about the latest UFC
| fights, and anticipated that Thursday
- night.

For most of the group, it's not their
first time at The Hellp show. But the
recent growth of the band has brought
a new layer to their live performances.
Joe Sweeny said the band has the best
pulse on counterculture music that he's
ever seen. Theyre the ones defining
the culture itself, and everyone else is
following from behind, Chad added.

“You go to every fashion school, every
film school, everyone copies their style,”
Chad said.

It's true. The audience was made up of
that crowd. They knew the words to
every song, creating a small seismic
event each time Lucy set off the heavy
bass drop from one of the band’s songs.

The show is still not the play that Dillon
envisioned, but it looks like they're
putting together a single painting, Joe
said. Before the final song, “Lord Jesus,”
Lucy draped an American flag over the
machine in front of him,

The pair then methodically maneuvered
the stage as Dillon ventured over to the
synthesizer, Simultaneously, they fiddled
with the machine while whispering about
what other changes they could make
to the final track before the cluster of
suits escorted them back to the green
room with “USA" chants blaring in the
background.

“What Chandler and Noah are doing up
there, it's actually art,” Joe said.
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