

Even when the water in the river is faced with roadblocks such as large rocks or rock piles it always finds a way to get around them and continue to flow down the river.


















We are looking at the view outside of my Fox hall dorm on the 9th floor. What we are looking at is my own internal conflict. In the photo, you see the city lights of downtown Lowell something that represents opportunity and success to me coming from a city like Boston.  Also, in the photo I added the window screen representing the bars that are locking me in like in a prison cell. They are stopping me from my success. 

They are able to lock me in because I am uncertain and confused.  My major is computer engineering but I don't know if that is who I am, I am not sure what is that feeling you are supposed to have when you are doing the thing you love. I am afraid I am making a mistake which stops me from giving my major my all and stops me from reaching the lights of my success. That is what this photo it to me.







Sometimes times feels a little out of reach



Bourgeois Hall at sunset reflects where I would be at that time. This is where I live, study, and do homework.

The Playground- Located directly across from Olney Hall, appears desolate as it hardly gets any use, and is the first and last thing I see on campus everyday on my commute.





Walking over the Merrimack River Bridge offers great value due to the amazing view it offers along the way. Walking from east campus where dorms are located, to classes on north campus forces you to cross this bridge. Starting my walk from east, stressed as always for class, I arrive at this long, unforgiving bridge. As I start to walk across, I look down at the water and realize, stress isn’t worth the negative energy it bears. Stress is irrelevant weight that we as humans carry on our shoulders. The river serves as a sign to me, to let my emotions flow, just as it does. After this beautiful view, and realization, I then head to class, excited and ready to learn, taking each day one by one. This newly built bridge, is generous enough to share this beautiful view with those willing to cross it. Catching this view at sunset was the only way to actually signify what I meant by emotions. The sun starts to fade off as the darkness comes in. Relating this darkness to stress serves a purpose because the river flows no matter what, light or dark. I would love to find out more on this bridge as well as the river because I only know so little. Hopefully over time, I will be fortunate enough to obtain knowledge on the following.





To escape the perplexing madness of northcampus I head down to south campus. After the crazy city scape, I get some respite at a serene country landscape while relaxing in the shade.









Football pitch used to be the best place to get myself away from the real world. I haven’t played any match in the last seven months because I had a sprain injury twice. However, looking at a football pitch still makes me smile and happy. The cage in the picture represents injuries that prevent me from playing football.






"Oh no, I'm lost! Wait, never mind I can see fox hall."




This image that I took is of an engraved bronze plaque that I see every morning during my commute to school. It is located in Boston, MA on the Arthur Fielder Footbridge that connects to the Esplanade. It is meaningful to me because having figured out that Arthur Fiedler was leader of the Boston Pops Orchestra, and the "esplanade concerts", connects to my personal life as a musician. Towards the top right of the first image, you can also see a bright exposure which symbolically represents the impact Mr Fielder left in Boston, a bright and influential one. 

This photo was captured around 7 o'clock. This is the only time of day I have no obligations and I like to spend this time by the river. Gazing at it and taking in all its beauty, I feel quite peaceful. I am surrounded by nothing but nature; not having to endure the hectic college life for this small amount of time is rather freeing.




This photo was taken next to Allen Hall over at South Campus. Here I captured: a sunset dipping beneath the horizon, a large green field next to the river, and Sheehy Hall on the right. A triad of things that to me seems to encompass the more appealing aspect of college life. Open spaces where I imagined I could hang out and enjoy life at a slower pace by myself or with friends.




Sheehy Hall is my new home on campus.  There are many spectacular views around here, but this is my favorite.







This is what I see every day out my window I guess I got lucky with this view. The photo I took was ment to be seen as if you were to come and look out my window.From the picture you can see a corner of the building Donahue which I feel that makes the picture look like it’s not just of trees and a river. I feel like the picture speaks for its self just a view from my dorm.







On the bridge I cross each day back and forth from class, I find peace and freedom with the view I come across. My mind is able to calm itself for the time my eyes view the rough rocks, dark water, changing trees and a city far out. When the sun goes down behind the scene it makes for a restful glow. I use this view and time to escape my stress.





Photos of trees with leaves of varying shades and colours from green to red taken on the banks of the Merrimack River.













Ucrossing. The place where all the students come to for Riverhawk attire, get sal’s pizza, go to the solution center to fix their problems, and so much more. But for me, this is where I come to do my homework in peace. At first I use to go to Lydon Library, but I realized that it gets too crowded. The library was intended for students to go when they need a quiet space, however it’s not that anymore. Now it’s more of a place for friends to gather and work on homework out loud. I appreciate of what it’s turned into, however when I need a space for myself, the library is no longer my go to.
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Are we really different?
Every day while walking to class, I find myself stuck in this stream of people on the bridge. My classes are different from these people, but I'm still walking from East Campus to North Campus just like him, taking the same route. I look around, and I find people who are so different from me in terms of race, language, gender. I realise everybody has their own identity, even me. But after class when I'm back in my room and look at the same bridge from my window, I see a stream of students with backpacks going to class with nothing to differentiate them. I start to think are we that different or are we the same person deep down trying their utmost to distinguish themselves from the crowd but when others look at us from far off, we're still the same.
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