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With the word “black” there are so many negative connota-
tions

Burnt, soot, dirty, evil

The associations are endless

But when I think of “black”

I think of the soil in which plants are able to take root and 
grow

I see the night sky, in which we are able to view the stars

Or the sweet darkness that brings us to sleep

Black to me equates strength, solidarity, courage

The associations are endless

Black as a race is another matter

In this culture “BLACK” means 

   uneducated, not good enough

    But was Martin Luther King Jr. 

   uneducated?

 Was Malcolm X not good enough?

enough, someone wanted them silent

        And they thought death would silence them

    But it didn’t

        Why don’t we make black mean resilience?

I want the black to shine so hard, that those that have 

   their eyes sewn shut can still see it

This black is yours.

This black is mine.

Let’s celebrate it. 

Resilience
Ebelechukwu  Obi  ‘15
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America's Amnesia
Joan  Leslie  ‘12
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Who is to Blame for 
Trinidad's Problems?

Sean  Penso  ‘15
In   Merle   Hodge’s  
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My Voice
Natasha  Herring  ‘12

For far too long their voices were silenced,

Yes, those who have come before me and endured 

heinous violence.

My ancestors longed for a voice and equality,

But progress was attained, some say, through Lincoln’s craze 

for political notoriety.

Isn’t progress a continual improvement? – that’s the 

question I ask,

Because discrimination floods our institutions, yet 

society seems to be masked.

Some may think this perspective is outdated,

But truthfully it was evident in the death of 

Troy Davis.

What does this have to do with my voice, 

you may wonder?

Well these social injustices have instilled in 

me a thunder.

One that is confident, bold and leads me to 

action on the front lines,

Yet my actions aren’t always heard, and my 

audience is potentially blind.

I’m inspired by the voice representing the 

underserved, I want my voice to be at the 

same caliber that my actions are observed.
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Imagineering God
by  Michelle  Domingue  ‘12

Social Imagination & Construction of God in Wm. P. Young’s The Shack
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Artwork by Sabrina Yegela ‘13
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Outsider
Taylor  Luckadue  ‘15
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Different Slavery
Kevin  Gillespie  ‘15
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Black Praxis  
“Is there really a place for Black 

History Month in today’s society?”History Month in today’s society?”

“I think having a “Black History Month” is bullshit, because it relegates 

the contributions that blacks have made to history and to society to just 

28 days. I think that black history is world history; it’s American history; 

it’s just as integral to the discipline of history as white/European history. 

Black history should be talked about and discussed along with ‘history’ as 

we know it everyday.”  
KAT ELY N WA LKER ‘14

“We have a responsibility to learn about the achievements, struggles, 

challenges, and triumphs of our ancestral and contemporary heroes. 

The contributions and histories of African Americans serve as critical 

threads in the tapestry of world history, and we must recognize, cel-

ebrate, and remember.”  

JOR DA N M. TERRY ‘15

“Yes. There will always be a place for black history month, 

because to understand where we’re going, we have to re-

member where we’ve been. In a society where the downfalls 

of blacks are highlighted by the media, we need at least a 

month to show the positivity that exist within our com-

munity.”                                                                                                                                                                                                                              

“There is of course a need for Black History Month in today’s society.  

While our society has of course undergone changes, the purpose of Black 

History Month is to remember those who persevered in order to help our 

entire nation become one that supports equality for people, rather than 

discriminate against them based on race. To remember and to celebrate 

Black History Month is to celebrate a commitment to ensuring equality 

for all people.” 

ASHLEY AFR ANIE-SA K Y I ‘13

“Designating a special month for commemorating the contributions made by African Americans is a 

lovely gesture, but it is a concession to the belief that African American identity and history are some-

how separate from American identity and history. If we agree there is a need to recognize, respect and 

honour the contributions made by African Americans as a response to racism, then we should expand 

this approach to include other disenfranchised groups. Why should efforts to combat racism against 

African Americans be privileged as compared to efforts to counter sexism, homophobia or xenophobia 

directed at other groups?”      
                                      JAVED JAGH A I ‘12
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Charlotte  Johnson,  
Dean  of  the  College

      grew  up   in   a   family  where   individual   accomplishments,   large   and  
small,  were  celebrated.    Our  family  history  was  (and  is)  a  point  of  pride.    The  
contributions   of  African  Americans,   though   not   emphasized   in   the   schools  
we  attended,  were  emphasized  by  my  parents  and  extended  family  members.      
The  souls  of  black  folk  were  alive  and  well  in  my  household.    Consequently,  I  
have,  from  the  time  I  was  a  teenager,  found  the  notion  of  Black  History  Month  
somewhat  curious.    Singling  out  one  month  to  acknowledge  and  celebrate  the  
accomplishments  of  a  people  with  a  history  as  rich  and  powerful  as  African  
Americans  has  always  been  for  me  an  ironic  reminder  of  the  systematic  mar-
ginalization  we  have  experienced.
   As  an  adult  who  now  understands  the  origin  of  Black  History  Month  
and  who  can  better  appreciate  its  symbolic  value,  my  cynicism  has  lessened,  

come   together  and  celebrate  our   rich  and  diverse  culture,  honor   those  who  

for  those  who  come  after  us.      
   Still,  I  hope  for  a  day  when  Our  History  is  seamlessly  interwoven  with  
American  History,  a  day  indistinguishable  from  other  days  of  the  year,  a  day  
hopefully  not  too  far  away.
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Russell  Rickford,  
Assistant  Professor  of  History

M

Post-Racialism,  
Black  “Dap”  
and  the  

Age  of  Amnesia
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“We must reclaim black 
history in order to revive 
black consciousness, rebuild 
a sense of community, and 
confront the sobering
possibility that some of us 
have become victims of our 
own success.”
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SHani  Brown  ‘14

The problem with our community is that we’re at odds with each 

-
vidually? My brothas and my sistas, it’s time to unite.  Why are 

Am I too ?

Too STRONG

Do I need long hair? Should I straighten it too in order to be 

died away.  Or maybe 

FUCK IT, I’M DONE.

Winter  2012
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Where Her Sorrows Lie
Miriam  Jerotich  ‘14

Every  day  at  1  o’clock  sharp,  she  closes  down  her  computer,  pushes  away  from  her  desk,  gets  up  

from  her  seat,  walks  out  of  her  office,  takes  the  elevator  down  to  the  ground  floor,  trudges  out  of  the  

building,  and  crosses  the  street  to  the  building  where  her  sorrows  lie.  

She  approaches  the  manicured  lawn  in  front  of  the  main  building.  Today,  her  favorite  seat  is  tak-

en—the  metal  seat  that  heats  up  in  the  noonday  sun  and  burns  her  cheeks,  reminding  her  that  she’s  

still  breathing.  She  opts  to  sit  on  a  wooden  bench  facing  the  tall  jacaranda  trees  that  line  the  borders  

of  the  lawn.  

And  then  she  takes  in  her  surroundings.  

Several  women  are  lying  on  the  grass.  She  can’t  make  out  any  of  their  features,  but  one  woman  

stands  out.  The  woman  is  dressed  in  a  green  tailored  suit,  with  a  white  kitamba  wrapped  around  her  

head.  She’s  laid  her  head  on  a  brown  kiondo,  the  kind  that  are  sold  on  your  way  to  Nakuru.  From  

the  way  her  back  is  arched,  you  can  tell  that  she’s  weary.  Perhaps  she’s  waiting  to  see  a  sick  relative,  

perhaps  she’s  just  said  good-bye  to  her  love,  and  can’t  summon  the  strength  to  get  back  up.  

Then  a  gangly  warrior  in  a  purple  shirt  and  grey  trousers  walks  into  the  lawn.  He  strides  towards  

one  of  the  jacaranda  trees,  and  begins  praying.  He  crosses  his  arms,  closes  his  eyes,  mutters  quietly,  

and  reaches  to  the  ground,  his  mechanical  movements  reminiscent  of  a  man  in  a  deep  search  for  

his  Maker.  He  gets  up,  mutters  a  few  words,  and  repeats  his  movements.  Perhaps  he’s  praying  for  

his  ailing  friend,  drawing  on  supernatural  powers  to  deliver  healing;  perhaps  he’s  just  fulfilling  his  

religious  duties,  and  can’t  wait  to  get  back  to  his  friend’s  side.  

But  she  soon  stops  looking  at  all  the  people.  She’s  observed  enough.  Even  the  model,  who  crosses  

the  lawn  in  her  red  micro  mini  and  killer  heels,  can’t  avert  her  gaze.  She  arches  her  eyes  to  the  place  

where  her  sorrows  lie.  She  imagines  how  it  must  have  been,  the  pain,  the  madness,  the  uncertainty.  

She  relives  that   time  that  she  never  lived.  She  can  hear  the  cries,  and  the  voices  that  call   to  the  

departed.  She  feels  the  knife  that  sears  the  heart,  the  blood  that  drips  uncontrollably,  and  the  adren-

alin  that  rushes  through  the  body  to  sustain  the  vital  organs.  But  she  can’t  take  the  pain.  Her  heart  

rate  increases,  and  she’s  back  to  the  time  when  she  first  heard  that...  

“He’s  gone…and  he’s  not  coming  back.”  

A  tear  drops  down  her  face.  Then  two.  Then  rivulets.  And  soon,  she  sobs,  she  weeps,  she  can’t  control  

the  overwhelming  pain.  The  immense  sadness  envelops  her,  and  all  the  people  on  the  lawn  disap-

pear  from  her  view.  She  calls  into  the  vast  unknown,  holding  her  breath,  longing  for  a  reply  from  

the  one  who  left   first.  But  she  feels  nothing,  hears  nothing,  except   the  wind  that  blows   into  her  

face,  and  the  sun  that  cracks  her  skin  and  dries  her  tears.  Then  she  looks  at  her  watch.  It’s  almost  2  

o’clock,  and  she  needs  to  get  back  to  work.  She  wipes  away  the  remaining  tears,  for  now.  She  gets  up,  

walks  off,  crosses  the  street,  gets  into  the  building,  takes  the  elevator  back  to  her  office,  walks  to  her  

desk,  and  sits  down.  She’s  back  to  her  life.  

But  she’s  hurting.  She’s  still  hurting.
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Photography by Janna Fennell ‘11
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Ps y c h o lo g i c a l  He do n is m
Stephan  Johnson  ‘15

Circle,	  circle,	  dot,	  dot,
now	  you’ve	  got	  the	  cootie	  shot
circle,	  circle,	  square,	  square,
now	  you	  have	  it	  everywhere

Circle	  of	  confusion,	  dotted	  with	  affection
Circle	  of	  illusion,	  plus	  the	  square	  of	  rejection?
Surreptitious	  actions,	  reclusive	  personality
Knowing	  only	  fractions,	  of	  your	  reality	  	  
The	  books	  are	  your	  asylum,	  although	  you	  party	  sometimes
The	  time	  is	  my	  adversity,	  although	  it’s	  not	  yet	  halftime.

“Pardon	  me	  Cinderella,	  do	  you	  own	  a	  glass	  shoe?”
Maybe	  I’m	  tryna	  bag,	  or	  tryna	  get	  to	  know	  you.
Most	  come	  and	  go,	  so	  I	  usually	  pay	  no	  attention

Our	  eyes	  spoke	  curiosity,	  I	  wasn’t	  sure
If	  this	  would	  be	  another	  friendship,	  or	  something	  more
I’ve	  got	  the	  mental	  fortitude	  of	  a	  Stromtrooper,
Assigned	  the	  mission	  to	  investigate	  you,	  no	  snooper.

Now,	  you	  may	  question	  the	  veracity	  of	  my	  intention
But	  there	  is	  something	  I	  forgot	  to	  mention:
Do	  you	  know	  me?	  Oh,	  yes,	  you	  do?
Then	  tell	  me,	  who	  am	  I,	  to	  you?	  then	  explain	  what	  is	  on	  my	  mind	  or	  try	  to	  tell	  me	  where	  was	  

creed.
You-‐don’t-‐know-‐me.	  

You	  would	  never	  know	  me	  like	  a	  blind	  man	  knows	  Picasso
You	  would	  never	  know	  me	  like	  a	  cowboy	  without	  his	  lasso
Wouldn’t	  see	  me	  like	  Bloods	  walking	  Crip
Wouldn’t	  see	  me	  like	  an	  OG	  unequipped	  	  

“He’s	  not	  the	  type	  to	  wine	  and	  dine,	  he	  just	  wanna	  beat	  it	  like	  the	  drum	  line.”
“Maybe	  I	  am	  tryna	  smash	  like	  the	  Mario	  Bros,	  but	  there’s	  something	  else	  you	  should	  presup-‐
pose”	  
If	  you	  recite	  that	  old	  line
We	  will	  only	  waste	  time

Black  Praxis
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Losing	  the	  opportunity	  to	  wine	  and	  dine
And	  my	  adversary	  doesn’t	  allot	  for	  overtime.
Instead,	  I	  have	  a	  proposition,	  but	  only	  on	  one	  condition
That	  you	  drop	  all	  suspicion	  and	  grant	  me	  with	  permission
To	  isolate	  our	  situation,	  dropping	  all	  expectation
And	  start	  collaboration	  to	  end	  segregation
Between	  the	  real	  me	  and	  you
But	  only	  if	  that’s	  what	  you	  want	  to	  do.

You	  can	  know	  me	  like	  the	  Prophet	  Muhammad	  knew	  religion
You	  can	  know	  me	  like	  New	  York	  bums	  know	  the	  dove	  pigeon
See	  me	  like	  Avatar	  in	  3-‐D
See	  me	  like	  high	  school	  chemistry.

Or.	  Or,	  we	  can	  go	  back.	  Back	  to	  middle	  school,	  if	  you	  like…

Circle,	  circle,	  dot,	  cot,
now	  I’ve	  got	  the	  cootie	  shot
circle,	  circle,	  square,	  square,
now	  I	  have	  it	  everywhere.

We	  can	  go	  back	  to	  the	  playground	  and	  play	  pretend
If	  living	  in	  the	  past	  is	  something	  you	  want	  to	  extend.
But,	  lets	  not	  dwell	  there	  too	  long,	  
For	  the	  present	  time	  is	  where	  we	  belong
Childhood	  doesn’t	  promote	  an	  exemplary	  state	  of	  mind
Childhood	  is	  where	  you	  go	  to	  unwind
Childhood	  is	  only	  a	  simpler	  time

Circle,	  circle,	  dot,	  cot,
now	  we’ve	  left	  the	  sandlot
circle,	  circle,	  square,	  square,
now	  we	  are	  living	  in	  the	  here.

The	  here	  and	  now	  is	  present	  time
The	  here	  and	  now	  is	  the	  current	  time
The	  here	  and	  now	  will	  not	  always	  remain	  
The	  here	  and	  now	  is	  germane.

It	  is	  germane	  to	  disseminating	  who	  we	  are,	  what	  we	  do,	  where	  we	  came	  from,	  when	  we	  ar-‐
rived,	  why	  we	  are	  who	  we	  are,	  and	  how	  we	  became	  who	  we	  are,	  in	  the	  here	  and	  now.

Circle,	  circle,	  dot,	  dot,
are	  you	  ready	  to	  be	  taught?
circle,	  circle,	  square,	  square,
are	  you	  now	  ready	  to	  share?
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Artwork by Sabrina Yegela ‘13
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My Last Meal
Jordan  Are  ‘15

Feed me 
Hope
Dreams
Expectations

society’s syntax 

May I eat
May I consume
I am hungry I am starving

I am empty
I am malnourished
I am without ingredients

My last meal 
I shall eat

Winter  2012



28

POWER
Performance

Bennie  Niles  ‘15
 and  

ACT ONE: The Performance of Race
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ACT TWO: The Performance of Class
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END
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Artwork by Sabrina Yegela ‘13
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Artwork by Sabrina Yegela ‘13

For  Colored  Girls
Sadia  Sheikh-Hasson  ‘13

ash the bi!
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Artist FeatureSabrina YegelaSabrina YegelaSabrina YegelaArtist FeatureSabrina YegelaArtist FeatureSabrina YegelaArtist FeatureSabrina YegelaArtist Feature

“Art is just something that 
I do - have to do, like talk-

ing and laughing and being 
with family and friends. Life 
would be painfully dull with-

out it.”
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Artist FeatureSabrina YegelaSabrina YegelaSabrina YegelaArtist FeatureSabrina YegelaArtist FeatureSabrina YegelaArtist FeatureSabrina YegelaArtist Feature

Hometown: Dar-es-Salaam, Tanzania
Year: 2013
Major: Economics and Studio Art
Post-Grad Plans: Co-found a not-for-profit 
art-related business in Tanzania 
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Malcolm or Martin?

Both.

by Barry Deutsh

COMICS

F
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How well do you know your history?
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