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A Lesson Bathed in Blue

Blue has been teaching me a lot of hard lessons lately. Blue stares at me from my hamper
scolding me for chores undone, I keep giving myself a pass because commuting and school are
hard. Well I’'m not much better at those either, I spent the first two weeks of school getting on the
yellow train and being confused why it would take me to Newport and not Hoboken. Finally I
realized that the small colored dots next to the trains name tells me which line follows the
Newport Line and which follows the Hoboken line. Of course Hoboken is blue. A blue Citi bike
nearly runs me over on my second day. Teaching me that regardless of what the crosswalk says I
should exercise more caution when crossing the road. Cyanotypes were yet another lesson bathed
in blue that life forced down my throat. My cyanotype was really bad. I wasn't happy with the
objects found while searching in the park. I didn’t let the paper sit in the sun for long enough,
and the vibrant blue resembled more of a sad blue hospital night gown. To make matters worse, I
held it under the water for too long hoping that the color just hadn't developed yet. My cyanotype
was a mess with parts or the product pooling and creating swirls of heinous water damage. A
kind and optimistic individual would call it a pale blue sky dotted with clouds. My pessimistic
self could only see it as abject failure. I couldn't help but compare my sad attempt to my
classmates, many of theirs turned out so beautiful with crisp defined edges far from my three
misshapen blobs. I felt inadequate and like a fool for walking over 30 minutes and carrying

roughly half a gallon of water and three large disposable chafers through the streets of NYC.
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Getting home from class presented just as much of not more issues as my cyanotype. When we
finally got to go home I separated from my class, choosing instead to go straight to the 14th
Street Station rather than trying to go all the way back to the school. I am dazed and disoriented
trying to exit onto the street. I don’t dare use my phone for fear of my battery dropping lower, for
it had been reduced to a fraction of what it once was from stumbling around central park using
our flashlights to guide us over glacier rock. Once I finally make it onto the street I am forced to
use my phone or risk going the complete wrong direction. A blue emblem swallows up the clock
on my phone . It tells me google maps is working. Right now I want it to disappear as it only
means more wasted battery. Before entering the path I stop to charge my phone and update my
parents. It's not even 5 minutes before I’m asked to leave. After all, it is a bar and I have no
interest in drinking, only going home. A blue Coors neon sign glows taunting me. I enter the
station and pay the turnstiles but it is only when I see the blue glow from the track across the way
that I have not only missed my train but am on the wrong side of the track. This realization
leaves me with two options: either take the train to 33rd Street and wait for it to turn into a train
for Hoboken or I could exit pay again and wait for the next train to Hoboken. Either way I have
officially missed the 10:00 train heading for Hawthorn as there are no more Path trains that will
make it in time. I decide to just wait, my legs have been screaming at me for the past hour and
I’m ready to give in. I sit down on the train and strap in for a very boring ride. I feel like I'm
drowning in an ocean but the water isn't blue. No water is blue. It's murky and brown like the
Hudson I'm traveling under. Besides, I'm sick of blue. I'm sick of its never ending lessons. I have
nothing to distract myself from how late and how exhausted I am. After all, my phone battery is
equally exhausted so I sit waiting for twenty minutes. I try to hold onto the hope of charging it

once I get to Hoboken Station. Pulling in I realize I have missed the 10:00 train by 3 minutes and
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I have to wait for the 10:55 train. I try calling my parents and ask if they would pick me up at
Waldwick so I don't have to wait but each sigh I hear over the receiver only serves to make me
feel guilty and drain little of what's left from my battery. I hang up, resolving to just wait it out
and search for an outlet for which I can charge my phone. I scour the whole train station only to
come back empty handed. There are no outlets with all of the fixtures on the walls under lock
and key or unusable. Ask both the help center and the remaining workers for any sort of
assistance and there is nothing they can offer, not even a word of encouragement for me to cling
to. I check my track number and shut off my phone completely trying to preserve what power I
have left as that phone is quite literally my ticket home. As I stare at the empty train yet to open
its doors I finally start to cry. I mumble to myself “35 more minutes and you can go home” then
“it's okay it's okay Anika 30 more minutes and you can go home”. I feel alone. When you sneeze
on a Path Train no one blesses you. You are just another body in those blue seats. I miss my
friends, their faces and voices replaced by blue text bubbles. Finally the doors open and I'm
greeted with a blue starched uniform. I take my seat. The train ride is long and agonizing but |
prepare haikus for a class I have tomorrow afternoon so the boredom isn't quite as unbearable as
the Path station. I arrive at Hawthorn and walk to my car. I'm finally driving towards home and
none other than a blue car pulls right out in front of me slams on their brakes. At this point I
finally let loose and expressed a bit of my own colorful language. However in the end it doesn't
do anything at the light they turn right and I turn left I pull into my driveway and the rest is a blur
of showers, pajamas, and toothpaste my lesson only ending once I hit the sheets. Blue is a color
of construction and frustration, teaching me valuable lessons that now guide my path. At times
blue is an agitating force which tests my patience at times even causing emotional distress. My

trek home was a lot like my cyanotype, ugly and painful to go through at times with some of the
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struggle being accentuated by my own mistakes. Luckily much like my cyanotypes I get another
try. I'm able to learn from my mistakes and plan ahead accordingly rather than letting that blue

swallow me whole.



