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Hope That BlossomsBy 
Eliza Arnold

As spring comes

Cherry blossom trees bloom

Into beautiful colors of  pink and white

These are signs.

In Darfur, children as young as four

Don’t come home anymore.

We all pray for an end

Every year cherry blossom trees bloom.

U.S. soldier lose their lives

Leaving their legacy behind

Blossoms bloom on trees

Leaving signs of  hope to troops overseas.

Every year,

Blossoms conquer trees

Leaving peace and tranquility.
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By 
Phyllis Mazik Finding Wisdom

When I was a young adult, the quality I most wished to acquire was 
wisdom or an understanding of  life. I was willing to strive for this 
goal. I practically memorized Erich Fromm’s “The Art of  Loving” 
and had read almost every psychology, philosophy and self-help 
book in the library. I studied various religions. Music and nature 
spoke to me. Yet, I remained ignorant. It would take the passage of  
time and some elementary mathematics for me to  
obtain this elusive attribute.

Back then, people had problems. I thought I had problems.  
Gradually problems were not called problems anymore, they were 
called issues. Today they are known as challenges.

I have some advice for young people. If  things are bothering you, 
maybe it is better that you don’t get in touch with your inner self. 
Your inner self  might not be such a happy place to be. Go and do 
something. Accomplish something, anything. Keep track of  what 
you are doing and write it down and check off “done” as you finish. 
It might be changing the oil in the car or taking a walk you have 
been putting off. It does not have to be rocket science, but as you feel 
better about the outward things that you do, the inner you may feel 
better too. Being helpful to others is one of  the best tonics on earth.  
And have an adventure or two.

Now, you are probably wondering if  I am wasting your time as I did 
not tell you how I received wisdom. Now, I know that I have wisdom 
and I found it through time and math.

I started having a feeling of  wisdom based on my experience when I 
approached my sixties. You see, I did the math and figured out that 
most of  my life was already behind me. If  I was going to be truly 
happy I had better get to it. More than ten years later, I treasure 
every day and I am thankful for my blessings.

This may sound very corny, but what I say to you is true. Years ago 
is like yesterday and life is like the blink of  an eye.
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By
John Hartman Middle Distance Runner

Alain Fremont, in full running garb, found himself  with a great abundance of  time to think, 
having just now, at this very moment, stepped on some manner of  pressure-release landmine.

“Fuck,” thought Alain. He ruminated.

At the age of  six, Alain Fremont rode an elevator for the first time. As soon as the thick steel doors 
closed shut, he began to scream, lasting a full minute before fainting.

At nine, he taught himself  to swim during a family fishing trip in the “Anse de l’Argent Faux.” 
Blacking out as soon as he realized the boat had gone further out than the depth at which he 

could stand in the water, and return to shore walking. Shortly after, 
Alain regained consciousness, leapt from the bow, and swam the 
entire quarter-mile back to land, “doggie paddling.”

And, at twelve, Alain and his parents travelled to Finland to meet 
with a “crack team of  the four, finest, Finnish psychoanalysts,” as 
no doctor in all of  France had even the slightest notion of  what was 
wrong, let alone,what to do.

After a two-week observation period, he was diagnosed with a rare, 
and fairly specific, form of  claustrophobia. There had only been 
one other documented case who had died soon after finding herself  
locked out, on the roof  of  an eleven-story building. This condition 
caused him to believe he would die a most excruciatingly painful 
death, if  he was ever in a position where he believed he could not 
leave at a moment’s notice.

Of  course, this diagnosis was made only after the short flight from 
Paris to Helsinki, during which, Alain became hysterical and started 
running toward the front of  the plane, shouting gibberish, and 
causing more than a small panic. It was an awkward scene: many 
passengers believed Alain to be a “Child terrorist! Waging jihad!” 
As one startled man, phrased it. Most of  the passengers began 
squirming around in their seats, for the “Fasten Seatbelt” light was 
still on and they were unsure whether this qualified as an exception 
to the rule. Stranger was the one American on board. A god fearing 
woman from a small town in Mississippi. 

A town which had excommunicated a white high school student for 
having purchased a copy of  the “Rosetta Stone” for Arabic–who 
had arrived at the conclusion that Alain was speaking in tongues 
and delivering the immaculate word of  her god, thereby proceeding 
to follow his example, resulting in his becoming the first nine-year 
old to be restrained, and handcuffed by a French Air Marshal.

He was thoroughly sedated for the return flight.

Over the years, Alain Fremont tried almost every relevant drug and 
therapy. Everything from benzodiazepines to antidepressants, and 
when all conventional treatment failed, marijuana to cocaine, not 
ever seeing any actual benefit. He was homeschooled due to a fear 
of  “undesirable situations.” And, in the following years, he almost 
never left his home.

But, at twenty-two, Alain, finding himself  to be in poor shape, took 

up running. He would later describe that first run as the single most 
transcendent experience of  his life. Cross-country, the miracle that 
was long distance running, was the first thing that provided him with 
real therapeutic gains. As he ran, his sense of  fear would dissipate.

It had started as a mile a day, quickly doubling. Then doubling 
again. And again. And again. And…

To make the running less monotonous, Alain started learning about 
the long and rich history of  his country, as he ran wherever he liked. 
He loved his running. It kept him in fantastic shape, and, “After all,” 
he would sometimes think to himself,“France is a beautiful country.” 
Soon enough, he was able to ride the occasional elevator without 
any reaction. Save a mild sweat.

Alain had eventually plateaued at twenty-five miles a day, finding 
that any more would make keeping up with work, family, and 
what-have-you near impossible. Most people cringed when he told 
them this, surmising that they were about to be made a captive 
audience to a lecture on how the grass looked greener and the sun 
shined brighter, and everything in life was just so much better with 
daily exercise and a gluten-free diet! But, Alain had never been 
one to preach, even though he personally found the presumed 
lecture to be half-true. The gluten-free diet had provoked “digestive 
complications.” Even so, he cherished the few conversations he did 
have with those who shared his enthusiasm, as most did not.

Five minutes ago, Alain Fremont had thought to himself  while 
jogging along the French Mediterranean coast near the town of  
Antibes, about how pleased he was with the direction in which his 
life was heading, and hadn’t this area played some small role in 
WWII? and how perfect it would be to simply forget about work 
and bills and family and small enclosed spaces that offered no means 
of  exit or freedom–and just keep running forever…

Alain knew that if  he moved his foot the mine would go off and he 
would likely die. However, he also knew with even greater certainty 
if  he could not move from the spot where he now stood, this too 
would kill him. And, possibly in a more horrific manner than any 
kind of  old, miraculously overlooked, WWII mine could.

Alain Fremont let out a short series of  sound best described as 
almost resembling the word “escalator” and fainted.
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Depth Of The OceanBy 
Sana Akbar

It is the crimson hue of  the sky that I see...

Salty breeze and the dampness of  sand under my feet...

Soaring waves remind me of  desires in my heart that used to be...

Depth of  the ocean relates to me...

The sea bed holds the treasures that were once lost...

My heart holds the secrets of  the pains and their  costs...

Like those letters in wine bottles that were once tossed...

My heart bears on it a similar story embossed... 

Too many expectations it has, untamed, rebellious and some naive 
and clean...

Closely they resemble the moods of  the sea, rough and rigid yet 
tranquil and serene...

Yet the ocean waits quietly for the perfect exploration...

And so does my heart for its owner’s observation...
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By 
Michela Piazza Last Time I Saw My Mother

Her poor heart was so tired and battered to need a spare part. 
“Angina Pectoris” was the name of  her illness: an elegant name, 
almost noble, for something able to wake her up at night leaving her 
breathless because of  the pain. She wasn’t too old, (she was 79), but 
her body was deeply marked by a life of  hard work and the birth 
of  five children. Unfortunately, she was one of  those women who 
put everything on themselves, and who didn’t find the time to love 
and take care of  themselves when it was time. A few years earlier, 
she had a surgery of  the urinary tract, an operation that she faced 
just because she wasn’t able to walk anymore because the pain. She 
had a great fear of  this surgery, but also this time, she did not have 
a choice. This heart crisis during the night were becoming more 
frequent and painful, and she could no longer postpone it. 

The day after Easter of  2010, my two sisters, Pucci and Sabrina, 
and I accompanied her to the hospital in Parma. Parma, a city close 
where we lived, was a place she loved. It, indeed, seemed familiar to 
her, and gave her a sense of  security because always, both at home 
and in her restaurant, she made use of  the distinctive products of  
that city: the famous Parmesan cheese and the delicious Prosciutto. 
In the car, she sat in the front seat, alongside Sabrina, who was 
driving. Pucci and I were seated in the back, and during the whole 
trip, we clung to the front seats to stay closer to her, to permit her to 
hear what we said and not to miss a single word of  hers. I remember 
that there wasn’t a minute of  silence in all the trip: chatter, laughter 
and maybe even a song. It was like being in a field of  cicadas in the 
summer. We really loved those moments. When we were together, 
we called ourselves “The little platoon,” because together we had 
the sensation to be stronger, we gave force to each other, we felt 
bound by a particular link, we enjoyed excluding the male part of  
the family.

Our conflicted relationship with the male universe was certainly 
a common element among us. My mother, after a life spent with 
a psychopathic man, my father, cultivated the secret desire to live 
without him. We three “girls”, because of  a so bad relationship with 
the most important male figure, we got married to the least suitable 
men that we could meet, and then divorced them. We were born 
with 10-year intervals; Pucci now is 67, I am 57, and Sabrina is 47. 
We are different in many aspects and very close in others. Pucci is 
very smart but completely impractical, with an artistic sensibility, 
tough, and lightweight (she is very thin) She reminds me of  those 
white pieces of  wood processed from the sea that we sometimes 
find on the beach. She is a very independent woman, who does not 
open herself  to all; she is generous and works like a mule. Sabrina 
is the youngest; she is small, petite, strong, aggressive, but also 

sensitive, sweet and affectionate. Even though she is aging, she 

has not lost a certain childlike charm. Among us, she is that one 
who studied less, so she is ashamed about that, she believes that she 
is a bit stupid, and considers us smarter than her. What about me? 
Like my sisters, I have an inner strength that has allowed me to face 
rather hard moments. I am committed to the maximum at work, I 
am proud and fearless, and very instinctive. In my life, I often did 
crucial choices following the strength of  my emotions, without to 
consider if  they were the most appropriate or the most favorable 
ones. I’ve had a very confrontational relationship with my parents 
since my teen years, and I left their house when I was 17. They were 
bad teachers for me; they were a kind of  example to do not emulate. 
So I always felt the need to defend myself  to them and to hide my 
emotions and my most inner feelings behind a mask of  cynical 
detachment.

The relationship between each of  us to our mother was very 
different as well. Pucci felt almost like a sister because there were 
only 16 years between them. My mom confided to her as to a friend. 
Pucci knows every detail of  the troubled relationship between my 
parents and the hardest moments that my mother had to face also 
from an economic viewpoint. Sabrina was very affectionate with 
my mother, and their relationship was mostly physical: full of  hugs, 
kisses, and caresses. Sabrina lived the “golden age” of  the family life, 
when there was more money, and she enjoyed more chances than 
the other siblings. For me, my mother was a negative role model. 
Indeed, she was an example not to follow and a model of  a woman 
from which to get away. I’ve never understood how an intelligent 
person like her could stay and accept the psychological and physical 
violence by a man like my father. This is why I have always tried to 
be different from her, and I didn’t allow to her to get close to me, or 
to open my heart to her. I didn’t hate her, and in some cases, I could 
understand the reasons for her behavior, but I’ve never forgiven 
her for involving my siblings and me in a story of  familial violence, 
suffering, and pain.

When we arrived at the hospital, we accompanied her through the 
long corridors of  the new Department of  Cardiology and to her 
bed. I brought her small suitcase, which seemed strangely lighter 
than the one that usually people carry on the travels. Her room was 
large and bright, and the place was nice and warm. She shared it 
with three other patients, everyone in the room was whispering. I 
could read on my mother’s face worry and disorientation, so, before 
we helped her to undress and put on her pajamas, we accompanied 
her on a panoramic tour of  the Department. My mother was lame, 
and she walked very slowly. My sisters gave her their arms. I walked 
alongside them. We showed her where the bathroom, the nurse’s 
office, the reading room with television were, and then we went 
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Continued
back to her bed. While Pucci managed with the documents for the admission, Sabrina helped 
her to undress and wear her pajamas. In the meantime, I placed her things in the cabinet and on 
the bedside table. I can still remember her lingerie’s smell: a particular smell, a bit pungent, an 
unforgettable smell. T-shirts, underwear, white socks, a woolen cape that belonged to her mother, 
slippers, soap, toothpaste, Venus cream, a tortoiseshell comb, a hairbrush, tissues, a book, a 
magazine, photos of  her children. They were few things; those she needed to stay only one week 
in the hospital. Meanwhile, Sabrina was able to socialize with the patient of  the bed closest to 
her and, in a few minutes, the two women were telling each other about their respective diseases. 
Fortunately, there weren’t too serious cases in the room, but there were just patients waiting for 
almost routine surgery as bypass or heart valve replacements. We worried the mood in the hospital 

could be demoralizing for her, however, the emotional climate of  
the room was sufficiently serene, calming. Even the jovial, typical 
way to speaking of  the Parmesan nurses and their energy helped 
to reassure the patients. I remember my mother’s face: it was a bit 
pale, but she was glad that we were there with her, and she tried, 
successfully, to deal with the situation. Poor woman, she had been 
through such difficult moments in her life, and now she had to face 
an open-heart surgery as well!

Sabrina and Pucci sat on her bed and laughed: Sabrina often 
took her face between her minute hands and covered it with small 
childlike kisses. Pucci was holding Mom’s arm under her arm, and 
the fingers of  their hands were clasped tightly. I envied the ease 
they accessed to her body, and the intimacy made of  kisses, hugs 
and soft scrubs that existed among them. Their love for her was 
evident and palpable. It wasn’t the same for me. I was a prisoner of  
the mask that I built up since my teen years: the face of  a hard and 
cynical person, allergic to tenderness. This was a defensive attitude 
that I created to avoid being wounded; it was a way to screen my 
feelings and my more sensitive side. All my life I always kept a 
certain distance (physical as well) with my mother, to emphasize 
our differences, and to satisfy my need to feel different from her. 
I wanted to be different from a mother who was so submissive, so 
good, so willing victim and accomplice in the same time of  my 
father’s cruelty. She so little loved herself; she was the icon of  the 
kind of  woman I’ve always tried to fight. I couldn’t forgive her 
for choosing to stay with that horrible man and forcing her five 
children to suffer his violence and his viciousness. Not kissing her, 
not hugging her, not cuddling her was my way to repeat to myself: 
“You have to be different! Her compassion caused her just pain and 
sadness. Be tough! Being effusive makes you more vulnerable. Hide 
your sweetness! She loved more that crazy man than you: punish 
her!” I know, my feelings and my behavior would seem unusual and 
crazy, but this is the only way I found to face my sorrow. I’m sure 
she would have appreciated my kisses very much, but she, as time 
went by, was able to accept my gruff love as well.

Among chatter and giggles, the time when the relatives had to leave 
the hospital came: we had to say goodbye and leave her alone. The 
next day she would have the surgery, and we would meet her with 
the cured heart. We were all visibly excited, but we did not cry at 
that moment. Sabrina and Pucci hugged and kissed her, and they 
said just funny things. I was the last one to tell her goodbye. I walked 
over to the bed where she was lying, I stretched out an arm and with 
my hand messed up those short, thick, silver-colored hairs, looking 
into her eyes and I said: “Be good, behave yourself  well and allow 
me to be proud of  you.” This is a recommendation that generally 

parents say to their children (and not vice versa). It is a somewhat 
distant and authoritative way to encourage them to give their 
best in challenging situations. At that moment, I felt my mother 
as the weaker and in need between us, and with that gesture and 
those words I was trying, in my way, to give her some strength and 
confidence. In my inner language that meant: “Do not be afraid, 
I’m sure everything will be fine, I’m proud of  you.” I know, that was 
the right moment for a big, long and warm hug, but I wasn’t able to 
do it. She said, “Bye Michelotta.” “Michelotta” was a funny, warm 
and affectionate way to change my name. Only she called me in this 
way, sometimes, when she wanted to show to be closer to me. After 
this, I turned my back, and I caught up with my sisters in the wide 
corridor of  the hospital.

I never saw her again. During the night after the surgery, she 
had massive internal bleeding, and the doctors had to re-operate 
her. She was hospitalized in the Department of  Intensive Care 
Medicine, and put on a ventilator. She was kept in vigil coma. She 
had all kinds of  health complications: an infection that blocked the 
kidneys, an electrical storm in the brain, and the collapse of  a lung. 
She remained in a coma for a month. 

My sisters went to visit her every day, waiting for their shift of  
visit with the relatives of  other patients who were sleeping in that 
big silent room full of  strange equipment. Just one of  the two 
could enter for only five minutes. I did never go with them. I was 
sad about her situation but in a different way. I couldn’t integrate 
my sober, introverted grief  with their dramatically expressed 
desperation. I was uncomfortable with all their tears. I couldn’t 
share those moments and emotions with them. I would like to go 
there alone, without any witnesses of  my sorrow, but I couldn’t ask 
that of  my sisters. Maybe they loved her more than me because 
they suffered more intensively, so they had more right to go there. 
Their pain linked them more always, and I was not able to insert 
myself  among them. I waited for them to come back to ask about 
her conditions, but I didn’t accompany them even once. My mother 
never recovered awareness, and it seemed she didn’t suffer in that 
strange world, where she lived in a dimension between life and 
death. After her death, I let my sisters take care of  everything: 
relationships with physicians, documents, funeral. I replaced them 
in the workplace, in our restaurant. This was another good excuse to 
not to confront them about the last things to do for her. 

Since then, the emotional distance between my sisters and me grew 
to the point that we almost didn’t speak more. Each of  us was in 
our own house (in the same building) alone with her grief. I never 
expressed the word “mother” in their presence. We have 
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Continued

never talked about her. The feelings my sisters lived through this 
experience connected them to each other still more and I, indeed, 
was no longer able to have the same relationship with them as 
we had when my mother was still alive. The “Little Platoon” was 
finished, dead. After a while, because of  that intolerable pall of  
gloom that descended on us, I decided to leave from there, taking 
the physical distance from my odd family. I changed continents, and 
I came here, to America.

I often think of  my mother, almost every day. In spite of  the fact 
that I wanted to be different from her, each passing day I resemble 
her more and more; that is a trick of  fate! There are even times 
when I feel “I am her,” to walk like her, to have expressions equal to 
hers, and to say things using the same tone. I often cook recipes that 
I learned from her. Sometimes I get scared for this identification; 
it is a bit disturbing. I don’t miss her because she stopped to be my 
reference point many years ago, but I’m sorry she is not anymore 
with us. I wish that she had good and serene time after my father 
passed away, instead, sadly, she died, and that bad man lived 
longer. I think my mother wasn’t upset with me because I didn’t go 
beyond that white door, to see her transfixed by dozens of  tubes, 
and motionless in that hospital bed. I think her, as usual, would 
understand and respect the way I lived our relationship in the last 
moment as well: in a remote, introvert mode. I think she appreciated 
the consistency and the sincerity of  my feelings, or at least I hope 
so. I won’t be able to say this thing to my sisters, but she is closer 
to me now than before. Indeed, it is enough to close my eyes, and 
I remember the last time we were together, when I caressed with 
my fingers her short, thick, silver-colored hair and she called me 
“Michelotta” for the last time.
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By 
Rebecca Kriewald Mirror on the Wall

How did it come to this? Slunk down on the bathroom floor like a 
crumpled forgotten doll, drenched in blood, sweat and tears. She 
lay there motionless waiting for the sound of  salvation, that little 
click on the door handle whenever he ran away from her out of  
sheer disgust for what he had done. Was this love? Is love supposed 
to feel like happiness drowning in fear? The fear of  not being good 
enough, the fear of  displeasing the monster that lurked within the 
man she thought she loved, the man she thought she knew. That 
was what her life had been reduced to, a constant state of  fear that 
never ended. Even 
when she closed her 
eyes at night, she still 
feared she would see 
him in her dreams.

All she ever wanted 
was to feel beautiful but as she stood to get up and look at herself  
in the mirror she thought is this beauty? Blood soaked noses and 
purple ringed eyes framing a pale fragile porcelain face. Wet curly 
hair cascading down her chest to hide the bruises she must have 
deserved for being so hideous. How had it come to this? 

She tried to pinpoint the exact time when her marriage fell apart 
and all that she could think of  was the day she lost the baby. She 
would never forget that day. That was everything changed. That was 
when the monster emerged disguised as the man she loved. 

He had come home from work stressed about messing something 
up. She hated when he talked about his work; she never understood 
what he meant. He had gotten mad when she made a puzzled face 
at him, because she couldn’t understand what he was talking about, 
it set him off. He threw his beer bottle at her and it sailed through 
the air like a hail Mary pass. She had just enough time to get out of  

the way before it smashed the wall next to her, shattering into pieces 
just as she ran to the bathroom for safety and tried to shut the door 
in time but she was too late.

He was in front her, arm cocked ready to swing. She ducked just as 
his arm had collided with the mirror next to her. She tried to crawl 
away but he was too strong. He flung her into the wall  and she 
slipped down the wall with the grace of  a falling angel. She would 
always remember the feeling of  being an utter failure that day. All 

he asked her was 
one thing and she 
couldn’t even give 
him that. She had 
the lost the baby 
because of  the force 
of  impact of  her 

hitting the wall and she could never get it back. 

I deserve this, she whispered to herself  as she stared at her reflection 
in the cracked and fragmented mirror.

“You and I are the same, old friend.” She chuckled at the mirror, 
“We are fragments of  what we once were and all that is left of  our 
broken selves.” She often talked to the mirror in moments like this. 
It made her feel less alone and less scared. If  she had no one else 
to talk to, at least she had her reflection and the mirror who was 
broken just as she was. She turned away from herself  and walked 
into the darkness of  the other room that so eloquently mimicked the 
darkness that was buried inside her that no one would ever see. As 
she crawled into the bed she thought, maybe one day I will be loved 
and beautiful but for now the darkness will cover me and take me 
away from here if  only for a couple hours.

“Mirror on the wall, here we are again 
Through my rise and fall,You’ve been my only friend”
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By: Crystal Candito
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By 
Majelique Lewis The Poem That I Hate

In complete anger with this guy

I don’t know if  it’s his suits or those ugly eyes

This guy’s eyes are a pitfall

Then he has a nerve to say he will build a wall?

Does he know anything at all?

He says he hates illegals while his hair- do

That should be illegal

And his views about the people are miscued

Seems like he has an issue with immigrants

But his wife is an immigrant?

His face is twisted, old and needs Botox

Just like his views

I hope his family is proud

How can anybody be proud his eyebrows are long and pink

Someone needs to milk that cow

To be clear I wanted to say coward his wig that he wears is something

That not even Benjamin Franklin would be proud of

His money may bring him power

But we know what he is lacking in his insecurities

Nothing about him spells purity

Nothing about him spells security

This guy’s suits are a rarity and his hair he needs to give it charity his

Face is so ugly if  they put it on trial for murder and lost he would be

Retried for double jeopardy

This guy’s face is funny like a cartoon

But so disfigured they wouldn’t show it on Disney

Yeah if  you didn’t know I’m voting for Hillary

Yeah take that because you stink like a skunk

If  this guy wins we all be trumped
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By 
Santia Rene God’s Plan

The fresh scent of  dirt and rain clung to the early November air. 
The gates to Sweet Meadows Cemetery had been swung half  way 
open, barely wide enough for a grown man to walk through.

Sweet Meadows Cemetery was nearly empty at six in the morning, 
except for the sexton and a petite woman, Jane, kneeling in the 
middle of  the cemetery. She kneeled before a gravestone that hid 
her fragile body. Her fingers lingered on the words engraved in 
the stone, tracing them, memorizing them. She wore a huge black 
jacket that covered her from the neck down, flooding her in her 
clothes. Tears rolled down her plain face and unto the white daisies 
on the ground.

This was a place where her nightmares were held, yet she never 
seemed able to escape them. The nightmares came alive long after 
she awoke, blending reality and the dream world together. She had 
spent all her time coming and going from this site, she knew exactly 
what every grave in the row she sat at read, yet she couldn’t seem to 
stop herself  from coming back.

As tears rolled down her eyes, fingers whispering on the gravel, she 
almost didn’t hear the sound of  soft footsteps on the grass behind 
her. Sniffing, she turned around to greet the sexton, only to find 
that it wasn’t the sexton. Instead of  the sexton, she found herself  
looking up at the curly red-haired, green eyes, Caucasian girl she 
had deemed dead to her years before.

The newly arrival guess stood shifting from one leg to another,  
trying to wrap the piercing red scarf  tightly around her neck to  
protect herself  from the chill. After, she adjusted her matching 
polished leather red purse up her left arm. Rolling her shoulders 
back, she looked away from Jane and started to fuss with the red 
rose bouquet that she held in her arms.

It took a second for Jane to comprehend what was going on and 
what she was seeing. As if  a train of  emotions had hit her, all the 
built up rage came flying back. “This is all your fault. How could 
you even show your face here today?”

Sighing, the girl stoked one of  the rose petals, not sure what she 
had expected. She knew that there would not be any warm feelings 
between the two of  them. She did not expect to be welcomed with 
open arms, but at least with a simple hello.

“I understand that you’re upset, and I really am sorry, but 

there’s nothing I could have done.” She repeated the same words 
she had chanted over and over to Jane years ago.

Jumping to her feet the look of  lost and useless left Jane’s eyes, now 
replaced with the fire of  rage and years of  suppressed  
emotions.“You could have been there. You could have done your 
job. You could have done so many things.”

“I was there. And even if  you were, there was nothing any of  us 
could have done. This was God’s doing.” The girl took a step back 
and gazed down at the gravestone in front of  her.

Closing and opening her fist as she stands on the front of  her feet, 
ready to draw blood, Jane looked anything but fragile.“Don’t you 
dare mention God to me. You can take your God and go fuck 
yourself. If  God had watched, none of  this would have happened. 
Do you think we would be here today? Look at that.” She pointed 
down at the stone.

When the girl refused to look Jane’s voice became a frantic shrill. 
“No. Look at that. Do you think your careless, cruel God had this 
in store for a reason? This is your God’s plan? What the fuck is this 
shit.”

“It’ll be okay. I understand that you are upset. This is normal, but 
you’ll get through it. It’ll be okay. I’ll be here for you. Just don’t turn 
your back on God. He’ll help you through it.” The girl pleaded with 
Jane, as she reached out to an outraged Jane, as a zoo-keeper would 
with a lion.

“Shut up. I do not want to hear about your God.” Jane slapped the 
reaching fingers away from her.

 How dare this girl try to reach out as if  they were good friends. 
How dare she bring out God’s name, as if  they hang out with each 
other often.

“I don’t care what the police said. I know it was your fault. I know 
you did this. If  you had done what I had paid you to do, if  you had 
done your job, maybe he would be here today.”

“I know you still blame me, but it has been two years. It might be 
time to let go. It’s time to move on. You can’t let the pass hold on to 
you. I was affected by what happened as well, but I let go.” The girl 
kneeled down and set the red roses on the ground next to the white 
daisies, her well manicured red fingernails brushing the white petals.
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“Don’t you dare tell me to let go. Don’t you dare tell me that you 
feel  a fraction of  what I did. You have no idea what I feel.” This girl 
dares to show up at the gravesite on the second anniversary and tell 
her to let go. She dares to compare her own emotions to Jane’s.

“Please. I am sorry, but will you never forgive me? You have to  
forgive me. God wants you to forgive me. I have to be able to take 
part in communion this Sunday.” The girl stood up on her red 
pumps.

“You can lose someone you love. You can burn in hell.” Jane  lifted 
up her black combat boots and kicked the neatly placed red roses.

“I did love him. That’s what you don’t understand. I loved him like 
he was my own. I loved him enough to actually be there for him 
when no one else was. I loved him enough to not blame anyone for 
what happened. I loved him more than you probably did” A flash of  
anger rose through her eyes quickly before disappearing.

 The girl had heard that the Jane had lost weight and fallen into 
depression, but she could have never imagine that it would be this 
bad. Her former employer was nothing like she remembered. She 
remember Jane being fierce and feared by all.

Jane had not shed a single tear as she signed the divorce papers to 
her ex-husband. She had kept her head high and ignored all gossips 
from the media and her own friends. It was Jane who had made it to 
the top. She wanted to be exactly like Jane, from the second she met 
her when she was 18.

She also remember how ballistic Jane had gone that night her son 
died. Jane had attacked her and knocked out the three front upper 
teeth. Of  course, they had now been replaced.

“You bitch. You think you loved him enough to spend time with 
him, while I worked to pay you for all those time you spent with 
him. Don’t you dare judge me. He was mine. You may have spent 
time looking after him, but the only reason I wasn’t there was 
because I couldn’t be there. He was never yours.”

Jane lifted her hand, and before the girl could see what was coming, 
the crack of  Jane’s palm connecting to flesh rang through the  
cemetery, echoing from stone to stone.

“I was not judging you,” The girl took a step back, away from Jane, 
as she held her cheek with both hands.  

“Maybe this was God’s plan?”

“Of  course you’re not judging me. I lost my whole world.” The 
ghost of  the fragile woman flashed through Jane’s face, before being 
replaced with rage once more. “I lost my world while you got drunk 
on my liquor and ignored his needs. I lost everything that day, and 
you can stand there and talk to me about God? You were tipping 
a bottle of  Jack Daniels back while he laid still in the room next to 
you. Now you stand there and tell me that this was God’s plan?”

“Jane. He died from Sudden Infant Death Syndrome. This was 
God’s plan.” The girl mumbled.

Memories came flying back as she took three steps forward, coming 
a breath away from the girl. “God’s plan did not involve for me to 
come home and find you passed out on my couch, while he was icy 
cold and blue. You weren’t even with him at the time. You didn’t 
even know he was dead. How could you say you cared for my son, 
if  you weren’t even doing what you were being paid to do. If  the 
coroner hadn’t determined it a natural death, an accident, you’ be 
joining your God.”

Jane turned around, allowing her coat to fly out behind her as she 
marched away, squashing the red roses under her feet. Head held 
high, there was only the slight stain on her cheeks to indicate that 
this was the fragile woman who had wandered in earlier. Passing the 
sexton without a single acknowledgment, she threw open the gates 
and as they parted, she walked out if  the cemetery.

Letting out a deep sigh she had not known she was holding, the 
girl in the red scarf  sniffed, as tears rolled down her face. Left there 
picking up the red flowers, she bowed her head, silently sobbing, 
disappointed that she had not been forgiven and could not par take 
in communion that weekend.

Continued
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by 
Toni Livingston Induction Ceremony

Norwalk Community College’s Phi Theta Kappa chapter held its 
induction ceremony for new members on Nov. 13 at 6 p.m. in the 
PepsiCo Theater.

The International Honour Society, which has 1300 chapters and 
nearly 3 million members worldwide, serves to recognize and 
encourage the academic achievement of  two-year college students. 
Full and part time students with a GPA of  3.5 or higher are  
recruited by invite to join the society.

“The Induction Ceremony welcomes our newest members who 
accepted membership for the Fall 2015 semester…it’s been going 
on since this chapter was chartered in the 1980’s,” said Steve Glazer, 
advisor of  NCC’s Alpha Iota Nu chapter. Mariem Tolba, a 25 year 
old Accounting student, cited PTK’s prestige as her main 
 reason for joining.

“My friend told me about [PTK] and that they picked the best of  
the best…that is why I joined because I wanted to be one of  the 
best,” said Tolba.

The induction ceremony is integral to building up the morale of  
new members, according to Glazer.

“I think it’s a good way to have students be recognized for their 
accomplishments and to just to give them the opportunity to feel 
proud about the work that they will continue to do at NCC,” said 
Glazer.

The ceremony was attended by inductees and their loved ones, 
PTK personnel and NCC faculty such as President David Levinson, 
Vanessa Morest, Interim Dean of  Academic Affairs, Linda Legters, 
professor of  English and also Calvin McFadden, the new Dean of  
Students, who gave a speech.

McFadden congratulated the new inductees on their hard work and 
encouraged older members to continue their academic success. The 
testimonials that the current PTK officers gave was a highlight of  
the ceremony, according to McFadden.

“I loved the fact that the current officers each got up and said what 
PTK meant to them and how it affected their lives…hearing those 
personal testimonies was key…it showed that we have students who 
go above and beyond the call of  duty, are in involved in various 
activities, but also take their work seriously,” said McFadden.

-Testimony of  1 or 2 Officers-
Fernando Alves, the president of  PTK said that officer involvement 
in the ceremony was “crucial.”

“I mean we are the ones getting it done, without our involvement 
you can’t have a ceremony,” said Alves. Madeleine Barnes, a 21 year 
old inductee, thought the officer involvement helped to establish a 
sense of  belonging.

“It makes you get to know the officers who are all students as well. 
You see that these are also people trying really hard and they want 
to be here, so it makes you feel like you’re a part of  the group 
already,” said Barnes.

The PTK officers not only spoke at the ceremony, but also helped to 
organize it over a period of  weeks, according to Glazer.

Pamela Orr, a 33 year old Human Services major and PTK’s Five 
Star officer, was the primary organizer of  the event.

“As a five star officer, I need to make sure that the ceremony is  
organized so I make the labels for inductees…I contact guest 
speakers, I organize which officers speak and I constantly update the 
attendee list,” said Orr.

Orr also agreed that the officer testimonials were the highlight of  
the induction ceremony and said that the accounts of  past officers 
pushed her to join PTK.

“All of  the [current officers] said that they don’t regret joining... It 
is a full time job I’m telling you, but what you experience in PTK 
is something that everybody should experience for at least a year in 
their college life,” said Orr.

Barnes spoke about wanting to be a part of  this experience.

“Obviously [PTK] looks good to a school, and the scholarships are 
good but I guess I wanted to get more involved…I wanted to do 
something more with my time,” said Barnes.

The scholarships and service activities that PTK offers were  
discussed in the ceremony and inductees also participated in bond-
ing exercises, according to Barnes.

“I thought it was cool,”  she said.
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By: Shawn Higgins



By  
Misty Lamy 

Gonzales

Hooligan. 
I can’t be a hooligan.

I need to be 
better. 

What am I ever going 
to succeed at?
I can’t be that 
successful, 
independent 
woman 
That mom and 
dad want me 
to be,
If I continue 
to do the bare 

minimum;
Getting D’s just to 

get by, 
Not taking chances 

in fear of falling.
…Maybe I’m just too 

stuck on my past to 
Think in the now and

Too concerned with the 
future to appreciate 
What I have and what I’ve 
done; 
Never enough, 
Not at all enough. 
No amount of effort I put 

in will take away 
The time I’ve wasted 

away.
…And that is how 

I go from 
Not holding a door

To me 
Not amounting to anything.

When 
I start to think, I get a 

little…
C a r r i e d a w a y

For instance;
I didn’t see this 

man 
behind 

me, 
So I didn’t

Hold. 
The. 

Door. 
It happens, 
but…
What if he 

mistook it as 
ignorance? 

I wonder if he’s 
talking about me…

To his beautiful wife; 
hair perfectly quaffed  
About how that girl with 
the baggy clothes

Blacker than the RI around her eyes NGS,
Or the tattoos 
That disgrace her skin… 

That didn’t have the common curtesy
To hold a door. 

I hear them talking in my head;
“She looked disgraceful.”
“Like a hooligan.”

…Do I look like a hooligan? 
People will never take me 
seriously;
I probably look like a 
no good
Lazy

ANXIETY
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By
Natalie Accardi

April Shower Bring 
May Flowers

I used to think

The best of  them.

Despite the groves impressed

On my skin

After their outburst of  frustration.

I’ve come to know

The discomfort of

Their presence

Like too tight clothes

Or mispronouncing the title

Of  your own presentation.

I was starving

For its fulfillment

Yet I

Always

Got

Food

Poisoning

And after each recovery

After each groan smothered

Beneath my blanket

After each jarring bout

Of  agony.

I stumbled to my door

Flung it open

And waited

For blossoms to grow

In my stomach
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My Trip To Senegal
By 

Capriska Ondo 
Thomas

When a few things go wrong, take a moment to be thankful for the 
many more things that are still going right. I was born and raised in 
a country named Gabon, located in the heart of  Africa. Growing 
up, my mother was a nurse and owned multiple businesses through-
out the country. My father was a military man and he traveled a lot. 
My parents always made sure that my siblings and I never needed 
anything, we owned a nice house in the city with multiple cars. After 
I turned the age of  twelve, a couple of  my siblings and I were sent 
to the United States to further our education. Growing up sort of  
spoiled, got in the way of  me appreciating little things. A few years 
after I moved to the U.S., my parents sent me to Senegal during 
summertime to spend a month with my younger sister who lived 
there all alone. After I returned to the U.S. I was grateful that I had 
gone to that country, it made me look at life from a different angle, 
and I was never the same again.

I arrived at Léopold Sédar Senghor International Airport, which 
is an international airport serving Dakar, the capital of  Senegal, 
at exactly 3:45 pm. It was a Wednesday and I was annoyed by the 
eight hour flight. I remember wearing a very warm sweater due to 
the temperature inside the airplane. When I first stepped out of  the 
plane it was as if  I had opened an oven to check on a cake; the heat 
and humidity hit me with a great force, that at this point on I was 
ready to come back home. After getting my luggage I saw my sister 
and we drove to her apartment. On our way home, I noticed that 
the streets were filled with children begging. These children caused 
traffic because they would stand in front of  cars to beg for money. 
I remember asking my sister what was going on, and she told me 
that it was that way every day in the streets of  Dakar. We arrived 
home and I slept in for a few days because I was jet lagged. One 
day meanwhile my sister was attending summer school, I decided to 
walk to the local farmer’s market all alone to buy some groceries in 
order to surprise her with a Senegalese dish. On my way to the mar-
ket I saw a great amount of  anorexic children rushing towards me 
to beg for money. I didn’t want to help because I thought they were 
just trying to scam me and also I was wondering where their parents 
were, therefore I walked away. The next day my sister explained 
to me that these children were mainly abandoned at young age by 
their parents and now live in the streets under the protection of  
medicinal doctors (voodoo priests). Knowing that I was always given 
everything by my parents, it was hurtful to see all these kids begging 
to satisfy their hunger.

A few days later my sister decided to take me to a famous slavery 
museum named the ‘House of  Slaves’. This museum is a memorial 
to the Atlantic slave trade on

Gorée Island. After an hour my sister received an emergency phone 
call asking her to rush back to work. She explained to me that in 
order to get back home I have to stop a cab in front of  the museum 
and give them the address of  the apartment. I told her not to worry 
about me because I could find my way back home and that if  I get 
lost I could ask around. When I was done with my museum tour I 
walked to the main road to catch a cab, after a few minutes I was 
finally able to get one. Inside the cab there were the driver, one 
passenger in the front and two sitting in the back. I gave the driver 
my address and on our way I started noticing that the ride was 
way longer than when I rode to the museum with my sister. I was 
panicking but I stayed calm because I didn’t want to show them that 
I was afraid. 

After about an hour we stopped at a house in the middle of  
nowhere, all I could see were trees and the house. I panicked and 
started yelling “I want to go home,” they told me that I can scream 
all I want but no one will ever be able to hear me. They locked me 
in a room with no windows, the only open area was covered with an 
air conditioner. They left the room and asked me to be undressed by 
the time they came back to the room. They took my cell phone, my 
bag and; everything that could be useful to escaping was removed 
from the room. I was so afraid, they came back to the room I was 
still dressed, one of  them stabbed me on the back of  my hand with 
a table knife. From that point on I knew this was real, I quickly 
undressed and gave them all my clothes and jewelry. They left the 
room and I heard them discussing what they were going to do to 
me, one of  them said he wants to rape me before they can sell me. 
The other three refused because they said the guy they wanted to 
sell me to would notice and also it would bring my value down. 30 
minutes later they came back to the room and told me that they had 
many more girls to get and that they will back. They said I could try 
escaping as much as I want but there is no way out. After they left 
I started thinking of  ways to get out, I tried breaking the door and 
it did not work, I tried pushing the air conditioner out of  the wall 
but I wasn’t strong enough. Hopeless after all of  my failed attempts, 
I started crying and screaming for help nonstop. About twenty 
minutes later I heard the sweetest little voice responding “who’s 
there?” I peeked by the air conditioner hole and saw four children 
beggars and said to myself  “thank you god”. They asked me what 
was wrong and I explained them what happened. They told me 
that I was very lucky because I was in the middle of  nowhere and 
they were actually trying to get out of  the country and that they 
had been walking for hours. Two of  the children went to look for 
help, while the other two came in the house and helped me out. The 
police came but weren’t able to arrest the four guys because they
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Continued

drove off after noticing the police cars. The police told me that these 
men kidnap women to then sell them to become prostitutes. They 
had been looking for them for years but they keep escaping. When 
my sister picked me up at the police station she was traumatized, as 
was I. They gave me some clothes to wear and took care of  the cut 
in the back of  my hand. My sister and I never promised to tell our 
parents about what happened.

This whole experience opened my eyes to a lot of  things, like never 
to take anything for granted. A lot of  people are rude when being 
asked for money because, they don’t realize that these people are hu-
man beings going through tough times. I could have never guessed 
that a child beggar would ever be able to save my life especially not 
in a situation like this. What struck to me the most is that regardless 
of  the lack of  possessions that these children have they still keep a 
smile on their faces. Before leaving for the states I decided to think 
of  ways to give back to these children. My sister and some of  the 
tourists visiting at the time decided to conduct a food and clothing 
drive. We were able to feed and clothe a lot of  these children.   

Mahatma Gandhi once said, “Be the change you want to see in the 
world”, that’s why now I take every chance I get to make a differ-
ence. I finally have come to realization that the world does revolve 
around me, and if  I were to die tomorrow at least I’ll be remem-
bered as a caring individual. From now on, no matter what situation 
I am in, I am always thankful for what I have because I know that 
others go through worse than me.
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Dismiss ThisBy 
Julian Gordon

Life, they say, is what you make it.

Don’t fake it, forsake it and try to take it.

Because you can’t blow the breath and truly make it.

The only man that can, owns this body, your body, 
this entire land 
don’t bury your face in the sand, 
pull the trigger and ruin God’s plan.

Look at what’s happening all around,

It’s not just us, people is being gun down.

We felt the beginning in New York, the Sonoma, Haiti 
of  what’s to come.

But people here too will have to run.

Don’t spend your final days with your mind in a maze.

Because, Thy father will dismiss this.

If  you are riding with the enemy 
you will lose, be abused, and quickly confused 
so in the greatness of  thine Excellency 
my God has overthrown those who rose up against thee 
but again I must say unto you.

Thy father will dismiss this 
I am a poet 
and as you can see it’s true 
so I have been given a message from Him to you 
He ask, 
will you be in the race 
to face what I face to see what I see to be who I be,

God is He 
and He plead unto you once again.

Can you stand the confusion when the confusion comes?

Can you run with your children when it’s time to run?

Can you bleed the blood that Jesus bled for you?

Can you stand the beatings Satan will give unto you?

But just in case you have missed it,

My god will come 
to dismiss 
this.
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AnonymousBy 
Nayera Nagaty

hey came to take her two days after  everything had happened. Four bearded men in stained white 
thawbs broke down the door; two of  them entered the house while the others went to search the 
back. They found a pile of  condensed dirt next to a T.V covered with dust, a broken crib and a rusty 
red wagon filled with children’s books.

She was found in her room, kneeling with her forehead down on the floor, praying. The two men 
kicked her over, grabbed a fistful of  hair that forced her hijab to fall back, revealing her dark choco-
late hair with premature white hairs spread out amongst the rest.

They dragged her outside to an old pickup truck, a white 89 extend-
ed Toyota cab with faded red blotches everywhere. They often drove 
through town in it, rounding up people like cattle. As they covered 
her head with a black sack, she started to pray before she felt one of  
them slap her. “Stupid woman. He will not save you now.” She did 
not shed a tear she; suffered in silence.

She couldn’t tell where they were taking her; all she knew was that 
it was somewhere far. She could feel the transition from the smooth 
feeling of  the concrete to an uneven, bumpy dirt road. The back of  
the truck smelled of  smoke, stale sweat and rusty metal. She could 
feel a film of  dirt on her callused hands, and the air didn’t smell 
clean anymore. She could hear the tires burying the gravel deeper 
inside the dirt, the breaking of  small branches, and the occasional 
splash of  a mud puddle.

She began to reminisce about the times she spent with her father 
back home. She had lived in a small village; her house was a small 
hut built with mud and cement blocks. There was small window in 
the living room; she would place her prayer rug beside her father’s 
five times a day. There wasn’t much to do in her village but pray and 
play games.

Her home was surrounded by a mixture of  rough  
pavement, dirt roads and broken down cars. Her favorite game 
to play was the trust game; she and her father would take turns 
blindfolding each other, while the other one lead the way. The game 
always began with “Do you trust me?”

She could almost hear her endless giggles and feel the cotton of  her 
father’s thawb as she clasped it tightly in  
attempt to maneuver outside. They had played the game so often; 
she learned how to feel her surroundings; knowing the difference 
between road and dirt, between rocks and pebbles, between mud 
and water.

Her thoughts were interrupted by one of  the men: “Haga, would 
you like some water? Maybe a piece of  bread?” His voice sounded 
young, kind and warm. He must have been a fresh recruit, because 
the others would’ve died before asking about her needs. They  
brainwashed innocent boys and turned them into bearded monsters. 
The thought of  it made the deepest pits of  her stomach turn.

She thought about monsters, about the stories she had been told as 
a child. They typically hid under beds, lurked around darkness and 
liked to eat misbehaved children in the middle of  the night. The 
older she got, the more she realized that monsters weren’t confined 
to stories because she had married one.

A few years ago, her family had lost everything to the bearded men. 
They claimed the village hadn’t shown enough respect for Allah 
and had become too “lenient.” As punishment, they raided houses 
taking anything of  value; they bombed other villages, set fire to the 
schools, and closed down cinemas.

Her father’s store had been smoldered by one of  the fires and he 
could no longer afford her. He feared the bearded men would 
take her away, so instead he arranged for her to marry someone 
they knew. She was given to Sayid, a wealthy toy store owner who 
had supplied her father’s game shop. She did not shed a tear; she 
suffered in silence.

Sayid was in his mid-thirties with uncombed hair the  
color of  milk chocolate. He was rather stocky for his height; he 
stood at five foot three with eyes darker than the night, with a freshly 
shaved face. Always carried a red crystal sibha in his pocket with the 
tassel hanging out. He always smelled of  sandalwood incense and 
vodka.

She was sixteen the first time she laid eyes on him; it was on her 
wedding day. They were under a red chiffon cloth with a mirror 
placed on their laps; there was nothing to look at but each other.

“I’m Sayid, we’re going to make each other very happy.”
She began feeling faint, beads of  cold sweat slowly rolling down her 
face and the knot in her throat seemed to be growing as she dug her 
nails into her palm. Sayid reminded her of  the guys who tried to sell 
knock off Barbies for full price.

The Imam began officiating the ceremony, “God’s sacred bond of  
marriage covers both of  you, and each of  you is a reflection of  the 
other. You are bound together for eternity.” With those words her 
life was over.

Later that night, she heard him unzip his pants; the sound of  his 
belt buckle clattering as he tried to remove his pants made her body 
tremble. She turned to face the cold white wall as she waited for 
womanhood to be forced upon her. She looked up at the sky praying 
for it to be over, and five minutes later it was. She did not shed a 
tear; she suffered in silence.

The next day she tried to remember her night with her husband. All 
she could remember was feeling beads of  sweat dripping from his 
forehead onto her face; the sharp 
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pain below her waist as he drunkenly entered her. She could smell 
the sandalwood oozing from his pores and the taste of  wine as his 
tongue forcefully made its way in her mouth.

Sayid wanted a younger girl, one who would carry all ten of  his  
children and would’ve been the perfect candidate. After eight 
months of  trying it, was apparent she would never give him  
children, there was always a miscarriage. She acquired infinite battle

pain below her waist as he drunkenly entered her. She could smell 
the sandalwood oozing from his pores and the taste of  wine as his 
tongue forcefully made its way in her mouth.

Sayid wanted a younger girl, one who would carry all ten of  his  
children and would’ve been the perfect candidate. After eight 
months of  trying it, was apparent she would never give him  
children, there was always a miscarriage. She acquired infinite battle

wounds as a result of  her failures. Her back was mapped in lines of  
scarred tissue; each told a story of  different a mistake. Some of  her 
teeth were missing, result of  over salted food or over cooked meat. 
Her thighs and breasts were black and blue, often times matching 
her face. She did not shed a tear; she suffered in silence.

During the last two years of  their marriage, Sayid had lost his toy 
store to a bombing led by the bearded men. His home became a 
prison; he never left, always drinking and listening to the news. 
His once bare face now fully bearded, his teeth yellowed and hair 
turning grey. One night after too many drinks, Sayid couldn’t tell up 
from down.  “Run me a bath! That’s all you’re good for, if  that.”

She filled his bath with warm water, peppermint oil and some soap; 
he stumbled in, nearly falling over with the newspaper and a glass 
full of  wine in hand. “Get out of  my sight.” Twenty minutes later 
she went to check on him. She stood over his body watching the  
water creep its way to his face, with every inch she was closer to 

being free. She let the water have its way with his life.

She watched his body weakly fight for air, lightly jerking and  
splashing water all over the floor. After some time everything 
stopped, only silence remained. She climbed in the tub, with either 
foot on each side of  his body and moved him so he would be facing 
the edge of  the tub.

As she attempted to pull him out, she slipped on a puddle of  water 
and landed on her tailbone with his upper body drooped over her. 
This was the most pain she had felt in years, more painful than 
leaving her house, more painful than his abuse and more painful 
than her wasted life. This pain was a reminder that this is what her 
life amounted to; this is what she had been reduced to.

She dragged him outside, behind the house. She buried him next to 
the broken crib, the rusty red wagon and a small grave that housed 
all of  her unborn children. She threw his precious TV right next to 
him, alongside his radio.  
With that  she was free.

The truck had driven over a bump that knocked her head against 
the roof; she felt a splash of  cold mud land on her hands. It was 
an instant relief  from the scorching heat. At their destination, the 
young man kindly attempted to lead her out of  the truck but was 
interrupted by one of  the men.

 “YALA!” he yelled. He walked behind her, shoving her with each 
step. They pushed her down to the ground; she landed knees first 
on the dirt. They removed the sack from her head and cut the ties 
around her bloodied wrists. Her eyes opened slowly and there it 
was, a hole deep enough to fit an entire body. The men of  the town 
gathered around the hole with stones in hand. She did not shed a 
tear; she suffered in silence. 
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What Makes You MomBy 
Rochelle Felix

Your smile is warm and loving.

The depth of  your dimples shows the warmth of  your heart 
Every word you say is something of  love.

You make having courage seem effortless.

The strength in you shows how capable you were to raise  
us all alone.

Your will to do anything for your blessings are pure and genuine.

The obstacles you have overcome for us are countless.

And as you age, the more fight there is left in you.

You inspire us to strive and work diligently to better our futures.

Your love, grace and sincerity are unconditional.

There is no one on earth that can take your place.

You are second to God and life would not be the same without you.

Although all your blessings are grown and moved away, you still 
hold the same responsibilities you held when we were nested 
 in your arms.

You wash, you cook, you iron, you shop…You comfort us, and let’s 
not forget, you love.

You do it all for us, not at once, but one at a time.

You have yet to learn the words, “We’ve grown” or “Your job is 
done.”

It’s not your fault, it’s just the way you love.

We may not say it often, but we love you. 

Admire and adore you always.

You are the wind beneath our wings, our strength and zeal to live.

Despite your warm heartedness towards us, you never settle for less 
from any of  us.

You never take no for an answer, and you made raising us your duty.

Obeying and respecting your rules were one of  your top priorities.

We are grateful to have such force to be reckoned with.

You are strong, you are loving and you are the anchor to our vessel.
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By
Allison McDonald If The Shoe Fits

I can see the lights, we’re almost at the ball! My sister Lefty and I are so excited, I think the girl is 
too, the way she keeps tapping her feet on the carriage floor. What was her name again? Cindertella? 
Cinderbella? Oh well, I’ll just call her Cindy. Wait- why are we stopping? Are we- WE’RE HERE! 
We can hear the music already! So many beautiful girls around, dressed to  
impress the prince. All those huge gowns made from the best silk…And look at the shoes!  
Nothing as great as me and my sister of  course, but I must say I’m impressed. Now, seeing as my 
twin and I are glass slippers (The Glass Slippers, actually) it has been our lifelong dream to dance at a 
ball like this. We love dancing! We were made for it, literally.

The Next Day

I’ve lost track of  how many dirty, fat, ugly, boney, stinky feet that they 
have tried to force me on today. EWWW! I need a shower! You see, 
yesterday the prince had this simply wonderful idea. They would take 
me to every dishonest girl in the kingdom, and see if  I would fit on 
their feet. Well this is obviously not working because Lefty and I were 
made for Cindy and Cindy only! Every house we go to I wish will all 
my might that it will be hers. I’m EXHAUSTED! But does anyone 
care about Righty’s feelings? NO! The carriage is stopping again. It 
means we are at the next house. Although I wouldn’t know for sure 
since I’m stuck in the box! It’s kind of  comfy though…At least the 
pillow I’m lying on is velvet. 

Someone, I’m assuming the butler, knocks on the door, which is 
quickly answered. A woman speaks.

“Hello sir… and Your Highness! What a pleasant surprise!”

Pfft, yeah right, you’ve probably been waiting all day for this chance. 

“Please, please do come in.”

The voice sounds older… and evil?

I don’t know what it is but I don’t like the sound of  this lady. We enter 
and the door shuts behind us. Is it just me or is it colder in here than 
outside? 

“You remember my daughters Anastasia and Drizella?”

There is a rustle of  skirts as they go to curtsy, followed by some 
giggling.

“Err, yes. How do you do?”

HA! He has no idea because he only has eyes for Cindy! The butler 
clears his throat.

“Surely, Madame, you know why we’re here.”

The evil lady’s reply is smug.

“Yes, I have heard about this shoe, and I am confident that one of  my 
daughters will fit it.”

Well, unless one of  your daughters is Cindy, you’re going to be 
disappointed.

The lid is lifted off the box, I can see! The butler picks me up gently 
and I can see the girls… if  those girls are Cindy, then I’m a beach san-
dal. Prince, wake up! How could you think that one of  those, those 
things, could be Cindy? The evil lady snaps her fingers.

The huge wooden doors are opened and we walk inside. Whoa, 
this place is huge! This guy must be loaded! Speaking of  the guy, is 
that him? Pfft, who does he think he is prancing around in a crown- 
HOLY CRAP! HE’S A PRINCE! Cindy, what are you waiting for, 
ask him for a dance! Oh wait…never mind here he comes! The 
prince is striding towards us, ignoring the flock of  girls trying to get 
his attention. Nice move Cindy, let him come to you. I mean please, 
how could he resist dancing with a girl that has shoes like us? Cindy 
accepts his outstretched hand. Oh so this is dancing. Wow, what a 
rush! So many steps and twirls, swaying perfectly in time with the 
music…Ok that clock is getting annoying. Could you tone down 
your chiming please? We’re trying to dance he- Cindy, why are we 
stopping? Cindy? Ci-WHERE ARE WE GOING? Lefty and I look 
at each other in horror. We realized that Cindy starts running and we 
are so pissed!

No, no, NO! Stop this RIGHT NOW! WE DO. NOT. RUN. We are 
glass slippers, not some peasant’s sneakers! Seriously Cindy, I can’t 
stay on much long-AHHHH! I’m flying? I’m flying! FLY- 
falling? I’m FALLING AHH! “NOOOOO, RIGHTY!!!” I hear 
my twin Lefty call to me as I fall to the hard ground. Urghh! That is 
going to scratch! Is that Cindy? Why is she still running? Did  
she- SHE LEFT? How could she leave me? My sister and I are THE 
glass slippers, the best of  the best and she LEFT ME? Why not my 
sister instead?

“Wait! Please wait!”

Is that the prince?

Hello! Down here! Forget about her, HELP ME! Help me get back to 
my sister and Cindy!

“What’s this?” he asks softly.

He’s seen me, I’m saved! He’s picking me up; I’ve never been up so 
high! At least now I can get a good look at his face, and what a face! 
Hello handsome! Great looks and great taste in shoes? My god, he 
looks like Channing Tatum! I’m in love! Screw you, Cindy! He’s my 
Prince now!

“You can put that shoe in here, Your Highness.”

That must be his butler. What is he carrying? Is that-A BOX? HELL 
NO! Don’t put me in the box! DO NOT PUT ME IN THE- they put 
me in the box. Dammit, it’s so dark in here. Too bad shoes don’t have 
arms to carry a mini flashlight to help find my way out of  here. Or at 
least hold a book to keep me occupied.
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“Come, Drizella, We will try you first.”

The dark haired one sits on the chair and the butler kneels down to put me on her foot. Urghh, 
might as well get this over with. OW! Her foot is two sizes too big!

“I know it will fit!”

She mumbles and tries to smash her foot in me. No sweetheart, (ow!) no matter how hard (ow!) you 
try you’re not (ow!) going to those, those things, could be Cindy? The evil lady snaps her fingers.

“Come Drizella, we will try you first.”

The dark haired one sits on the chair and the butler kneels down to 
put me on her foot. Urghh, might as well get this over with. OW! 
Her foot is two sizes to big!

“I know it will fit!”

She mumbles and tries to smash her foot in me. No sweetheart, (ow!) 
no matter how hard (ow!) you try you’re not (ow!) going to(ow!) fit! 
The butler pulls me off her. THANK GOD! I thought I was going 
to die!

“I think that’s enough.”

Thank goodness!

“Anastasia, if  you please.”

Drizella sighs and gets off the chair, while Anastasia skips over to 
take her place. Here we go again.

The butler gently slides me onto her foot. Wow, this girl’s foot is tiny! 
How on Earth does she wear shoes? Does she have to wear baby 
shoes? There is no way she can walk two steps without me falling off.

“I think your foot is too small, my dear.”

Oh good, the butler noticed.

“WHAT!” she shrieks. “That’s impossible, Mother. Fix it!”

Are you fucking kidding me? How the hell could your mother fix 
your feet, you stupid bitch? What a brat! She’s nothing like Cindy. 
The evil lady looks panicky “Perhaps the shoe was stretched by 
Drizella’s foot.”  Stretched? How can I stretch? I’m made of  glass, 
for crying out loud!

The prince looks doubtful.“I don’t think that’s it.”

Well at least the Prince has some brains too.  Anastasia stands up.

“What do you mean, Your Highness? Surely you recognize me? I’m 
your true love!” Drizella storms over, pushing her sister out of  the way.

“What are you talking about, Anastasia? I’m his true love!”

The butler picks me up and backs away.

“We should really get going…”

Good, let’s get out of  here! Maybe Cindy will be in the next house. I 
need to get the hell out of  this crazy house.

“May I try the slipper?” The voice is coming from the stairs.

It’s soft, and kind… come to think of  it, it sounds a lot like-CINDY? 
Is it really? Could it be- IT IS! In her hands is Lefty. Oh thank god 
I’m back with my sister!  The evil lady looks furious.

“What are you doing down here, you wretched girl! Go back to your 
room at once!”

Stupid old cow, how dare she! Cindy stands her ground.

“He said anyone could try.”

Yeah! You tell her, Cindy! If  I had arms, I’d slap her stepmother for 
treating Cindy like crap!

“Let her try.”

The prince looked over at Cindy, left eyebrow raised. Maybe he rec-
ognizes her? Cindy sits down in the chair and the butler kneels down 
to put me on her foot. It’s…a… FIT! The butler looks shocked. 

“It fits! My goodness, she’s the one!”

The prince grins and hugs Cindy.

“I knew it was you!”

Cindy smiles.

“I’m so glad you found me!”

Aww…true love! I’m back with my twin sister, Cindy has found 
her true love, and we are out of  that hell-hole Cindy called a 
home. Seriously, Lefty and I couldn’t be happier that Cindy is in 
good hands now if  that bitch of  a stepmother ever hurt Cindy or 
now if  my sister, Lefty and I would cut her up! No one hurts our 
girl like that! “Righty, stop being so rude!” my twin tells me. Well 
excuse me for telling the truth here, sis. Cindy’s stepmother is nuts 
and belongs in a strait jacket.  Running for the carriage, Lefty and 
I believe we are probably the luckiest shoes on the planet! Just 
think of  all the balls and parties we’ll get to go to! It’ll be hard 
work but I think we’re up for the challenge. After all, Lefty and I 
are the glass slippers.

t
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By 
Raul Camino Midnight

If  I look dead, 
it’s the bullet in my head 
and what my looks said 
when you saw me, 
can’t deny the black.
Walking down the street 
in anger, lighting 
streets with a sea 
of  lightning, 
august from the bottom up.

Sprawling darkness crawling 
from my fists, clenched and 
cocked, ready to bust 
‘cause I’m 
way past the comfortable roll 
of  sleep, 
past rapid eye movements 
keeping the time of  dreams, 
past the peace in the 
heart of  an immigrant 
settling in a strange land 
whose people hid daggers in 
closed hands.

And clothed their minds 
with coarse words.
yelling “go back you 
commie fag 
you wetback 
you no green card having 
raping, looting, vile 
subhuman.”

It’s midnight in my mind 
‘cause of  the hate.

‘Cause of  all the bodies, the 
black, brown boys who 
won’t go home to their mommies, 
the black, brown girls who 

become mommies and 
raise their kids from raped 
wombs to a emerge in 
a racist tomb where 
whitey wields a weapon handed 
to him by his father to strike 
with the hand of  God onto our 
brothers.

And we get strikes 
get remanded, get our asses handed 
from a mass trap, where we’re all rats 
to a hell palace, where we are kept under 
wraps, us browns 
us blacks, 
hidden away, never coming back 
newly enslaved, attacked and 
then put on display, for people to laugh 
at, no point in time 
have we ever been safe and 
no point in time has ever seen slaves 
as free as us now, in the land of  the 
free home of  the brave.
No, the land of  the fear and home of  the slave.

  *   *    *

“Slaves--obey your earthly masters with 
respect and fear, and with 
sincerity of  heart, just as you would 
obey Christ.”
“Slaves”, the Bible says.
And if  the Bible says, so thought goes 
a common way-- 
like waves.
Like waves of  hate.
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By
Olivia Giblen Unloved Gardener

Wind shakes the branches broke.

The birch is weeping, the willow morose.

Leaves of  green refuse to wither, 
fight the cold of  frost’s first shiver.

Flower beds with blossoms plenty, 
now reduced to spaces empty.

Soot from sage that used to burn.

My stifled love, the past I yearn.

Let’s see if  I can make a rhyme, 
to plant your hands back into mine.

Hearts and minds that intertwine, 
just like the blooms grow on the vine.

A winter drought dried the crop.

No more rain; not one drop.

But seldom dry is my eye.

Forget-me-not, 
I would die.

My tears pour but never save.

Salt is not what flowers crave.
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by 
Paula Dobles Elizabeth’s Secret

All Elizabeth wanted was to get her mother’s undivided attention 
for at least five minutes. But that could never happen; she was too 
busy for Elizabeth. Her mother was busy with work, helping out 
at the church, and making sure all of  her PTA friends viewed her 
as the super mom (because as the representative of  their district it 
was important to look good at all times). Elizabeth thought it was 
funny; in all the work her mother put into the façade of  being the 
picture perfect family, she totally forgot that her children weren’t 
just mannequins for posing in her family photo ops during election 
season, and that they were, in fact, actual people with feelings and 
desires.

 It was really important to Elizabeth that her mother know this since 
she was ultra conservative as a pro life and avid second amendment 
supporter. As Elizabeth walked down the stairs to the living room 
she saw her mother hopping around trying to put on her navy blue 
blazer and her two inch black heels.

“Hey mother, can I talk to you for a sec?” Elizabeth asked.

“Oh no, sorry, sweetie I gotta run, there’s a Kim Davis support rally, 
then a fundraiser for the animal shelter and it would look great if  I 
were seen there helping out,” her mother replied.

“But this would be really fast Mom. I just really have to tell you 
something. Actually, I’ve been trying to tell you for a while now,” 
Elizabeth said.

“Can’t you tell your father? Oh my gosh, I’m late! Well buh-bye!” 
her mother said as she walked out the door.

“No, I can’t tell dad, ‘cause he already knows,” Elizabeth murmured 
to herself.

Elizabeth took in a deep breath and let out a big sigh just as her 
older brother walked in.

“Still haven’t told mom huh?” Steven asked.

“She hasn’t given me the chance to, she’s the only one in the house 
that doesn’t know!” Elizabeth said.

“Don’t worry about it, Liz, she’ll figure it out eventually,” Steven 
responded.

“But I don’t want her to figure it out or find out from someone else! 
I want to tell her!”

Her brother rolled his eyes and turned around and left to get ready 
for a soccer match with his friends. He didn’t get it, no matter what, 
he would never understand. She had been keeping this secret for 
nearly two years. He isn’t the one that has to live a lie to someone he 
loves. Steven didn’t have to worry about their mother meeting his 
girlfriend and being exiled from the house. She couldn’t let anyone 
tell her mother that she didn’t like boys, that she had a girlfriend of  
one year, that she was, in fact, gay.

She was very scared of  telling her, she knew her mother’s 
opinions on the LGBT community. Elizabeth remembered all the 
conversations her mother and dad would have concerning this.

She was walking towards her mother’s office door when she heard 
slightly muffled yelling. She didn’t pay it any mind until she heard 
her dad speak.

“Don’t you think it’s unreasonable to vote against something that 
has no effect on you?” her dad asked.

“Well their lifestyle choice isn’t something that concerns me and if  
they want to get married, why don’t they just be normal like the rest 
of  us? Besides it does affect me. I am a good Christian woman and 
I’m never letting those damn faggots ruin the sanctity of  marriage!”  
her mother replied in a disgusted tone.

This was the exact moment Elizabeth’s heart broke. As she slid 
down the bright yellow wall of  the hallway, she looked up and saw 
the family portrait that her mother forced the family into when 
she was seven, Elizabeth stared at the picture mostly looking into 
her mother’s too wide smile as she held onto Elizabeth. She felt 
the rush of  tears invade her eyes and the sob stuck as lump in her 
throat. Elizabeth tried to blink away her tears until they finally 
spilled over, the hot tracks leaving black marks of  eyeliner down 
her face. She ran up the stairs as fast as she could to her room 
where she remained the rest of  the day. Her parents didn’t know 
it but Elizabeth had been about to enter her mother’s office when 
she heard that. This had been the day that she was going to come 
out, but as soon as that word came out of  her mother’s mouth she 
froze. Something she considered a big part of  herself  was something 
her mother despised, and Elizabeth didn’t know if  she could live 
knowing that.

“It’s disgusting how they could just do that to themselves, see that’s
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what happens when you don’t go to church every Sunday,” Elizabeth could hear her mother say 
in her head.

But she couldn’t go on living this lie to someone she cared about.

When her mother finally got home from the rally and the fundraiser, she called a family meeting, 
which to Elizabeth meant that she either had to go on a local talk show with her mother or show 
up at press conference with her brother and dad. Either way she would be put in some powder 
pink monstrosity of  an outfit.

“Now that everyone’s here, I have some news. Live with Rob and Amy in the Morning wants to 
do a piece on our family!” her mother said in a very excited tone as everyone sat down.

“That’s great, darling!” her dad said.

“Does that mean I have to go?” Elizabeth slumped in her chair.

“You especially have to go. They want to know just how close of  a family we are and our 
relationship as mother and daughter,” her mother explained.

Elizabeth wanted to laugh. They would have to see each other more 
than an hour a week to have relationship.

“So when is this thing anyway?” Steven asked. “Tomorrow 
morning, it was the only time I was free and when they had the time 
slot for it.”

“Alright,” Elizabeth got up from her seat with her arms crossed 
over her chest. When she got to her bedroom, she flopped onto 
her bed. She grabbed one of  her pillows and screamed into it. 
Her mother had time for homeless puppies and reporters but she 
couldn’t spare five god damned minutes for her own daughter. That 
was when the idea came to her. If  Elizabeth couldn’t get her mother 
to listen she’d have to make her.

The next day, Elizabeth put on her usual outfit for public 
appearances which consisted of  a knee length powder pink dress 
with a gray blazer and low gray heels. The last time she picked an 
outfit she actually liked, her mother told her it looked like she had 
two sons. Elizabeth looked at herself  in the full length mirror. Her 
hair had grown out a bit from her pixie cut so she pinned it back.

“No going back, Elizabeth. This is it. You can’t wait,” she told 
herself  before walking out and meeting the rest of  her family.

After breakfast, on the ride over to the studio Elizabeth gave herself  
a silent pep-talk. When they arrived, some assistant producers 
escorted the family into the green room. It was a plain beige room 
with furniture that looked to be from the seventies. There was 
also a musty smell in the room mixing with the smell of  cheap 
air freshener. The low coffee table was between the couches on 
either side of  the room. There was one window, but most of  it was 
taken up by an old looking clunky air conditioner which made the 
room feel icy cold. But sooner than Elizabeth could get settled, an 
assistant was already calling them out into the actual studio.

“And here we welcome our lovely Representative Meredith 
Willingham and her wonderful family!” the male host announced as 
they walked onto the set.

“Hello, Rob and Amy. It’s great to be here,” Elizabeth’s mother 
said. She used her politician’s smile where the goal was to show as 
many upper teeth as possible without looking like a psychopath.

The set was an upgraded version of  the green room, only with two 

plain black couches and an old looking rug but with the same light 
brown coffee table and plain beige background only with more 
colorful lighting in reds and oranges. The female host, Amy, was 
an older white woman with brown eyes too big for her face and ash 
blonde hair in a perfect French twist. The male host was a stout 
black man. He had a rounded face and thin wire framed glasses in 
front of  his hazel eyes.

“Oh it’s great to have you here, so we wanted to ask…,” the female 
host, Amy started, but Elizabeth tuned her out until she was asked 
a question.

“Well?” Amy said expectant.

“Um, could you repeat that? I’m sorry,” Elizabeth responded 
embarrassed.

“Sure, we were just wondering if  you would say your relationship 
with your mother is as open as she says it is,” Rob said in a  
joking manner.

“Well…,”Elizabeth started but was interrupted by the female host.

“Oh, I knew there had to be something! Teens, no matter how 
good, always keep secrets!”

“I do have to tell you something, Mother, and I’ve been trying to tell 
you for a while.”

“What is it honey?” Her mother had worry in her eyes but didn’t let 
the smile fall off her face.

“I’m gay,” Elizabeth murmured.

“I’m sorry the mic couldn’t pick that up. Could you please repeat 
that?” Rob asked.

“I’M GAY!” Elizabeth yelled from all the pent up anger and stress 
that came from keeping this inside her.

Her mother didn’t say anything. She just got up from the guest’s 
couch and walked off set. Her dad followed her while Elizabeth 
dropped her head and let out a few tears as she heard the hosts 
wrapping up the show as quickly as possible. Her brother helped her 
up and walked her back into the green room. As soon as Elizabeth 
walked into the room she could feel the iciness of  her family’s stares. 
Her entire body was covered in goosebumps; the smell of  a 
cheap flowery air freshener flooded her nose. She was shaking, 
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partly from the too high air conditioner, but also mostly from the 
reality of  what she had just done. Elizabeth could hear mother 
being consoled by her dad and her brother.

“Shh, it’ll be okay. Everything will be alright,” her dad said as her 
brother held their mother.

Although she could hear her mother’s cries, Elizabeth didn’t feel 
any regret. She sat herself  down on one of  the uncomfortable old 
couches that smelled a bit like dust and Febreze.

Her mother didn’t stop crying until they got home, and when she 
did stop, all hell broke loose.

“How could you do this this to me, and on live television!?”

“Well it’s done, nothing we can do about it now!”

“Didn’t you think about how this would affect me or my career? 
Didn’t you think about how I would feel at all!?”

“Not really.”

“Of  course not, because you don’t think about anyone but yourself. 
If  you weren’t so selfish, you would know how hurt I am right now!”

“What are you talking about? You’re the one that only thinks about 
themselves, you, not me!”

“Don’t try to turn this around on me, young lady; you are the one 
who caused all this by telling lies on television!”

“I wasn’t lying mother! I am gay! You have a lesbian daughter!  
I like girls!”

“No you aren’t, I cannot believe this!”

“Well, believe it. Besides you’re the reason I did all of  this. If  you 
had only given me a fucking second of  your precious life, then 
wouldn’t have had to pull this stunt just to get you to pay attention 
to me.”

“I do pay attention to you!”

“No you don’t because, if  you did, you would have already known 
and you would know that I have a girlfriend that I’ve been with for a 
year. Yeah, Mother, and she’s not the first!”

Elizabeth turned and ran to her room and slammed her door. She 
snatched all of  the posters on the walls of  her favorite bands and 
ripped them to shreds. She smashed the lamp on her bedside table 
to the ground, and knocked all of  the books off the bookshelf  next 
to her window. She changed out of  the appearance clothes and 
saw a pair of  scissors lying on her desk and grabbed her dress and 
ripped it in half  feeling the light fabric tear. She took the skirt of  the 
dress and cut it to strips. Elizabeth then eyed her blazer and ripped 
off each button hearing the thread snap and threw them to the 
opposite end of  her room. She then cut off the sleeves and dropped 
the remaining fabric and scissors, letting it pool at her feet. When 
she was finally done, she collapsed on to the floor on her knees and 
started to sob, the thought of  what she had done that day hitting her 
with full force.

“Oh my god! What!? Elizabeth!?” her dad said as he walked  
into her room.

“I’m sorry, I’m so sorry! I didn’t mean to. Oh god what 
 have I done.”

He knelt down and held his daughter in his arms and stroked her 
hair. He started to shush her and rocked her back and forth hoping 
to calm her down.

“Mommy hates me, she hates me. I couldn’t be her perfect 
daughter! She hates me. She hates me!” Elizabeth cried into 
her dad’s neck.

Her dad didn’t say anything, he just held his daughter tighter trying 
not to cry himself.



47

Black BirdBy 
Sarah Joseph

She will be rendered love
but not too much love,
because she’s too black
her skin is dark
dark like the soil.

Dark like the inexorable darkness that we fear
and in darkness there is no light
she will be told
Pretty woman
straight hair.
Ugly women
nappy Afro.

Sorry,
but she’s just not pretty enough.
So she will spend hours in the bathroom trying to wash off
the tally marked lashes off her back
in hope that her skin will somehow wash off too.
And she will spend hours in school
but never in class,
because she feels her education is not going to make a difference.

All the arithmetic of  their curricular
is not going to make a difference.
Add up the deaths in the ghetto
to those 
inexistent amber alerts that never really search for
those amber colored girls.

Then maybe,
just maybe,
you might get the approximate outcome
to how much she does not give a damn.
It is because of  this she is shunned,
it is because of  this she is placed on the sidelines.
Labeled a dropout by 18 
incarcerated by the age of  18.

Where she might met her own demons,
a man
a Christian man
whose only intent is how low her head can bow

how open her mouth can crucify.

But they don’t realize she has a mind
that alone can resurrect you.
She is the type to see these things,
she is the type to paint skyscrapers on her fingertips,
just so she can show
how much she can carry with her hands.
She has written stories with those hands.

Can’t you see
she will be
a menace to society.
Can’t you see 
that it doesn’t matter if  a feminist,
a liberal,
a black girl who understands that the impression
of  skin color is just but an allusion.
But as long as she’s black that’s as good
as a percent in the systematic incarceration rate
and on top of  that she’s dark skin
so even now she’s lessened by a statistic.

She will be rendered power.
But silenced
by a chorus of  fear that she will be called out by her name.

Kinks.

Sideline.

Christian.

She will feel like nothing,
no one will tell her she’s beautiful,
she’d have to realize it herself.
She will realize it in her tally marked lashes 
and how the kinks of  her hair perfectly align to the roots of  her 
people.

The trials it redeems,
the tear fold of  a black child
another crack house for a child.

She will realize the tally marks.
The lashes marks one by one. 
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Or how luminescent her skin is whenever it hits the sun.

Shapes the iridescence in the rareness of  its complexion
and it’s not a black thing but it’s bronze.

And if  you grave your ears on her thighs 
you will hear a burning prophecy.
The crying souls of  newly born.
Saying that my skin
is not dark
it’s light
like the sun,
and my face shines brighter than the moon
my color is dark
dark like the soil.

The same soil that gave comfort to those rainy nights,
the march to Birmingham.
But no displeasure because they knew they had to move on.
Dark like the tree trunks.
That arranged itself  for the branching of  fruits.
That multiply.
The lined up bodies.
Where the crows sprang to.
But the growth was never seasonal.
I am the voice of  the child you succumbed by a perpetuation to 
oppression.
The 2/5th compromise.

The hands raised up that you mistook for a gang sign
I walk with the resemblance of  god and just by a shade.

I will not be another statistic
in your goddamn
oppressive
system.
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