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Awaken 

Christy Carfagno, BiSci TA, Spring 2017 

Final Extra Credit Opportunity:  This essay by Christy Carfagno is an optional 
final reading for BiSci 3 this semester.  If you choose to read it and offer an in 
depth personal reflection on it, you can earn one point of extra credit.  If you 
decide to do this, give your typed reflection to your TA at the end of lecture on 
Wednesday, April 26th.   
 
 
   I woke up one morning and started seeing strange things. I saw people and places and 

situations differently than before. I rose from my bed and noticed the sunlight trickling into my 

room. I noticed birds serenading their lovers and cars seeping gas into the air. I noticed my body 

as I moved from my bed. My feet as they touched the wooden floor. I noticed the door squeak as 

it closed behind me and life whisked me off to class. A force was pulling me, and for the first 

time I noticed it. What was it? It felt like someone's strong and assertive arm yanking me in the 

direction of class, of success, of books and classrooms and teachers who didn’t know my name. 

Towards subjects that didn’t matter to me. Away from the birds… the trees… 

 “Let me go!” I started struggling, but the force ignored me. “Let me GOOO” I insisted, 

and it turned around, calmly, and said in a deep bellowing voice, “let me show you 

something”… The force dragged me across Old Main past the Willard preacher up breath 

wrenching flights of stairs. I called out to the students around me “Help!” no one could hear 

me… no one could hear… Confusion spread from my brow throughout my entire body as I was 

continually dragged through my day. I saw faces of my people, my people! Why had I never felt 

connected to them before? I see a girl crying over a failed exam outside the doorway of Thomas 

building. The force keeps dragging me. I see a boy no more than my brother’s age smoking 
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cigarettes at a concerning rate. I’m dragged into the library. I see people sleeping on large chairs 

instead of their beds or face down on their computers. I see a room full of hundreds of living 

bodies and none speaking to each other. We go into the bathroom and I see two friends chasing 

down an Adderall with a swig of water. They don’t notice my jaw drop. I see signs on the wall 

for anxiety and depression support centers…  

 I still don’t like the dragging but it continues on, calmly and firmly pulling me forward. 

As if it wanted me to see every inch of this campus differently than I had before. “Wait a 

squirrel!” I cry out, suddenly enchanted by this little creature. This force glances back at me, I 

think I see a smile crack its face. It drags me on. I see a young couple fighting outside of the 

Pollock commons. The girl begins to cry. The boy walks away. The girl chases him. We walk 

into the commons and it’s loud, I get excited as I see people talking until I’m dragged closer and 

I hear the details of their discussions. Plans for the evening, tests to take, and bad mouthing 

others are the subjects interwoven in these little storytelling circles. I feel sad.  

We walk outside. It’s getting dark. I’m dragged downtown and I start to hear the clicking 

of heels on sidewalks. Loud chatter and deep voices competing with each other and high voices 

that sound inauthentic. I feel the energy. It’s buzzing and I get excited, maybe these people will 

notice me. They seem awake. I’m dragged on. We shadow packs of perfume and black skirts and 

exposed stomachs and sperrys and khakis. It’s pitch black now. I’m pulled up hills and across 

streets and into a party. The smells fill my brain and the music shakes my body. I see happy 

faces and flashing lights and slippery surfaces. We go upstairs. I see cocaine and dirty bathrooms 

and intoxicated people disappearing into bedrooms. We go back downstairs. The faces are still 

happy. Hungry eyes staring at exposed bodies. The faces are still happy.  
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We leave. I’m getting frustrated and my arm is hurting from this force dragging me and 

dragging me. I’m confused and tired and feeling drained somewhere deep within me. I start 

fighting back and screaming and hitting the force and digging my feet into the Earth. It sighs, as 

if knowing all of this was of no use. I stamp my foot down and yell, “Why?? Why are you doing 

this?” The force turns to me. In the bellowing voice once again it says, calmly, “do you smell 

that?” I’m confused but I inhale. It smells like  rain. The force grips my arm and I am scared. I 

freeze. It stares into my eyes and suddenly, the sky opens up, it’s pouring. I’m soaked and can 

barely see. I start to cry. I cry so much that I can’t tell tears from rain. The force gets smaller. Its 

eyes become level with mine.  

“What do you see?” said the Force. I am confused. It grabs both of my arms and places 

one of my hands on my stomach and another on my heart. “Close your eyes” it says. “What do 

you see?” I close my eyes and speak, “I see... a world disenchanted” I say slowly. I squint my 

eyes more tightly shut. “I see people crying. Crying out for each other. I see eyes looking straight 

ahead instead of around for connection. I see undiscovered purposes being smacked down and 

and dreams dismantled before they even have time to bloom. I see people hurting each other and 

themselves. I see people missing the point of conversations and accompanying each other 

without enjoying each other’s company. I see fake friends and fake words reverberating around 

campus. I see soul-sucking subject matter and schedules and unfair expectations. I see people 

crying out without even knowing it. And it is all normal...” My voice trails off. I look up. I don’t 

know what else to say or where any of that even came from. The force looks so calm. The rain 

comes to a drizzle. “Who... are you?” I ask the Force from a place in me I’ve never felt a 

question come from.  
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“I am... the Universe” says the Force, modestly. “Or God or honestly whatever you’d like 

to call me. I need to you do something for me. I have chosen to wake you up for a reason, and I 

need you to stay awake. I need you to wake my other people up too, please-” its voice cracks 

before regaining composure. “Please…” it whispers, dropping its head down. We sit down in the 

grass together. It’s starting to get light out. “I need to you take notice of everything around you-- 

the birds, the squirrels, the sky, the grass, the trees, the smells, the energy and the people. I need 

you to help them, reconnect,  desperately. I need you to be my messenger, a voice for Earth and 

for me and for the connections  that are all around you. For wholeness and oneness and peace for 

all beings.” We sit quietly together for a while. The rain stops completely.  

It’s morning now. “Will you walk with me?” says the Force, it seems so small now. So 

wounded. I walk next to this aching heart, off campus and to the trees. The sky brightens slowly. 

We walk up and up until I realize we’re on top of Mount Nittany, though it looks different now. 

Quiet. We sit there and watch the sun rise and taint the sky red, then pink, then orange, then 

bright yellow. It’s as if we’re speaking without words at this point. A growing understanding 

burning inside of me. The Force turns to me once more, almost transparent now. “I need you to 

re-enchant my people” it says. “Show them that they are not just cogs in a machine or moving 

parts in a system that they cannot control. That they are so much more than any label that falls 

upon them. And that they can grow into more than just their college major or their occupation or 

their place in society. They are more than their gender, their race, their religion their culture-- 

give them permission to be passionate and colorful and full. Show them that they have an entire 

universe inside of each of them. That they have gifts to bring to the world. And that these gifts 

can help heal the world.” 
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We inhale together, our souls connected on a level I’ve never felt before. The Force 

smiles. I smile too. “I will.” I say, almost whispering. The Force closes its eyes now, and in a 

radiant rush of air, it’s gone. I look out at the world below me. I can hear the birds again. I can 

smell the trees. I look down at the campus. I smile, and walk down the mountain.  

 

 

 

 


