
FRESH OUT

Book Four of the Posted Up Series

A Destiny Novel

Denise Garfield



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      FRESH OUT

    

    
      First edition. April 2, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Denise Garfield.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233023552

    

    
    
      Written by Denise Garfield.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Fresh Out (Posted Up, #4)

PART ONE: THE MATH

CHAPTER 1: "ELEVEN DOLLARS AN HOUR"

CHAPTER 2: "CHECK-IN"

CHAPTER 3: "THE COMMUNITY CENTER"

CHAPTER 4: "THE AD"

CHAPTER 5: "KHALIL"

CHAPTER 6: "THE BUDGET"

PART TWO: THE GIRL

CHAPTER 7: "STUDY SESSION"

CHAPTER 8: "THE DRIVE-THRU"

CHAPTER 9: "MS. MERCEDES"

CHAPTER 10: "DARNELL"

CHAPTER 11: "FIRST KISS"

CHAPTER 12: "THE HOTEL"

PART THREE: THE DISCLOSURE

CHAPTER 13: "AISHA'S KITCHEN"

CHAPTER 14: "CHECK-IN 2"

CHAPTER 15: "THE TEST"

CHAPTER 16: "DISCLOSURE"

CHAPTER 17: "DARNELL KNOWS"

CHAPTER 18: "MS. MERCEDES 2"

PART FOUR: THE ANSWER

CHAPTER 19: "THE MATH, REVISITED"

CHAPTER 20: "THE ESSAY"

CHAPTER 21: "FULL DISCLOSURE"

CHAPTER 22: "FRESH OUT"

Sign up for Denise Garfield's Mailing List

About the Author

About the Publisher



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For the ones the system calls rehabilitated. You know what you really are: surviving.

      

    

"The math doesn't lie. The math just doesn't pay enough for the truth."

— Mercedes

"Numbers don't lie."

— Destiny's grandmother
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PART ONE: THE MATH



[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 1: "ELEVEN DOLLARS AN HOUR"
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The alarm goes off at 5:30 and I hate it. I hate the sound and I hate the dark and I hate the specific quality of cold that a studio apartment on Kedzie Avenue has at 5:30 in the morning in November when the radiator works on the same schedule as my parole officer, which is infrequently and without warmth.

I get up anyway. Getting up anyway is the thing I do now. It's the thing I've done every morning for four months since County, since the release, since the plastic bag of my belongings and the bus ride home and the studio apartment that Ms. Mercedes helped me find. The apartment is $675 a month. The apartment has a bathroom where the hot water takes eleven minutes to arrive, which I know because I've counted, because County taught me to count things. In County you count everything — the tiles on the ceiling, the minutes between meals, the days. The counting doesn't stop when you leave. You just count different things.

I count the hot water. Eleven minutes. I shower in four because the water heater is small and selfish and gives you approximately six minutes of hot before it switches to the temperature of regret. I dry off with a towel that Ms. Mercedes bought me from Target. It's purple. She said purple was my color. I didn't argue because you don't argue with Ms. Mercedes about colors or anything else.

The Popeyes uniform is hanging on the back of the bathroom door. Polo shirt, khaki pants, visor. The visor has a stain on the brim that I've washed three times and it won't come out because whatever grease Popeyes uses has bonded with the fabric at a molecular level and become permanent, like a tattoo, like a record.

I put on the uniform. I look at myself in the mirror. The mirror in this apartment is small and honest, which is the worst combination. A mirror should be either big enough to give you the full picture or dishonest enough to make you feel good. This one is neither. It shows me exactly what I am: twenty years old, dark-skinned, braids I did myself last weekend that are already fuzzy at the edges, and the face of a woman wearing a Popeyes uniform at 5:42 in the morning because Popeyes pays eleven dollars an hour and eleven dollars an hour is what she's worth, apparently, according to the market, according to the economy, according to the system that released her from a cage and handed her a visor and said: here. Be free.

Eleven dollars an hour.

I've done the math. I do the math every day because the math is the realest thing in my life, more real than the parole officer, more real than the GED program, more real than the feeling I get sometimes when I'm walking to the bus stop in the dark and the city is quiet and I think: I could disappear. Not die. Just disappear. Become a person nobody's tracking, nobody's monitoring, nobody's checking in on.

The math: $11 an hour. They won't give me full-time — full-time means benefits, and benefits cost money, and Popeyes doesn't want to spend money on a twenty-year-old with a record, so I get twenty-eight hours a week. Twenty-eight hours times eleven dollars is $308 a week. Before taxes. After taxes — and they take taxes, the government takes its piece even from eleven dollars an hour, which is a kind of comedy that Koko would appreciate — after taxes I take home about $263 a week. About $1,050 a month.


Rent: $675.



That leaves $375 for everything else. Hormones: $180 a month, because the clinic on Western does sliding scale but sliding scale still slides to a number that's not zero, and the estradiol and the spironolactone are not optional, they are the architecture of my body, they are the chemical blueprint of who I am, and the blueprint costs $180 a month.

$375 minus $180 equals $195 for everything else.


CTA pass: $75. Because I don't have a car and I'm not going to have a car and the bus is how I get to work and to the GED program and to Ms. Mercedes's apartment and to everywhere, the bus is my vehicle and it costs $75 a month and it arrives when it wants to, which is the CTA's way of reminding you that your time is not valuable.



$195 minus $75 equals $120.


Phone: $45. Prepaid. Because I need a phone and the phone needs minutes and the minutes cost money and the money comes from the $120 that's left.



$120 minus $45 equals $75.

Seventy-five dollars a month for food. For a twenty-year-old woman who weighs 146 pounds and works on her feet at a fast-food restaurant for twenty-eight hours a week. Seventy-five dollars. That's $2.50 a day. That's a bag of rice and some optimism. That's the math.

The math does not math. That's what Koko says when something doesn't add up. The math does not math. I hear her voice in my head saying it and I almost smile because Koko can make anything funny, even the impossible arithmetic of being alive and Black and trans and twenty and on parole in Chicago.

I put on my shoes. I grab my bag. I lock the apartment — three locks, because Ms. Mercedes installed them herself and said "Three locks means three chances for somebody to decide it's not worth the trouble." I walk to the bus stop.

It's still dark. November in Chicago is dark until it decides not to be, and it doesn't decide until you've already given up on the sun. The bus stop is two blocks from my apartment and there's a man standing there already, older, bundled up, not looking at me, which is the best thing a stranger can do at 5:50 in the morning, which is not look at me.

The bus comes. I get on. I sit in the back because I always sit in the back. I arrive last because I always arrive last. That's my thing. Destiny arrives last. It's not a choice — it's a consequence of the bus schedule and the geography of my life and the fact that everything I need is far from everything else.

The ride to Popeyes takes thirty-seven minutes. I count.

* * *
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Popeyes opens at 10 but I'm on the 7 AM prep shift, which means I'm there two hours before the first customer to do the things that make the restaurant possible — the fryers, the biscuits, the sides, the setup. The prep shift is the shift they give to people who can't negotiate, which is people on parole, people with records, people who say "yes" to everything because "yes" is the only word that keeps the job.



My manager's name is Terrence. Terrence is twenty-six and has been at this Popeyes for four years and manages it with the exhausted authority of a man who knows this is not where he's supposed to be but can't figure out where else to go. He calls me "bro" sometimes and then catches himself and says "my bad" and I say "it's fine" because it IS fine, or it's not fine, but the not-fineness of it is so far down the list of things that aren't fine that it doesn't register anymore.

"Destiny, you're on fryers today."

"Okay."

"And biscuits."

"Okay."

"And can you do the sides too? Keyana called out."

"Okay."

Three jobs. One shift. Eleven dollars an hour.

I put on the gloves. I heat the oil. The oil takes eight minutes to reach temperature, which is 350 degrees, which is the temperature at which chicken becomes Popeyes chicken and stops being just chicken. I've learned this. I've learned a lot of things about chicken in four months that I never wanted to know. I know that the spicy is the same recipe as the mild but with cayenne in the breading. I know that the biscuits are frozen and the "freshness" is a lie and the lie tastes good. I know that the drive-thru accounts for sixty percent of revenue and the drive-thru customers are the rudest because the car gives them anonymity and anonymity makes people honest and honesty, in America, often sounds like cruelty.

I work. I fry. I bake. I portion. I wipe. I restock. I work the register when it gets busy. I smile at customers because smiling is part of the job and the job is part of the parole and the parole is part of the system and the system requires me to smile at people who don't smile back.

My name tag says DESTINY. The name is mine. I chose it when I was sixteen and it felt like a promise and now it feels like a statement — neutral, factual. I am Destiny. I work at Popeyes. I make eleven dollars an hour. These are facts.

At 10:30, Terrence gives me my break. Fifteen minutes. I sit in the back by the dumpsters because the break room is too small and too loud and the dumpsters are at least honest about what they are.

I take out my phone. Not the Popeyes phone — I don't have a Popeyes phone, I just mean my regular phone, the prepaid one that costs $45 a month. I have six texts.

Ms. Mercedes: "How's work?" (Sent at 8:14 AM. She's checking. She always checks.)

Koko: "girl I have a SET tonight at the North Star you should come if you're off" (Sent at 9:47 AM. Koko texts in lowercase because she says punctuation is for people who aren't funny enough to be understood without it.)

The GED program coordinator: "Reminder: Class tomorrow at 4 PM."

Three spam messages about car insurance.

I text Ms. Mercedes back: "Good." Because good is the answer. Good is always the answer. Good means I'm alive and employed and not in violation and the math is still impossible but I'm doing it anyway.

I text Koko: "Maybe. What time?"

I put the phone away. I go back to the fryers. The oil is at 350 degrees. The chicken goes in. The timer starts. I count.

* * *
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I get off at 3 PM. Eight hours. Before taxes, that's $88. After taxes, that's approximately $75. Seventy-five dollars for eight hours of standing, frying, smiling, and being called "bro" by a manager who means well.

I take the bus home. Thirty-seven minutes. I change out of the uniform. I eat a bowl of rice with hot sauce because that's what's in the kitchen and the kitchen is small and the rice is cheap and the hot sauce is the most exciting thing in my life right now, culinarily speaking.

I sit at my kitchen table. The kitchen table is actually a folding table that Ms. Mercedes found at a thrift store on Pulaski. It wobbles. Everything in my life wobbles — the table, the budget, the future.

I open my GED workbook. Tomorrow is class. The class is at Lakeside Community Center on the West Side, which is forty minutes by bus from my apartment, which is forty minutes from Popeyes, which means my life is a triangle of buses and the triangle takes two hours a day just in transit and the transit is the tax on being poor and living far from everything.

I study. Math first because math is easy. Not because I'm smart — I don't know if I'm smart — but because math has rules and the rules don't change and the numbers do what they're supposed to do and in a life where nothing does what it's supposed to do, math is a comfort. X equals what x equals. The answer doesn't depend on your record or your gender or your parole officer's mood. The answer is just the answer.

I study for an hour. Then I close the book. Then I sit at the folding table in my studio apartment on Kedzie Avenue and I look at the wall and I think about the math of my life — the $1,050 a month and the $675 rent and the $180 hormones and the $75 CTA and the $45 phone and the $75 for food and the negative $75 that I come up short every single month.

Negative $75. Every month I am $75 more in debt to being alive than being alive pays me.

The math does not math.

I sit with that. I sit with it the way you sit with weather — not fighting it, not fixing it, just being in it. The math is the weather of my life. Cold. Constant. Not going anywhere.

I wash my bowl. I brush my teeth. I set the alarm for 5:30. I get in bed. The bed is a mattress on the floor because bed frames cost money and money is $75 short.

I close my eyes. Tomorrow: Popeyes, then class, then bus, then home, then rice, then study, then sleep, then 5:30, then again.

This is my life. Fresh out. Four months free. And freedom costs $1,175 a month and pays $1,050 and the difference is the distance between surviving and drowning and I'm in the water and I'm swimming and the shore is somewhere but I can't see it yet.

I fall asleep counting.
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CHAPTER 2: "CHECK-IN"
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The West Side parole center is on Madison Avenue in a building that used to be something else — a bank, maybe, or a clinic, something with a purpose that mattered — and now it's the place where the state keeps its appointment with the people it released but didn't let go. The building has the particular architecture of government: beige walls, fluorescent lights, plastic chairs bolted to the floor because even the furniture is on lockdown.

I sign in at the front desk. The woman at the desk — fifty-something, glasses, nails that are too long for a government job — looks at my ID, looks at her computer, looks at me.

"Destiny?"

"Yes ma'am."

"Officer Reyes. Room 4. She's running about ten minutes behind."

Ten minutes. In the parole center, ten minutes is nothing. I've waited two hours in this building before, sat in the plastic chair that doesn't move and watched the clock that does, slowly, with the specific cruelty of time that knows you can't leave.

I sit. The waiting room has seven other people in it. I don't look at them and they don't look at me because looking at each other in the parole center is an intimacy nobody wants. We're all here for the same reason: we did something, or the system said we did something, and now we sit in plastic chairs and wait for someone to tell us we're allowed to keep being free.

There's a poster on the wall. RESOURCES FOR REENTRY. It lists phone numbers for job programs, housing assistance, mental health services. I've called three of the numbers. One was disconnected. One put me on a waitlist that hasn't called back. One connected me to a woman who asked if I had a felony and when I said yes she said "We can't help you" with the practiced sympathy of someone who says that sentence forty times a day.

Resources for reentry. The poster is a lie bolted to a wall above a chair that's bolted to a floor in a building where freedom is a thing they measure in increments and monitor with clipboards.

"Destiny? She's ready."

* * *
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Officer Reyes's office is small and orderly and has one window that looks out at the parking lot. On her desk: a computer, a clipboard, a picture frame facing away from me (family, probably — kids, maybe), and a coffee mug that says WORLD'S BEST MOM in the font of a woman who was given this mug by someone who loves her and she brought it to work because even parole officers need reminders that they're human.

Reyes is Latina. Mid-forties. Hair pulled back tight. Not cruel. I need you to understand that — she's not cruel. She's not the villain of this story. She's a woman doing a job and the job is to monitor me and the monitoring is impersonal in the way that systems are impersonal. She doesn't hate me. She doesn't care about me. I'm a file. I'm a set of conditions. I'm a check-in.

"Have a seat, Destiny."

I sit. The chair in her office is not bolted to the floor. Small mercy.

She opens my file. I know what's in it. I know because I've imagined it, piece by piece, the paper trail of my life assembled by people who don't know me into a narrative that defines me: Destiny. Age 20. Black. Transgender female. Conviction: solicitation. Sentence: time served (90 days, Cook County). Parole conditions: employment required, substance abuse screening, curfew 10 PM, no contact with known offenders, regular check-ins with assigned officer.

"How are you doing, Destiny?"

"I'm good."

"Good" again. "Good" is the word I use in this office because "good" is the word that gets me out of this office. The truth is more complicated but the truth is not what parole officers want. They want compliance. Compliance sounds like "good."

"Are you still employed at the Popeyes on Pulaski?"

"Yes ma'am."

"How many hours a week?"

"Twenty-eight."

She writes it down. Twenty-eight. The number that means they won't give me full-time. The number that means I'm employed enough to satisfy the conditions of my parole but not employed enough to satisfy the conditions of my survival. She doesn't write that part down.

"Are you attending any programs?"

"GED program at Lakeside Community Center. Three days a week."

"Good." She writes it down. "How's that going?"

"It's going well. I'm taking the practice tests. My math scores are strong."

"That's great." She says "great" with the specific enthusiasm of a person checking boxes. Not because she doesn't care. Because caring takes energy and energy is finite and she has thirty-seven other files on her desk and each one is a person who is sitting across from her saying "good" and hoping to leave.

"Have you had contact with any known offenders?"

The question. The question that is asked every time and that I answer the same way every time and that is a lie every time.

Known offenders. The system's phrase. It means: have you been around people who have records? Have you been in the company of people the state has marked as criminal? Have you maintained contact with the community that IS your community, the people who love you, the women who held you, the family that isn't blood but is the only family that didn't leave?

Ms. Mercedes has a record. Solicitation, twice. Dismissed once, pled out once.

Koko has a record. Disorderly conduct. Dismissed.

Valentina's record is complicated — immigration-related, Texas, a story I don't fully know.

Even Mona — quiet, philosophical Mona in her corner with her blanket and her coffee — has a record. Something from the 90s that she doesn't talk about.

"No ma'am."

"No contact with anyone from your previous —" She pauses, choosing the word. "— social environment?"

"No."

The lie sits in my mouth like a stone. Smooth. Practiced. I've been lying to authority since before I had the word for it. Since before County, since before the arrest, since the first time a teacher asked if I was okay and I said yes because yes was safer than the truth.

"Good." She writes it down. "Any substance use?"

"No ma'am."

"We'll do a test today. Standard."

Standard. They test me every visit. Urine test in a bathroom with a lock that doesn't work and a cup that's too small and the specific humiliation of proving your sobriety to a government employee while standing in a fluorescent-lit bathroom that smells like bleach and someone else's anxiety.

I go to the bathroom. I do the test. I bring the cup back. I sit down.

"Curfew compliance — we haven't had any flags. You're checking in with the system?"

"Yes ma'am." The ankle monitor that isn't an ankle monitor — it's an app on my phone. GPS tracking. I have to be home by 10 PM every night and the app knows where I am and the app reports to Reyes and Reyes reports to the state and the state keeps its ledger of my freedom and the ledger says: she was home by 10. She was where she's supposed to be. She is compliant.

Compliant. The word of my parole. The word that means: she does what we tell her. She goes where we say. She stays when we say stay. She moves when we say move. She is a woman-shaped set of conditions and the conditions are being met and therefore she is free.

"Any changes in your living situation?"

"No. Same apartment. Kedzie."

"Anyone else living there?"

"No. Just me."

"Housing stable?"

"Yes."

Housing stable. My apartment is $675 a month and I make $1,050 a month after taxes and the math leaves me $75 short and the shortfall is growing and I've been covering it with the money Ms. Mercedes gave me when I moved in — $500 in an envelope with "Emergency" written on the front in Mercedes's handwriting — and the emergency fund is down to $200 and it's November and the heating bill is coming and "housing stable" is a phrase that means something different to the person saying it than to the person asking.

"Okay." Reyes closes the file. Looks at me. For a moment — just a moment — she looks at me not as a file but as a person. Twenty years old. Sitting in a plastic chair. Wearing the remnants of a Popeyes uniform because she came straight from work because the parole center closes at 5 and work ends at 3 and the bus takes forty minutes and you can't be late to parole.

"Is there anything you need, Destiny? Any services I can connect you to?"

She's asking because she's supposed to ask. Because the system has a line item for this question, a box to check that says "offered resources." But she's also asking because she's a woman in her forties with a WORLD'S BEST MOM coffee mug and maybe, underneath the clipboard and the file and the fluorescent lights, she sees me. A little.

"No ma'am. I'm good."

Good. Always good.

"Alright. See you in two weeks."

I stand. I walk to the door. I stop.

"Officer Reyes?"

"Yes?"

I was going to ask something. I was going to ask about the housing voucher program that the poster in the waiting room mentions, the one that might help with the $675, the one that might close the gap between what I earn and what being alive costs. But asking means admitting that I'm struggling, and admitting I'm struggling means the file gets a note, and the note gets reviewed, and the review becomes a conversation about whether my "stability" is actually stable, and the conversation becomes a threat.

The system doesn't help you. It monitors you. And if the monitoring reveals that you need help, the system doesn't provide help — it provides more monitoring.

"Never mind," I say. "Have a good day."

"You too, Destiny."

I walk out. Past the waiting room with the plastic chairs and the poster and the seven people who don't look at me. Past the front desk with the woman and her long nails. Through the door and out into Madison Avenue where the air is cold and the bus is coming and the freedom is the specific kind of freedom that comes with a curfew and a drug test and a GPS app on your phone and a file in an office in a building that used to be something else.

I get on the bus. I sit in the back. I text Ms. Mercedes: "Check-in done. All good."

She texts back: "Good."

Good. The word that holds everything together and means almost nothing.

The bus takes me home. I count the stops. Fourteen.
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CHAPTER 3: "THE COMMUNITY CENTER"
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Lakeside Community Center is a one-story building on Pulaski that has been a community center, a church, a daycare, a polling station, and — according to the faded mural on the east wall — a "beacon of hope since 1987." The mural shows hands of different colors reaching toward a sun. The sun is missing a piece because someone threw a rock at it in 2019, according to Mr. Bernard, and the funding to repair the mural never came because funding for things like murals doesn't exist when the building needs a new roof and the roof is more important than art, which is always the calculation, which is always wrong.

The GED classroom is Room 3, down the hall past the bathrooms and the drinking fountain that makes a sound like a small animal dying. Room 3 has: six folding tables arranged in a U-shape, a whiteboard, a window that overlooks the parking lot, a poster of Frederick Douglass that says "Once you learn to read, you will be forever free" which is the kind of sentence that sounds true until you have a criminal record and then it sounds like something a person without a criminal record would say.

Mr. Bernard is the teacher. He's fifty-something, Black, wears bowties every day — not clip-ons, the kind you tie yourself, which is a skill and a commitment and a statement that says "I take this seriously." He wears glasses that sit on the end of his nose and he teaches with the specific patience of a man who believes that every person in this room can pass the GED and has organized his entire professional life around that belief.

"Good afternoon, everyone. Let's get started."

There are six of us today. Me. A woman named Patricia who's forty-five and lost her factory job and needs the GED to apply for the office positions that require it. A man named Rodney who's twenty-three and just quiet, always quiet, sits in the corner and does the work without speaking. A woman named Tanya who's thirty-one and talks about her kids constantly and does her homework in the car while waiting for pickup. A man named James who's fifty-one and says he's doing this for his grandkids, so they'll see that it's never too late, which makes Patricia cry every time he says it.

And Aisha.

Aisha sits at the table closest to the door. She has a backpack — real backpack, not a tote, not a purse, a BACKPACK, the kind that college students carry, which is the kind of bag you carry when you're signaling to the world that you're going somewhere, that this is temporary, that the GED classroom is a step and not a destination.

She's twenty-two. She has natural hair — short, shaped, the kind of haircut that says she goes to a real barber and not the kitchen of a cousin who watches YouTube tutorials. She wears glasses — round, wire-frame — and behind the glasses her eyes are dark and focused and they move across the workbook like she's reading something important, which she is, because everything is important when you're trying to build a life from the ground up.

I noticed her the first day. Not in the way I notice things now — carefully, guardedly, the post-County way where noticing is an assessment of threat — but in the other way. The way you notice someone who looks like they're carrying something heavy and making it look light. The way you notice someone who's trying.

We haven't spoken much. Three weeks of class and we've exchanged: "Can I borrow a pencil?" (her to me, week one), "Is this seat taken?" (me to her, week two), and "Do you want to share the calculator?" (her to me, week three). We're orbiting each other in the specific slow motion of two people who are both too cautious to move first.

Today, Mr. Bernard is doing math review. Which means today is my day. Math is the thing I'm good at. Not because anyone taught me — my grandmother, who raised me, finished eighth grade and thought algebra was something the government invented to confuse Black people — but because math MAKES SENSE. In a life where nothing makes sense, math is the language of sense. Two plus two is four. Always. Everywhere. In County, in the community center, in the Popeyes, in the parole office. Two plus two is four and the answer doesn't depend on whether the person asking has a badge.

"Destiny, can you walk us through this one?" Mr. Bernard is at the whiteboard. The problem is: A store marks up a $45 item by 30%. What is the sale price?

I stand up. I go to the board. I pick up the marker.

"$45 times 0.30 is $13.50. Add that to $45. The price is $58.50."

"Perfect. Can you show us the setup?"

I write it on the board. The numbers are neat because I write neatly — County taught me neatness the way it teaches everything, through the removal of options. When you have nothing, you take care of what you have. A neat number is a cared-for number.

"Great work, Destiny." Mr. Bernard does this thing where he says your name after the praise, like he's attaching the accomplishment to you personally, making sure you can't deflect it. Great work, DESTINY. Not great work generally. Great work specifically. You did this. You.

I sit down. Aisha is looking at me. Not staring — looking. There's a difference. Staring is what people do when they're figuring you out. Looking is what people do when they've already figured out something and they want to see more.

"You're really good at math," she says. Quiet. Just to me.

"Thanks."

"I'm terrible at it. Like, aggressively terrible. Like, math has a restraining order against me."

I almost laugh. Almost. The almost is significant because I don't laugh easily anymore. Before County, I laughed at everything — Ms. Mercedes used to say I laughed at things that weren't funny, which was true, which was youth, which was the sound
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