
In Obscurity



“I was there when it all happened.”
“I went from being a happy young kid to a 
person I didn’t even know.”

“I don’t want to be a generic problem, a cliché.”

“I used to think I was cursed.”

“Most people find it strange but I think they taught me how I want my life to be.”

“One day he came to my house with his guns in my living room. I knew only about it years later.”

“Going to this school can be really hard emotionally sometimes.”

“Coming here and living here really changed me.”

“No one cared who takes care of me, and nobody did.”

“I didn’t tell any of my friends and I didn’t tell my family either, but everyone knew something was wrong.”

“But at one point in life, I just couldn’t figure out who I was as an individual.”

“No one really know me from the three collective experiences.”

“I am a really obsessive person, and I enjoy it.”

“I like the fact that people think that I wear 10 different faces, but I don’t.” 

“I never realized how much loneliness affected me until I came to New York.”

“I think a moment that defined me was when I had my first crush on a girl in high school.”

“When I was a junior in high school, my best friend was raped.”



Preface
20 years on this earth, I have been lucky enough to have a 

handful of friends, my family, a well-rounded life. But as I look 

around the room I feel as though I don’t really know anyone. 

Look around you, do you really know the person next to 

you? What do they like? What do they hate? What gives them 

strength?

In this booklet of hidden facts, you will get to know 18 indi-

viduals. 18 lives. 18 perspectives. They are all in this room.

You don’t know them at all.



What defined you and you never told anyone?



“A lot of people smoke 
weed, but I would never 
give into drugs. 
My uncle is a drug addict. 
I was really young, like 
ten when I first saw him 
like that. 
I didn’t understand the 
whole picture at that time. 
That wasn’t even the 
worst part. 
He really likes to hunt, 
and one day he came to 
my house with his guns in 
my living room. 
I knew only about it years 
later.”

I don’t think I really believe in secrets. I would say that my childhood 
was really difficult. To this day, it still frustrates me of how I was ne-
glected by our legal system, no one could do anything to fix it for me. 

I’ve come to terms to let my father back in to my life. And I regret it. 
But what am I supposed to do? I don’t want to be a generic problem, a 
cliché. I’m embarrassed to talk about it. It’s a poor reflection on me. 

As much as I say it doesn’t matter, that “I’m not my problems”, I’m re-
ally angry about it. I’m angry that it’s my dad and what am I supposed 
to do about it? Domestic violence. I really don’t think it’s healthy for 
me to see him. He suffers from severe mental illness, which is why 
I’ve been forgiving. I don’t know if that makes me a good person or 
a weak person. If it were anyone else in the world, would I let them 
hurt me and still be in my life?



“Definitely my parents. They are so perfect. We are like best friends and I tell them every-
thing. They have always been so open about alcohol, drugs, relationships. From the time I 
was ten they told me to appreciate alcohol and how to handle it. Most people find it strange 
but I think they taught me how I want my life to be. I appreciate honesty from other people 
because of that. But there are things in New York that I’ve done that I wasn’t comfortable with, 
that was out of my character, that I really hesitated to tell them. But at some point, you have to 
step away from your parents and experiment.” 

“I’m thinking about it, and a lot of things that define me is being the older sibling in my family. 
Being the eldest, I have to be a mediator between my siblings and my parents, and later be-
tween my parents, and then between the world and my mom. I ran away from it, I came here. 
It was too much. I became the backbone of my family really young, and even now, my mom 
is really scared to take on the role of a parent. I had to take a lot of pressure, and that defined 
me. I was so much of a core to my family that when I left, they disintegrated a bit. I’ve always 
been looking after people, but no one cared who takes care of me, and nobody did. Being here, 
being on my own, I had to learn how to take care of myself for the first time.”



“I’ve been through a lot, and I don’t know if people can tell that about me. If there’s one thing 
that stood out to me most it would be a really bad relationship. It was a couple years ago and 
of course it started all perfect but it turned really toxic and sour. I didn’t notice it at all but my 
ex was aggressive and vulgar and made me believe that I was nothing without our relation-
ship. I wouldn’t eat or sleep and I could never think of myself, It was actual torture. I didn’t tell 
any of my friends and I didn’t tell my family either, but everyone knew something was wrong. 
When I broke up with this person. it was really hard. I was still in love but I knew I was really 
unwell and this couldn’t go on. So I did it and at first it was all sad but then it turned scary. 
That really woke me up to what had happened. I became strong so fast. My confidence boost-
ed so quick. I would say that’s when I grew a lot as a person and a lot in me changed. I never 
told anyone the extent of the aggression, physical abuse and disgusting behaviour. It’s a sad 
thing to think about but i’m proud of who i am today and i wouldn’t be this person if i never 
went through that.”



“I wish I had a pause button sometimes. My 
relationships...the people I have gone through. 
I am attracted to the worst of them. I really 
have cut my life up for them. They are each a 
segment of my life, but they are all crazy. I let 
people affect me. I really have to tell them to 
fuck off. One of them is in an institution right 
now. I used to think I was cursed. I almost had 
a panic attack the other day thinking I saw my 
ex out on the streets. I don’t know, but I guess 
that as you grow older, you just realize that you 
can do it all by yourself. It’s really empowering. 
Soon I’ll be older and be better, hopefully.”

“I think what defined me most is my past. I 
was bullied for my entirety of middle school 
& high school which really took a toll on me. I 
had moved to PA from New York so because I 
was different then most of the people that lived 
in my area. Around that time I had suffered 
from a lot of depression, suicidal thoughts 
at times, & stress eating. I went from being 
a happy young kid to a person I didn’t even 
know. Gratefully I had the support of my fam-
ily around me to help with the situation. After 
awhile I decided to start loving myself & figur-
ing out who I am. Once I had done that, it was 
easy for me to not care  about their opinions.”



“Although I don’t think that any one incident 
can define a person, I believe that I’ve been 
defined by my mistakes, especially within the 
people and relationships in my life. Throughout 
high school I was incredibly immature and self-
ish in the relationships I had with my friends. 
I took them for granted and always prioritized 
the relationships I had with guys (which were 
always toxic). I never realized how much loneli-
ness affected me until I came to New York, and I 
started consciously noticing all of the mistakes 
I made- the things I did to make people leave 
me. I would say that this realization is the closest 
thing that has ‘defined’ me to this day.”

“I went to a very specific type of kindergarten in the 
rural suburbs, then a hippie middle school, and 
then a prep and wealthy high school that was just 
so different. The juxtapositions of all three schools 
have truly defined me. The stark differences be-
tween them gave me a lot of growth. No one really 
know me from the three collective experiences. In 
high school, I felt like an outlier. Everyone already 
knew each other when I got there, and there were 
a lot of core differences. There wasn’t bullying and 
I had friends, but it wasn’t fulfilling. That definitely 
shaped this version of me now.”



“Going to this school can be really hard emotionally sometimes. I feel like 
everyone has their issues with it, but something people don’t know about 
me is that I am a low income student, and it makes it really hard to have 
projects up to par with everyone else’s. 

I would never say it out loud. I have really bad anxiety, and I don’t want 
people to think that I don’t care. I am confident but not sure about how I 
can say it. It makes coming to school that much harder. It can be hard being 
here because the school advertises accessibility and inclusiveness, but it’s 
not as easy as they advertise it to be. The school also doesn’t take into ac-
count that some students work full time on top of school. 

It’s hard to be here but I’m so grateful to be here.”

“Something that defines 
me is my clothes. 
I think I developed my 
sense of style this year. 
I was a completely 
different person last 
year. Last year I was 
in sweats and track 
pants and just felt like it 
wasn’t me. 
Coming here and living 
here really changed 
me, and my clothes is 
definitely a sign.”



“Separation defined me. I’m a twin and most of my life, it was great. I always had some-
one to play with, someone I knew in the classroom with me on the first day of school, 
and someone to always back me up. But as a grew older, I’ve yearned for this individu-
ality. Sure we are separate people and we are different in a lot of ways. However it’s hard 
for even a twin to distinguish oneself as just one being when the other looks like you, 
lives with you, and shares many similarities with you. And I loved having her by my 
side. But at one point in life, I just couldn’t figure out who I was as an individual. Natu-
rally, as a twin, we always get compared whether it was grades to sports, you name it. I 
am pretty sure all twins can relate to this feeling. We both do art too, and to be honest, 
I would a bit worried that we might end up at the same university. I’m so glad that we 
went to different schools. She went to RISD while I’m here at parsons and I’ve never 
grew more as a person, as cliche as that sounds. I met different people, explored differ-
ent interests, and frankly, separation from one another defined me.” 



“My work defines me. I am a worker. I value 
myself purely through school. That was all I had. 
Right now, it’s this major. I am a really obsessive 
person, and I enjoy it. There is a certain roman-
ticism around it, just working an insane amount. 
But I’m trying to work on that. Not being super 
obsessive to my detriment. I know I’m sacrific-
ing my social life, my health, not thinking about 
friends or anything, so yeah, it’s a lot. Sometimes 
it’s like I’m so into it I can’t go back.”

“The work I make defines me, and I define my work. 
It comes from what I take from the world and what 
I put back out there. I draw my inspirations from 
books, published writings of people I look up to, or 
want to know more about. And also what happens 
in everyday life, city environments. It’s an interest-
ing place to live, city neighborhoods. All my work is 
subjective, and to everyone who looks at my work, 
I would be perceived very differently. I like the fact 
that people think that I wear 10 different faces, but I 
don’t.” 



“I think a moment that defined me was when I had my 
first crush on a girl in high school. Originally I thought I 
just wanted to be her friend really bad, but it took me a 
while to realize that it was definitely a full crush. I didn’t 
tell anyone about it for like a year and a half, so I don’t 
know if it counts, but when I was being secretive about it 
I I definitely felt that I had changed as a person.”

“When I was a junior in high school, my best friend was raped. Afterwords, she became suicidal and I was 
always supporting her, which I was happy to be doing. However one time, I had people over for dinner at 
my house and was not able to physically leave to calm her down (she was supposed to be there that night). 
After that, I decided to tell her mom just so that someone could physically be there when I couldn’t. Her 
mom was home less and she never forgave me. Dealing with the painful and confusing emotions from this 
and moving past them has definitely lead to conclusions that define me as a person today.”



“Seeing someone you love passing in very dif-
ferent ways, and being with them in different 
ways really defines me. Surviving such huge 
loss very much defines me. 
My mom died very quickly, from the time I 
knew she was ill to the time she died, it was 5 
days. 

I was there when it all happened. 
It wasn’t a peaceful experience. 
It was very abrupt. 
I spent three years mourning.”

Afterword
There is something to be said about passive networks. We 

are in this class with these people, perhaps not by choice. We 

see each other every week. We take breaks and get coffee 

together. I think to myself, I know you.

But do I really?

I started this process with the intrigue to unearth my class-

mates’ secrets. But I learned not only of the things they kept 

to themselves, but also that each of them represents a part 

of me. When I interviewed them. I HEARD them, like I never 

have before when they spoke in class. My heart breaks then 

rejoices as they tell their stories. They changed me.

Connections can be passive. But they can be your choice as 

well. Take it from me. Everyone lives a different life. 

But on some level, we are all the same.

We are all human.



Flaura Xia


