“ N partnership with Macaulay Messenger,
SCRIBE is proud to announce its top

flee winners of this year’s Scary Story
Wiiling Contest! In first place: Alaina
DIS8No's review of Waking the Witch:

Refleglibns on \Women, Magic, and Power

Py PamGossman. In second place: El

ADSGORBYAE liah Matos. And in third place:

IZIPpIABPIEBaum’s Scritch Scratch! Both
SCRIBE @nd Messenger are proud to
pUbliSh these Wonderful pieces and are
EXCIEC O Shareinem with you.
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: A Review by Ala

an begins her book, Waking the Witch: F
, and Power, by confronting the reader head-8
Bbbling in historical context, a couple of sparse aneX
ealing personal history. But very soon, she gets to the
fo you think of when you imagine a witch? She presents a
omprehensive list that makes the reader confront their own in-
0 misogyny. It's summed up quite succinctly in the quotation in
ace of the book, said by Helen Adam in At Mortlake Manor: “| fear,
ove, | love, and | fear, The Far Away Ladies now hovering near.”
society loves witches. This is easily shown in figures such as Joan of
¢, Glinda, Hermione Granger, and Samantha from Bewitched. But at
e same time, witches are scomed, hated, and tumed away. Just think of
the Wicked Witch of the West, the three sisters in Hocus Pocus, Snow
White’s Evil Queen, or the thousands of women lurking in the shadows in
fairy tales and ancient stories, intent on luring your children away and har-
nessing the powers of the devil to perform unspeakable acts. Grossman
presents all of these examples without fear and without hesitation. But the
point she makes is essential to our understanding of society today. Wit-
ches are evil and good, beautiful and hideous, seductive and repulsive,
benevolent and wicked, all at the same time. And so are women.

ed women. They are placed
. of inte-

“bitch” s

all curse

can call ama

rried, or a “son 8

But how can we I€

part of who we are a

assertive transcends cl§
acknowledges this, diges
through. Grossman’s entire ¥
good thing to be a bitch. Itis a8
to no one. Only then will women'®
from the start: respect, opportunity, 8

a0 cites many books written thra




er power for some-
Wrself. Magic, on the
At its core, magic is just a
open to any communications
end you. “When you send out a

Ve grace is green.” (p. 194) Magic is ack-
now everything, but that at the same time, you

Dssman’s bod
bod reason for thid
g 1o the seeker. To othe
>alize their own hypocrisy a
matter-of-fact, carefully laid out
eartfelt passion. The last line of this bl
hallowed dark and formed a hearth” (p.
| say this line put a lump in my throat. Sd
being dissatisfied with our patriarchal, caf
But Grossman, and through her, witchcra
going to be alright. If we embrace the witc
have been looking for.




for my curse.

he hurricane had set in. | could hear the neighbors’ garbage bins rolling
und their fronts, the tapas flying right off and into the streets. Gringitos in
U.S. get scared of this shit, worried that a tree will fall, or worse, the

er will go out. Puerto Ricans? The real island ones who take their ma-

s and slice through coconuts like they were playing real life Fruit Ninja?
ain’t scared of nothing. Me, though? I’'m a Nuyorican. The ones with
Pun and Mrs. Galland Spanish. The kind that sounds like 'm always
le behind. So when | went to take a leak and found the light switch

ut as useful as Algarin’s bicho mongo, | was pissed.

sed to evacuate im-
andfall in Ponce by 8
dvised to evacuate imm—;

island Puerto Ricans to leave
. Leaving is a luxury many of the
't want.

0s’ house following the vigjito’s funeral. E
y grandmother, my tios and tias, the cousin
e shuck succulent quenepas and steaming s
ndules from Abuelita, they all left. Most offered to
ssuming | didn’t have the money to pay for a plane
ew York, or maybe just worried about me being alon
ve forgotten how | used to disappear for hours in the fin
ueblo, desperate for a little solitude in my angsty teen yea

MA.” Once | finished my business, | walked out of the bathroom
aim was intact despite my sleepiness. Puerto Rico has blac-
ese constantly, but its only gotten worse since the U.S. gave the
e electric grid away like excess chuleta for the street perritos. |
S ho way any of my neighbors or | had power. So how the

ht in the kitchen flickering?

hkk

So being alone wasn't just fine with me, it was nice. It gave
plore the house without having to dodge conversations a
take the plastic off the couches and no one could tell me
rummage through the scrapbooks, stunned by just how
meras captured my Abuelita’s poise or my Abuelo’s sar
imagine how their skin developed wrinkles and liver s
of laughter, fights, and dreaming. Imagination was all
were gone.

ita like she lived in that kitchen. | know that sounds miso-
n | say, she came from a misogynistic time. For her, |

little rebellion against the lonelines of my Abuelito’s disa-
ave for hours, never telling her where he was going or
k. He did always come back though.

e closer | drew. But when | put my hands on the
solid. On the counter was Abuelita’s rice pot, coated
jve oil. | could’'ve sworn the kitchen was clear

k*kk

The crash of thunder woke me up. I'm a world-re
s0 God'’s latest batch of showoffiness was both
minder that every supposed guarantee, includi
sleep, is just a hope quickly washed away.

thankful that unlike in my Brooklyn apartment,
ear. But now, | heard a rumbling chant emana-

“iCono!” In rolling off it, I'd forgotten how low
the neamess of the hardwood table, crashi
she was dead, had been dead for years, b
Abuela’s portrait waiting for my acknowle

tedly at Abuelita’s wake. She claimed Ca-
nt from church to church across denomi-



nations. Abuelo was never a churchgoer, but whenever we asked for a
“bendicion,” he almost always gave the obligatory “Dios te bendiga.”
Knowing that | was alone in the house but hearing the chants intensifying,
| didn’t feel too blessed. | felt alone.

When | walked back to the living room, it was empty. There were wisps of
white smoke floating around. They smelled of empanadillas, New York
City slices, and Florida dew. How such a little room in such a little house
could hold all of that, | had no idea. The smells had a heaviness to them,
like they were a cologne some high school kid doused themself in. Or like
a loved one who has something to say but isn’t ready to get the words
out. Like an island, full of people fighting to be heard, but reminded cons-
tantly that their voices aren’t worth as much as the schools and projects
they occupy, soon to be transformed into luxury apartments and resorts.

When the smoke cleared, | couldn’t contain it, | started crying. Bawling,
more like. The emptiness of the house felt like my emptiness. I'd promi-
sed my mother I'd be fine on my own, but now, being alone, surrounded
by prom, graduation, and wedding photos, was the last thing | wanted. I'd
give anything to talk to any of them. I'd give anything to talk to Abuelita.

The phone rang. It shouldn’t have been able to do that. It was a cordless
one. It needed electricity. But it rang and rang and rang. | didn’t want to
pick it up. Every hair on my body wanted to run away, right into the storm
if | had to. But | needed to, and | knew who'd be listening.

“Bendicion, Abuelita,” | paused. No response. “Abuelita, I'm sorry. I'm
sorry | didn't talk to you when you'd call grandma. I'm sorry | was asha-
med. I'm sorry | didn’t leam Spanish before you died. I'm sorry that when |
said goodbye, it was ‘thank you for everything’ and not ‘gracias por todo.’
I'm sorry that | wanted Wendy’s instead of bacalaitos when | was a kid
and we’'d come to visit. 'm sorry | called the police on you for not giving
me ice cream before dinner. I'm sorry that I'm talking to your ghost ins-
tead of talking to you. A million times over, | am so sorry.”

Silence. I'd gone insane. | really thought | was talking to my great-grand-
mother’s ghost in a telephone receiver. | needed to go back to sleep.

| hung up the phone, walked back to the sofa, and sat, giving myself a
second. When | laid back down, just before closing my eyes, the light in




ew blocks home,
lver key into the front
inside. No one was

one for the entire weekend.
ounger brother, Sam, was sta-

just wanted to relax. She dropped her
oor and put the key into the silver box where
”she headed downstairs to heat up the leftover
st night’'s dinner and poured herself a glass of milk.

enty minutes into the movie, she heard noises coming from the
oom. It sounded like wood creaking, so she ignored it, tuming the
vie back on. Five minutes later, the creaking sound came again and it
was getting louder. Pausing the movie, she walked to the living room.
She heard the sound, but now it didn’t sound like a creak, but more like a
scratching noise. It stopped but then it started again. She stood still but it
came again. It was soft then loud and then soft again. Katy looked around
the room. Nothing was out of place. Strange, she thought.

She went back to her movie, but it was not five minutes before she heard
a loud crash in the dining room. Running in, she saw that her glass cup of
milk had fallen onto the floor, shattering into hundreds of pieces while the
milk was splattered across the table and floor. She sighed and tried to
kick the pieces into a pile. All she wanted was to relax tonight, not clean
up a mess she didn’t make. But that thought scared her- if she didn’t
make the glass cup fall then who did?

Nah, no, no, don't think like that she told herself. Maybe she had left it too
close to the edge of the table. But she knew she hadn't, she had left it
right in the middle. Taking a deep breath to steady herself, she headed
back to the den to finish watching the movie. But ho sooner than she sat
down, she heard a sound at the front door. She froze in place. The sound

was very quiet at first but then it grew loud
a scratching sound. A very rough scratchin
to claw through the door. Too scared to che
ran upstairs to her bedroom and opened the
and down at the front door. Try as she might,
was so dark and foggy that she could barely s
Katy shut the window, but the noises did not sto
getting closer to her as they grew louder and lou

By now, Katy was very afraid. She fried to calm he
rroundings. There was her chair, her desk, her purs
where she had placed the front door key. Katy eyed
was something wrong with it. It looked like someone
tried to tear it. Slowly, she took it in her hands and ope
pped- the key was gone!

The noises and creaking sounds suddenly became loud

Shaking from head to toe, Katy slowly left her bedroom an
the hallway. Her heart was beating so fast she thought it wo
her chest. She barely breathed as she heard the scratching
from her brother’s bedroom. The door was open and when s
inside, two small green eyes were gazing right at her. Katy fro;
screamed as the two green eyes pounced on her and she fell t

“Stop, please, someone save me!!” she yelled.

But the green eyes gave her a small scratch on her hand then mo
slinking down the hallway.

It was her brother’s black cat, Comet, holding the front door key in his
mouth. She lay there on the floor, still shaking. Comet slithered down tl
stairs. She got up, following him past the smashed glass of milk to the a
in the living room where the creaking sounds were coming from. Katy’s

eyes widened- there were mice running around in a hole by the comer of
the room, and Comet was trying to use the key in his mouth to reach the

mice where his claws would not fit in the small hole.

Katy grabbed the key from Comet and headed upstairs, ignoring the many
cat scratches at the front door that Comet must have made earlier that night.
She locked her bedroom door and tured on a movie on her laptop, saying
to herself, “l had never really liked cats.”



