Underground

art/lit mag
issue 7.1
1

Underground is funded by student activity fees. Issues are
provided free to all Georgia State University students, faculty,
staff, alumni, and guests. All work contained herein is the
creation of Georgia State University undergraduate sutdents.
Underground Art/Lit Mag retians first publication
rights for submissions accepted by the journal. It is our
understanding that all rights for the pieces in this issue remain
with Underground Art/Lit Mag until they are published,
at which point all rights revert to the artist or author.
All ideas and expressions contained herein represent the
opinions of the authors whose names appear on each submission,
not the Board of Regents of the University System of Georgia,
Georgia State University, or the editorial staff of Underground.
Visit us online at www.undergroundjournal.
org for more original content, submissions dates and
guidelines, opportunities for involvement, and more.
© Underground 2017
Georgia State University

2

Underground A rt/L it M ag, 7.1—Fall
‘16-Spring ‘17
Underground:
The Undergrad Art and Literary Journal at
Georgia State University
Editor-in-Chief:
David Revzin
Production Editors:
Cassandra Stanton and Justin Beaudrot
Assistant Editors:
Lindsey Baker, Sarah Dunn, Rachel Ponce de Leon
Staff:
Jordan Abraham, Whit Bolado,
Christian Bowman, Abby Coker, Whitney Cooper,
Sabrina Flemming, Varsha Iyer,
Emily McWilliams, Kimmie Woodruff
Marketing Team:
Linda Tran, Gray Bullock, José Paredes, Reese Cody,
Penelope Young
Student Media Advisor:
Bryce McNeil, Ph.D.
3

Contents
Idiosyncrasy — Haven Mandelbaum, ink/pen...........................................cover
Silent Eye — Terrick Adolphe, photoshop........................................................8
Heaven Knows I’m Miserable Now — Karlee Agan, prose.........................9
In an Instant / A Founding Space — Melissa Connelly, prose....................12
Contemplation and Quiet Fury: How a Homeless Black Man Deals with

Failures — Snotti St. Prince Cyr, poetry.........................................................16
Sprinkles and Hearts with a Touch of Smoke — Charisma Dozier,
illustration ............................................................................................................19
Sublime — Valereigh Durojaiye, acrylic.........................................................20
It’s a Party — Moriah Freed, yarn, raffia, dyed canvas, streamers.........21
Spectrum — Moriah Freed, Hand-dyed silk and cotton.............................22
“no” — C. Hector, poetry ..................................................................................23
Rude Girl Tuesday — Uduak Ita, illustration...............................................27
Bratz...Reincarnated Ashley Johnson,poetry.............................................28
Submissive Boomer — Ashley Johnson, poetry............................................30
Overcast — Anastsia Jones, prose...................................................................31
Čika Marko — Andrea Jovic, prose.................................................................32
Flaky — Andrea Jovic, poetry..........................................................................33
Profound — Andrea Jovic, poetry...................................................................35
Memory is the Diary — Philip Lythcott , prose...........................................36
Aprendiendo a sudar en San José (Learning to Sweat in San José)
Sam McCracken, prose.....................................................................................42
4

Paper Man — Rebecca Natali , prose.........................................................48
La Rosa — Kobe Opare, oil paint ..............................................................50
Insufficient Funds — Makeda Yasmin Phillips, poetry.........................51
An Orange Vortex — Alec Prevett. prose..................................................53
Oil and Blood — Alec Prevett, poetry .......................................................54
Brother Ant’s Religion — Lenna Maria Rodriguez, poetry....................55
Classroom — Tanner Rowan, digital photography.................................56
Graveyard — Tanner Rowan, digital photography.................................57
Family Is — Parker Sams, prose...................................................................58
Kudzu Kids — Parker Sams, prose..............................................................59
A Little Chocolate in My Vanilla While Drinking My Morning Cup
Tony Smart, ink jet/archival paper.............................................................61
You Can’t See Me — Tony Smart, ink jet/archival paper.........................62
Armistice, Negotiated — Candice Snyder, poetry.....................................63
Corridor — Candice Snyder, poetry.............................................................65
Reconstruction 1 — Bree Stallworth, ink on paper..................................66
Reconstruction 1 — Bree Stallworth, ink on paper..................................67
Untitled 1 — Sergio Suárez, printmaking..................................................68
Untitled 3 — Sergio Suárez, printmaking..................................................69
Untitled 1 — Nathaniel Thompson, paint...................................................70
5

Dear Reader,
Here’s another issue of Underground, the undergraduate
art and literary journal of, by, and for the students at Georgia State
University. Our student staff picked the art, poetry, and prose
you’ll encounter on the following pages. Together, the pieces in
Underground 7.1 capture the phenomenal range of vision and voice
found on campus. As a group, these artists and writers form the full
spectrum of individual differences that make our school unique.
My favorite part about being a student at Georgia State is
the people. The voices in conversation in issue 7.1 represent
the population from which they emerge. Here, diversity isn’t an
abstraction or a buzzword—it’s a fact. Nothing alternative about
it. Spend ten minutes in the courtyard on campus and you’ll
know there’s no such thing as a typical student profile. The
conversations happening here are the ones shaping the world
we’re set to inherit. We should talk. We need to listen.
I hope these pieces help you construct connections, hear
with new ears, and see life through another’s eyes, if only for a
moment. Some of these students are just beginning to break the
silence. Others are already shouting. Some speak of existence as
an act of rebellion. The ones who whisper might make you lean
in to catch their words. Will you always understand? Probably
not. I think trying to imagine what someone else is experiencing
is a good exercise, though. So, practice perspective-taking. In a
world of violence, try silence. Who knows what you’ll hear?
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These artists and authors are laying bare their lives, offering
intimate access to their hearts and minds, and capturing their search for
meaning. We see something of ourselves in the work of others, I think.
I argue that art and writing can humble us, encourage empathy, and
illuminate our similarities in a world that seems so intent on keeping
us separate. When life threatens to make us cynical about the future,
fearful of one another, and indifferent to the suffering we see, it is
imperative that we instead strive to engage and understand. If facts
fail, we must offer art. May we all find great truth through fiction.
-David Revzin
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Terrick A dolphe,
Silent Eye
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K arlee Agan
	Heaven K nows I’m M iserable Now
They talk about running away.
The sirens will go off soon and they will be summoned to
their respective sides. If they aren’t present, they will be found.
Every five years it happens. On the 18th of August, the sirens will
howl, the women will congregate, the men will gather; then, they will
fight. They still don’t know what the winner gets, or who the winner is.
They met five years ago, at the end of the last battle. He
was the last person to see her brother alive. When the sirens
stopped, he came knocking at her door with a note. She made
him stay in her apartment for days, begged for accounts of her
brother’s last week alive. He never really left after that.
It’s not technically illegal. During the rest periods between war,
they can mostly do what they want. They have to train, go to their
meetings on the weekends, consume the political rhetoric fed to them.
She has a job in a coffee shop. He works as a mechanic and spends
most of the weekend at her apartment, dodging the judgmental gazes
of the women on her floor. It’s not technically illegal. It’s just stupid.
They have the rest of the night to split up. If they’re found
together during the raids in the morning, they’ll both be killed.
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A map sits on the top of the trash, plots pointed and mountain
ranges circled in a fit of half-hope, half-panic. She watches him take
one of her records and sort it into his crate. It’s a copy of The Smith’s
Louder Than Bombs. Of course it is. She doesn’t take it back or
say anything, partly because it’s okay, partly because nothing is.
“If we were alive back then, would we have a family?” He’s
running his hands over a Beach Boys album—his album—along the
white print of “Wouldn’t It Be Nice.” The records are important
to them. They’re the only thing they split up carefully.
“We’re alive now,” she says.
She gets up and walks down the hallway. Her steps are sharp
and certain on the hardwood. She returns to the table with a shirt
he left in the bathroom. She sees him flipping through a copy
of The Iron Heel. “Leave that,” she snaps. “That was his.”
He drops it on the table as she sits down across from him.
Her allegiance to her people—both the women and the only family
she ever had—has always been stronger than her allegiance to him.
He knows this. He can’t be upset with it, now that it’s time.
“Do you want me to come back, if I can?”
She feels the smoke from the fire in her body rising up.
She swallows it. She would like to pull her ears out and reset
them—maybe reset his too—so that the coming sound won’t
make her hate him. She wants him to stay as long as he can but
his presence feels like a hundred humming wasps, waiting.
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She reaches across the table, runs her thumb across his eyebrow.
He flinches when she touches the scar. They both know they won’t
be back here together. It is past over. Past pretending. Past doing
anything other than sitting in the kitchen, separating records. Wishing
for mountain ranges and resets, while waiting on the sirens.
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M elissa Connelly
	I n an I nstant / A Founding Space
I’m seven years old and my mom, Caron, sings with Karen
Carpenter as she drives to my uncle’s house. We’re heading
to a birthday celebration for an older cousin, a pool party, and
I’m wearing a pink, floral tankini under beige short-shorts and
spaghetti straps. Sunglasses top my head, and I believe in myself
through the rearview mirror. I glance down at my shirt and pick
at the sequins on the silk-screened pineapple canvassing my
flat chest. Everything is fine. I’m thinking of Nickelodeon.
My brother, seat-buckled to my left, is eleven and I don’t talk to
him. I won’t truly talk to him until my parents die. I am aware of this.
My mother cannot reach Karen’s notes. I have always been grounded.
I have a total of two friends at this age, the popular cheerleader
and the poorest girl in school, and I visualize them as polar opposites,
knowing the phrase from public television, documentaries, men
with unmanageable hair. Emma, the now-married-at-twenty-one
cheerleader, leans on the far left pole, on the opposite side of the
playground, hand on her hip, scrutinizing others’ movements. Brianne,
who had a child at sixteen, is to the right, being scrutinized. She
taught me about sexuality during sleepovers. I secretly admire this
other side. I attribute my bisexuality to this early awakening, learning
of the beauty of in-between, fluctuating in and out of circles.
It’s 2002, but Karen brings me back to my mother’s
youth. Mom pauses the tape after handing me her T9 keyboard
cellphone. My primary preoccupation with cellphones was
playing and losing Snake, avoiding obstacles just to hit the
12

wall. It’s a relic now, a staple of my childhood that reappears
during drug deals or at yard sales. Emma is on the line.
Emma uses her mom’s Nokia as well. She says hi in her scratchy
voice, too mature for her age, too serious. It’s no wonder that she
runs the playground during recess, acting as head coach of our
imagined cheerleading squad. Hardly seven, barely prepubescent,
I am attracted to her sound, attracted to the source of my envy, the
manipulative power she has when she directs her followers to make
perfect, punctual stunts. We’re flexible, our young bones mend
and take a beating. We cheer her on. We are forced into formation
though I would rather pick the surrounding clovers that catch our
pyramid falls, observe without control on a bottom bleacher, gathering
white flowers to hand her after the performance she conducts.
When I speak, my irrationally-high voice reminds my elementary
school peers of a mouse. They tell me this while waiting in line for
lunch, snickering by the refrigerator stocked with six-ounce milk
cartons. The school beauty, Katherine, past prepubescent, stands tall
over me and says I’m a rodent, a French fry. Which is it? What am I
now? I can no longer ask. Her friends killed her in a car accident, likely
on the way to grab a drunken bite to eat, to snack on some French fries.
I can’t blame the girl, but she pocketed my once stable tongue
and brought it to the afterlife in a canopic jar, sealing access to
confident speech that was taken from me with her death at seventeen.
In my shrill voice, I am talkative for the first time that day
as Emma and I exchange simple words until she invites me for
a swim. I am already in my suit. I am seven, without a car of my
own, and I want to swim with a friend. I am already in my suit.
Her aboveground pool is no larger than my uncle’s
underground pool, but I would settle for hers just to avoid
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socializing with family. Family makes me uncomfortable because
the love feels unnatural, untrue. Would they love me if they
met me elsewhere? I go to house parties at twenty and no one
dares to talk to me. I have no complaints. I like it this way.
My brother admires the blur of greenery as my mom speeds.
She is always late, always going seventy, always singing, and I
can’t keep up with the chirpiness of her being. I can’t house
the passion she has for the dirt beneath her fingernails from
gardening, from giving tomatoes away to our neighbors.
I want to be with a friend, not my mother. Not with my mother,
not with my brother, who only takes up space. I can’t lounge or
sprawl out in the backseat thanks to him. I can’t be enough here,
and I can’t give them enough love. Mom hasn’t met Karen’s notes.
I need Emma’s authority, not my mother’s carefree personality. I
tell Emma I will come over, take a dip, and stay the night so I can
stare at the Raggedy Anne dolls that line her bedroom walls.
I say bye, flip the phone closed, and ask my
question. “Can I spend the night with a friend?”
Mom’s “No” makes me lose the control I was meant to
learn under Emma’s reign. Being below middle class, I have no
right to react to the word no. No is what we live under. No is
the skylight that blocks the periphery, the skylight that permits
a glance of an intangible in-between, the in-between I need.
I go into hysterics, screaming, telling my mom—my strong,
loving mother—that I hate her, that I wish she would die, that I want
the car to crash, that I hate my brother, too. Nothing ever goes
right in this world. I knew this at seven. I couldn’t stand not having
my way. My attitude must come from a bad wire in my brain—a
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shortage caused by a teething rodent—or a dead girl being correct.
Emma was waiting for me. I had committed to her but
Mom corrupted my plans. I unlatch my seat-belt and reach
for the handle, in a panic, trapped in the moving car, boxed
in by trees and family. I knew of only one way out.
I pull the handle and there is a sliver of streaking asphalt
revealed through the crack of the door. I push it out more and I don’t
hear my mother’s singing, but her screaming, her fear of losing me
when I had no fear of losing everything. She lunges for both straps
on my left shoulder—the tankini and pineapple camisole—and she
drives with one hand as she pulls me in. The door shuts and she
turns on the child lock feature. My brother admires the greenery.
And I am still stuck, years later, damaging my body because
I don’t get what I want, sliding a boning knife across my thighs
because my first love left me, threw me back in the cage, childlocked me in the car, in the founding space of my rage.

15

Snotti St. P rince Cyr
Contemplation and Quiet Fury: How a
Homeless Black M an Deals with Failures
Eventbrite has saved my life—
networking opportunities like I
would have never imagined. Already running
to Peachtree Center Station so I can catch
the next northbound train, deathly worried
about whether the Eleven45 Lounge would be empty.
The Google Maps directions are the complete
antithesis of my life, typically direct and exact,
accounting for roadblocks and always ready
to provide contingency plans at my command.
So I arrive, and beautiful African bodies surround me;
sadness and glee fight for dominance
in my mind because that is what happens
when your mother is from Liberia.
Immediately, regrets about poor decisions
and missed opportunities flood my consciousness.
And then she arrives. And then she sees me.
I am not prepared for this moment.
Perhaps the most beautiful woman I have ever
seen in my life approaches me because
“Real recognizes real and [I’m] lookin’ familiar.”
Without a care in the world, she is a Maya Angelou
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poem in the flesh. Floating. Who am I to denigrate
her existence by not feigning happiness
in my own right? The most beautiful dark skin
and countenance in the history of humankind.
If there is such a thing as Heaven and if Heaven
is a good place to be, then I experienced it.
The music pounds, the Guinness pours.
Oscillating waves of gorgeous black bodies
surround me—and yet I am sorrowful.
Because it’s not about taking anybody home.
Why? Because I do not have a home.
It’s about the moments when I feel deficient,
not living up to the standards established by
my Afro-Caribbean ancestors. Depression kicks in,
promptly followed by Body Dysmorphic Disorder.
HDTVs near the ceiling showing the NFL Network’s
“A Football Life” doesn’t help matters. Luscious
black women reciting lyrics I do not understand,
because my mother refused to teach me “Kru,”
and their rhythms only push me to the verge of tears.
Defeated, exhausted, and humiliated, I walk back
to the MARTA bus stop. Am I a loser? Am I a failure
in life? Is this the extent of what I have to offer the world?
Is this the reason why indigenous Africans excoriate
American citizens like me? I am honestly not sure.
Nonetheless, tomorrow brings a different set
of challenges worthy of my attention. So I must strive
17

for better because nothing else is acceptable.
I don’t want to let my people down, but
it feels like that is all I have done.
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Charisma Dozier,
Sprinkles and Hearts with A Touch of Smoke
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Valereigh Durojaiye,
Sublime
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Moriah F reed, It’s a Party
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Moriah F reed, Spectrum
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C. Hector
“no”
“go fuck yourself”
“don’t touch me”
“fuck off”
“fuck you’’
“no”
these are the supposed weapons,
harm proof armor,
my sisters tell me to wear
in the face of threatening men
“these words,” they tell me,
“will give you a power greater
than the bass in his voice
when he demands you,
they will give you a power greater
than the physical advantage
a group of men have over your frame”
well I am sorry
but waving my feminist flag
in the face of threatening men
is not always the smartest decision
sometimes keeping my mouth shut,
looking down at my feet
as they quicken their pace,
23

and making myself smaller,
is the safest, and the only route
the word “no” has saved very few women
“no” never armed me against cat calls like:
“ayo ma,” “oh so you not gonna say hi back,”
and “well fuck you then”
“no” would not have stopped the man
from calling me a bitch when
I did not take his advice to smile
“no” never armed me against unsolicited and unwanted
male attention
“no” has never acted as a bullet proof vest,
instead, “no” is like unbuttoning your shirt
and exposing your chest as a target
“no” is like bringing a knife to a bomb fight
“no” did not shield Janese Talton Jackson
from the bullet in her chest.
It did not protect her from the murderous intentions
of an insecure man who was taught to handle rejection
with a loaded gun
“no” did not prevent the death of sixteen-year-old Maren Sanchez
who was murdered
by a boy who could not accept her denial of his promposal
“no” did not guard the fourteen-year-old girl in Florida
from gripping hands at her throat
and tire marks on her body
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“no” never sheltered women
from acid being thrown at their faces
there are hundreds of them in this world
with hundreds of scars,
placed there by men who were never taught
to take “no” for an answer
men who were taught a woman’s body is his right,
not hers
so you can see my dilemma
I cannot answer harassment with a
“fuck you”
those words will stay lodged in my throat
they will not see the light outside my mouth
excuse me while I swallow them whole
“no” will not work when a man already has his mind made
it will not change what he has already set out to do
but not saying “no” does not mean I will say “yes”
instead I might force a smile
while prepping the pepper spray in my back pocket
instead I’ll dial 9-1-1
and let my thumb hover over the call button
hoping they’ll get here in time
instead I’ll look down at my feet
as they quicken their pace,
and make myself smaller,
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strip me of my feminist title
burn my flag
but in these instances,
in the face of threatening men,
silence is bravery
and for now, it’s the only thing that might keep me alive
for now it’s the only thing I can do.
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Uduak Ita, Rude Girl Tuesday
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A shley Johnson
	BRATZ...R eincarnated
They used to come prepackaged
sealed in invisible plastic cages.
Each had their own unique style
yet never real enough to speak…
Until now!
Check your Yahoo newsfeed,
we’re drowned by not new has-beens.
tricked to believe these
faux furs has what it takes to count to 10,
without soul grazing their polished prissies.
HA!
Gimme a break ladies…please…
dem hips be lying,
those silhouettes don’t come cheap.
Oh and by the way,
just in case you missed the postman
I think Sasha lawyers will be calling to get her pout back.
Do us all a favor
and
bring back the Original
28

#squadgoals #weinthisish
#accessoriesforlife #waisttraineronfleek
#Brazilianweaveflowing
#makingmoneyfromshelves
#thelife
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A shley Johnson
Submissive Boomer
Stop. Wait. Go.
What do you think this is...
some kind of a march?
At least give me notice!
I received no postcard on Fridays,
no meal ticket,
no slumber invitation,
and NO mouthwash.
You can at least burn my ashes
when I escape. Or is that task not delicious enough?
You know what,
You file your own damn papers!
I’m done getting your papercuts
in exchange for Taco Tuesday.
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A nastasia Jones
	Overcast
Farther down the riverbank sits a young man dressed all in
white. Clouds hum in anticipation, ready to dig their rains into the
dandelions, violets, and stones. The willow branches hang heavy with
the air’s foretelling of floods. Viridian green grows and overtakes dirt
patches as river water muddies the warring blades of grass. Gouged
free of their inhabitants, families of burrowers dip into the sticky
embrace of the air. The wisps of grass stretch towards the sky like
pale green skeletons grasping for the chance to continue fighting.
Farther down the riverbank, the man in white sits, unmoving,
until the unfulfilled promise of raindrops streaks his cheeks and rips
the void of color from his clothes. Until the bloated skies pour water,
the man’s white remains untouched.			
The painting’s gilded frame bares everything before the
crowd of burrowers, and everything beyond the bulging clouds.
Pencil scrawling, she smears lines of lead to mimic a canvas
heavy with oil. Her sketches grasp at their edges, lean away from
the end of her sketchbook. The grass intermingles, the flowers
cough their petals away with the wind. The willow’s branches sway
drunkenly, while the rocks shove the river down gravity’s path towards
the golden boundary beyond the frame. The man in white stares.
With her stormy eraser, she smudges her clouds and brings forth
the rain. Built up for centuries, the drops pummel and slice. He breathes.
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A ndrea Jovic
Čika M arko
There was an old man with a great gray mustache and soft
eyes that captivated my attention as a child. We found him in the hot
summer meadows, hiding in the tall grass with cold glasses of water
and a worn-out smile. Marko always had spare candy in his pockets,
and he asked us about school and our parents. He never talked much
but I felt safe with him. When he did talk, it was always fondly of his
nephew and all the adventures they went on. He stopped hiding in
the meadows, and we grew tired of waiting for him. We’d drink the
water at home, but it was never as satisfying, never as cold or as fresh.
One day, on the way home from school, the same
old great mustache and soft eyes caught my attention.
Plastered on a pole, a couple inches above my head, was a
thumbnail-sized photo of Marko on copy paper lined with
a black border. That was the first time I met death.
I ripped the paper clean off and marched home. I didn’t
know much about the black rimmed papers, but whenever they
appeared the person on them would never be seen again and
they were then spoken of in the past tense. I tore off every paper
in town with Marko on it. If there weren’t any papers to see he
would have to come back, would have to hide in the meadow
again. But he didn’t, and the water never tasted the same again.

32

A ndrea Jovic
Flaky
We laid around in my room all night.
Shared secrets and awkward smiles,
and you told me about things that just
made me wanna make them go away.
I wasn’t sure what to say to you, so I held on.
Tugged at your shirt and nuzzled my face into your stomach.
It seemed like the type of night to pluck in
grown hairs out one by one.
But you were the type of calm that made me nervous.
The comfort before gore.
At any moment I was sure a killer was
gonna make a crime scene out of us.
So I kissed you.
Because I didn’t wanna die without knowing.
There was no rush.
There was no blood.
Just that need.
And when you were sliding your boots on I just had to
have you for another second, just one more moment.
I think that moment has replayed in
my head about a thousand times,
because it broke my heart.
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You held onto the bottom of my shorts like a child would,
tugged at my heartstrings.
For once in my life I didn’t enjoy being on top of someone.
It scared me, so I kissed you harder.
I wish I hadn’t kissed you harder.
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A ndrea Jovic
	P rofound
Fig trees are idealistic.
My grandmother’s bloomed some years,
and I’d spend my days biting into the thick, dark, walls.
The rough skin grazing my tongue,
like dulled sandpaper.
Yet the sweet taste alone got me to the edge of the world.
I tried to grow my own;
she bloomed dark green leaves that stretched
an arm’s length above the fence,
but she could never bear fruits.
Sweet she was.
Maybe the sun did not kiss her cheeks,
and stroke her existence,
but she grew past the fence.
All so joggers could ignore her,
and deer leer at her.
My fig tree was not idealistic,
she was painfully idealistic.
Stretched forth to the arms of the sun.
Still no fruit.
There was never any fruit.
So I didn’t care.
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P hilip Lythcott
M emory is the Diary
My father died on the morning of Wednesday, the fourth of
October, 1961, about six weeks before my fourteenth birthday.
Despite the passage of more than forty years, I can still conjure up
the events of the night before he gave up the ghost. Whatever I saw
that night was neither a dream nor the creative imagination of a small
boy. It really happened. Now, in my twilight I reflect often on what
has become my only conscious encounter with the ancestors. Why
and for what purpose did they decide to bear such tidings to me?
After all, I was only a boy still on the cusp of puberty, still more the
man-child than the man of Afro-Guyanese culture and customs.

I tell my friends, both those from the West and those westernized,
that I come from the bush. I mean that I was born in the English
backwater colony of British Guiana (now Guyana), situated on the
northeast coast of the South American continent. Were it not for the
importation of African slaves or for the relocation of Indians from
the Indian sub-continent, Guyana would still be mostly bush, our
term for a rain forest, or the jungle, as the British colonials called it.
While it is an established fact that slaves brought with them aspects
of their cultural capital, particularly religious beliefs, the structure of
slavery and the limited numbers of enslaved people greatly minimized
the cultural pool through which traditional African religions would
trickle down through generations. I am the great-great-grandson
of a woman who was not a field slave, but who was rented out by her
36

owner to clean buildings in the city. I grew up in an urban setting
more aware of British dismissive attitudes towards African culture
than of the life-affirming values of slave culture. I was taught in an
educational structure that welded school and church together to
despise anything black or African. To the best of my knowledge, my
parents, though not practicing Christians, remained members of the
Roman Catholic and Anglican Churches. I was never exposed, nor
introduced, to the practice of any form of traditional African religion
which, in any case, was hidden and difficult to access without adult
guidance and connivance. Slave-derived religion came from the dark
and frightening jungle. How then do I fathom this single encounter
with the ancestors who came out from the bush and from the past?

I have looked back at my youth and wondered if it may have
played a part in that singular moment when I experienced a visual
omen of my father’s death. I lived at 106 Regent Street in what was
called a yard. A yard was nothing more than a micro-ghetto reduced to
a single row of houses, though in my case, the houses were unusually
large and there were two rows of buildings. The building abutting the
street was a rooming house. To the left facing the street in an adjacent
yard was a whorehouse. To the right a sand pit. Sandwiched between
the front building and the two parallel structures, one of which was
my home, was an abandoned vehicle in which an Indian man lived. My
home was the upper level of one of the parallel buildings. It was not
that primitive, though. We had running water and electricity, but as
a community we lived not that far removed from plantation and slave
life. At the time of the visitation, each room was occupied partially
or in full by a different family, not because my parents rented out
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rooms, but because my father invited home those whom he knew were
on the verge of becoming homeless. It was the way of the village.

The evening of Tuesday, the third October, 1961, was no
different from any other, though my father lay ill in the bedroom
furthest away from the front door. We children, as usual, were in
the living room doing our homework, playing, listening to the radio.
There were many of us in the living room that night including my
three sisters Norma, Joan and Ingrid, and Pansy and Brinsley Ward,
who lived in another building in my yard. There were also Mark and
Harriette Wilson, who were staying with us temporarily, and Francis
Chang and his brother, who lived in the apartment below ours.

I do not know what made me look up. There was no unusual
sound nor did any noise come from the door. But the door quietly
opened, or seemed to, and in came a tall white spectral figure. The
spirit, seemingly focused on the purpose of its visit, ignored us in
the living room and moved silently down the corridor. I was not
afraid at that moment. Perhaps I was too young and inexperienced to
know that I should be troubled when faced with the mysteries of life.
Curious, I got up and went to the head of the corridor to see what the
spirit would do. The spirit glided down the corridor and entered my
father’s room. It did not reemerge. I turned back into the living room
proper. I asked if anyone had seen what I had just witnessed. No one
had. At first the other children thought that I was teasing them, telling
them a ghost story. Older children would often try and frighten the
young ones with tales of Old Higue. Old Higue was an old woman
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who had the ability to turn herself into an enchantress and who would
drink the blood of any child found outside the home after darkness
fell. No one would believe me. I became somewhat apprehensive as
I sat and reflected on what I had seen and what it meant. I never told
my mother or anyone else then or later and for many years struggled
to unearth its significance for my life. Had myth become reality?
Did my father see the apparition? Did they speak? Did it help
my father accept his impending death? Eventually I went to bed.
Suddenly I awoke and saw my father standing over me. He looked at
me but said nothing. My father then went to my sisters’ bed which was
in the same bedroom. Even then, I did not think of death, certainly
not of my father’s. Of course, it is only afterwards that I realized that
my father was saying goodbye to us, his children. I went to school the
next morning surprisingly aware of the scent of flowers and of the
gloriously sunny day. My mother informed me when I returned home
for lunch that I would not be going back to school. My father had died
that morning. I thought of the visitor I had seen the previous evening.

As my mother gave me instructions to go and tell family
members and friends of my father’s passing, I reflected on what his
death would mean for me. In a society which lacked any form of social
security and financial support to widows, I knew that hard times were
ahead. I now smile at the thought which immediately occurred to
me that my own family could soon be homeless; yet, shame to say,
even with the threat of homelessness I was secretly happy that he had
died. Though my father was not physically abusive to us, the family
had been subjected to other forms of terror at his hands. But at that
moment I experienced a spirit of freedom from his cruel behavior
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fueled by excessive drinking of rum. I feared the dead but I was no
longer afraid of him. The psychological responses of mourning,
such as anger, came later as life became increasingly difficult. There
were times, though, I smiled with amusement at the thought that my
father was called home by an ancestral spirit and that the enormous
quantity of spirits (a local term for rum) did not apparently kill him.
The year my father died was a tumultuous period in Guyanese
history and in my nascent personal life. I was caught up in the
emerging political consciousness among the Guyanese people who
were demanding political independence from England. I was at that
age when I realized that girls were of another gender and that my
male friends were only good for cricket and soccer. I fell in love for
the first time. To get out of the yard in which I lived and to procure
a home for my mother, in the absence of an adult male, I had to join
a self-help group to communally construct our new homes, a boy
doing a man’s work. Secondary school education was not free, so I
joined a group of boys selling the evening newspaper. I had no one
to monitor my education, no one to help me grow into manhood, no
one to protect me, no adult male to shape and direct my future. The
culture and customs of the time demanded that I become the man of the
house. I had to quickly metamorphose from a man-child to an adult.

I believe that while the ancestors could not or would not say
why my father was called to join them, in their wisdom they desired
to alert me to be prepared for the changing circumstances of my
life. They were saying, I think, “Hold on to the remnants of your
ancestral past, as incomplete as it is, to your sense of community and
to your true identity and you will be able to navigate the tumultuous
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changes you are about to experience with your father’s death.”
Now that I am in my last years and have lived more years than my
father, I often ask myself if I want the ancestors to alert my sons
that my time is nigh. I miss him terribly despite my elation at his
death. Was the ancestral spirit telling me to make peace with him? I
guess only God knows. I hope that when the ancestral spirit walks
down the hall to stand over me, the ancestors will say when they
receive me, “Well done, thy good and faithful son and father.”
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Sam McCracken
A prendiendo a sudar en San José
(L earning to Sweat in San José)
ii. Costa Rica’s NO.1 export is pineapples: they are the world’s
leading producer of the spiny-skinned fruit by around 200,000 tons.
And before watching mamá tica1 cleave delicately the exterior of one
particular breakfast piña, I had always assumed that so much went to
waste in preparing the pre-cubed, overpriced packs for sale at Publix.
And while that’s likely true—that company-workers betray no hangups in dispatching with the excess, the inedible-to-most—mamá was
someone of resource. More than once I saw her transport the peels to a
heavy-bottomed pot where they would lie, softening with sugar, before
being blended with rice water, chilled, and poured into a vacant glass.
Five times in 38 days she walked alone to the Saturday morning
farmers’ market. While she planned the week’s breakfast menu—for,
in her home and in other Costa Ricans’, the nucleus of any worth-itssnuff morning meal was some variety of a tropical fruit—and ventured
out for watermelon, pineapple, and papaya, each of my Saturdays
entailed an excursion, often school-sponsored: 1. to one volcano or
another, 2. a beach, 3. a hot-springs resort, 4. a different, still-Pacific
beach, or 5. to the park with two cans of 6.7%-alcohol piña colada
and a Paolo Coelho novel2 (an outing of my own design, of course).
But I think she enjoyed the time she spent with only herself.

1“Tico,” n. and adj., a demonym to describe persons of Costa Rica.
2 El peregrino (The Pilgrimage), 1987.
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Mamá led a life of care, one which entailed great empathy
and abnegation (but also love), in service to her son
[Kervin, 17, ♂], mother [“Aubelita,” 75, ♀], and dog [Abbi,
AGE UNKNOWN, ♀]. She was undoubtedly the doña of her
home: she swept, she mopped, she cooked, she locked the bolts
at night and released them at dawn. San José, now tepid, was once
considered a hotbed of generally nonviolent, theft-related crime
during the 1980s and -90s. One remnant of that activity, and of the
fear it incited, is the cage-like metalwork that adorns the outside of
nearly every home in the capital city; another is the reluctance in
mamá’s face to leave unfastened the gate that encloses her home,
to forgo its additional padlock, to keep unlocked its front door and
to leave un-pushed the couch which pins it shut when Jamear, my
roommate, or I decide to take a cab to some late-night locale.
“We’ll return before long,” we tell her. “We can
lock up.” Her expression remains apprehensive.
–
i. I came to San José during what seemed to me, from
my fresh-from-the-plane perspective, the sunniest rainy season
I would encounter anywhere, especially between the Tropics
of Cancer and Capricorn. The sun was bright, the sky, really
blue. We landed in Alajuela, encircled by mountains (manyof
which now recognized as long-dormant volcanoes).
John F. Kennedy came to Costa Rica once, in 1963, and was
met with a similar welcome. Irazú, a volcano near the country’s former
capital, Cartago, began to erupt the same day as the former U.S.
president’s arrival and didn’t cease for two years straight. They named
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a park in his honor. Herbert Hoover was the first sitting president
to visit the nation, but—to my survey—he has no monument to speak
of. But I have to wonder: Kennedy might have had a more lasting
impression as a result of his outspoken Catholic beliefs, as—even
now—Costa Rica, a Western state, is officially Roman Catholic.
U.S. relations aside, one upside to the ash that regularly blankets
the country—even in the face of international celebrities—is the
part it plays in fertilizing their soil. At the expense of the occasional
damaging (and lethal) eruption3 , Costa Rica is able to enjoy a
nutrient-rich terrain and to use it to their benefit: cultivating coffee,
mangoes, papayas, and pineapples, alongside other key crops.
On paper there are two seasons in the Costa Rican calendar,
dry and wet, but I might argue that any time of year is at minimum
damp when your body refuses to adjust to any clime unsupported
by industrial-sized air conditioners. As a tour guide would later
explain, this division, principally necessitated by a shift in the
weather, also marked the time between growing and harvesting
as well as the break between school years. The latter coincided
with the former, the guide continued, so as to allow 19th century
mothers and fathers the opportunity of using a resource otherwise
unavailable to aid in the reaping and replanting: their children.
She told us this as we headed up a particularly steep
hill toward farm-country, upon what I can only assume
was the gradual incline of an inactive volcán.

3 See: Arenal, 1968, among other disastrous instances.
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The chances are high enough: some studies conjecture
that, of the 200+ volcanic formations in the country, there
are 112 volcanoes4 with varying degrees of activity, and of
those, I saw one, Poás, face-to-face, and lounged in pools
warmed by Arenal, another. And for six or so other days,
I caught wind of Turrialba—literally. It started with the smell of
sulfur and, according to sleepers lighter than I, a mild tremor around
2:00am. I woke up to the sound of a broom, not a boom; mamá’s garage
sat just outside of my window, and from there came the scrat-scrattt
of my host-mother, clearing the ash5 from an early morning eruption.
She touched a finger to the sitting car and swiped toward me: grey.
–
iii. No-one in our 21-person [22? 23?] group understood
why Jamear, a she, and I [Sam], a he, were made roommates. A
prevailing personal theory attributes it to our equally androgynous
names; among the more conventional pairings, there were two
groups of three: one all-male and another all-female. Those
could have been leveled-out had the powers-at-be known. We
were the product of guesswork. This isn’t a complaint.
She and I had known one another for
lifetimes on the day we first met.
4 61 of those are closer to dormant than dormant, really.
The sub-categories and gradations go on ad infinitum. Put simply:
Costa Rica is the Ring of Fire. Expect volcanoes.
5 Ceniza is the Spanish word for ash. It’s one of my favorites,
pronounced [θe-‘ni-θa] in the Peninsular dialect.
45

We were a platonic—and astrological—perfectfit, her Libra [♎] to my Gemini [♊].
1.
She holds the power of decision-making, endowed
with the gifts of yes and no; I am a serial “maybe!”-er.
2.
She is poised, measured; I was given the “Most
Likely to Show Up Sweaty with a Cup of Coffee” Award6 .
3.
(a.) She’s the queen of spurof-the-moment, convincing excuses,
like when—she told our mamá tica on more than one occasion
that she just couldn’t eat the spaghetti she had made. She—mamá—
prepared that dish, though certainly not her signature dish, at
least four times during our six-week stay. It was a well-intended
and thoughtful attempt, I think, to remind me and my roommate
of home, but her execution (in covering the red-tinted noodles
with dry, crumbled cheese and three fried plantains) differed
from the recipe with which we were accustomed. “Me duele el
estómago, mamá,” Jamear would say, motioning to her stomach and
wincing, for effect, to convey the message. “My stomach hurts.”
By way of her apparently sensitive stomach—which could stand to
hold a secretive, snack-sized bag of Bolitas de Queso in place of
dinner—Jamear was able to avoid many a Tico-Italian fusion dish.
3. (b.) Whereas, for my part,seemingly
		
unable to lie in Spanish—
I would falter, blush, and look to Jamear helplessly, as when
6 I’m serious. At our going-away banquet (spearheaded by
Jamear), each member of our abroad group was recognized with a particular superlative, printed on a real certificate and signed by the program director. I sweat. It’s hereditary.
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I arrived to the homestay late one evening, having taken
the bus during peak hours, to receive (12) NEW MESSAGES
upon reconnecting to the house Wi-Fi. Jamear was in danger.
I hadn’t anticipated the trial to await me.
[Jamear, 8:13pm]: PLEASE HURTY
[Jamear, 8:13pm]: SHE MADE ME SPAGHETTI
[Jamear, 8:15pm]: Dammit man
[Jamear, 8:17pm]: HELP ME
[Jamear, 8:18pm]: She did this on purpose
[Jamear, 8:21pm]: I need an excuse
[Jamear, 8:22pm]: Actually when you come in the kitchen you
should say “are you sure you want to eat before dinner” in Spanish
[Jamear, 8:27pm]: Please
And I tried to follow the script, honestly. But it still sounded
disingenuous, attempting to convince my Costa Rican surrogate
mother that we were planning to celebrate a friend’s birthday
at the nation’s only Hooters®—which was true and which I had
told mamá at breakfast—and would prefer to pay for and consume
expensive bar-food from the hands of undervalued and overly
sexualized servers, but mamá, noticing our eyes shift to one another
in desperation, reneged and offered to save the meal for later.
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R ebecca Natali
	Paper M an
Lucy walks down the same street she walks down every
day. The shops that line the street are slanted. The town
seems to be built on a hill, and the air clogs her eyes.
She walks past the paper man. He says hello and asks her how
many days are left. She says eleven. He hands her the newspaper,
like he does each day and says he will miss seeing her. It’s time, she
says. He thinks she’s in denial, suspects that she wants to stay in this
town, but Lucy laughs. They exchange smiles, and she walks away.
Seven more days, he says this time. He wants her to stick
around, to keep him company. He hands her the paper. Lucy glances
around. Unwanted memories flood the streets. The smell of chocolate
chip cookies floats from the bakery across the street and hits her,
taking her back to eating sweets with her brother. The sound of a
crosswalk beeping takes her back to playing games of chase as they
ran through the town. Lying, she says she’s leaving because she’s
tired of the cold. The paper man says she’ll hate the heat. This town’s
got history, he says. Your history. She says maybe, and walks away.
Two more days, he remarks. She won’t come by tomorrow.
There’s still packing to do. He hands her the paper. He’s
saddened to see such changes. Lucy knows things have been
changing. The bakery sees less and less business each day. The
crosswalk carries few bodies across the street. The faces of the
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boys by the shops hold frowns instead of smiles. The paper man
tells her to take care. She nods and walks away in silence.
Lucy doesn’t come by the last day. Eleven days are up and
she has her ticket. The airport smells new, fresh. She passes a
vendor. She smiles and asks for a paper. He takes her money
without glancing up as she grabs the paper. She says thank
you. The man doesn’t reply. She turns around. The next day
she walks back down the slanted street. The paper man offers
a wide grin and hands her a paper. She doesn’t walk away.
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Kobe Opare
L a Rosa
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M akeda Yasmin P hillips
	I nsufficient Funds
Dear World,
You have cheated me
I didn’t know being a black woman would
cause me so much anguish
I didn’t realize I would be hunted twice over
One for my color
And another for the temple that rests between my legs
I cry and I break at the sorrow of those like me
Those taken by people sworn to protect them
I want to scream in fury
I want to burn down villages
I want to kill those who have given me a bad name
Some call it being angry
I call it being sane
Dear world,
I birthed your many inhabitants
Sometimes consensual, other times not
I have endured so much unfair pain
That I have begun to see the needles that prick me every day
As accessories to my outfit

51

Maybe, white people
Black people don’t want revenge
They don’t want to lynch you from trees
They don’t want to burn you at the stake
Maybe
Just maybe
The people who have built nations on their backs
The people who have marched until they’ve bled
The people who have watched loved ones die in front of them
Maybe those people don’t want to hurt anymore.
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A lec P revett
A n Orange Vortex
There are foxes on my shorts. All of ‘em are walking left,
circling around my shorts like an orange vortex. When I look at ‘em,
I like to imagine myself dying in the middle of a similar circle. I’d
be laid down in the forest, somewhere dry and quiet. Foxes would
circle around me, all going to the left, like a lost funeral procession.
They’d keep me company in my final moments, never asking any
questions or providing any criticisms. Maybe it’s too much to ask
but I secretly hope they’ll stick around a little longer once I’m gone—
keep the birds off of me and what not—until my survivors discover
me. Even better, maybe they’d catch me once my spirit started
drifting away, and carry me like one of their own. Then I could join
‘em and surround all the others who lay down in the forest to die.
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A lec P revett
	Oil and Blood
Airplanes:
Tubes of steel
with protruding blades
and shielded bellies.
Full of oil
and of blood,
breach the skyline in search of god,
and then skim it, disheartened, in search of pitch.
Airplanes:
Those languid white bullets,
rip slowly through the clouds
as if they were of flesh.
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L enna M aria Rodrigues
	Brother A nt’s R eligion
We bumped into each other.
My eyes were too small to see.
(I was blind. So were you.)
But I could feel you; I extended my neck,
reaching out for you.
I touched you through my head warily.
“Are you from my tribe?”
Your touch—so familiar—soothed my fears.
Standing in the forest of grass,
you caressed me, assured me of your loyalties.
But there was a living to be won, and work to be done.
So we parted ways,
arranging ourselves back
into our predestined places—
back into our simple lines and stable duties
which bring balance and support
to our chaotic, ever-crumbling universe.
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Tanner Rowan
Classroom
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Tanner Rowan,
	Graveyard
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Parker Sams
Family Is
Family is leaving a light on.
Family is thirty pieces of china.
Family is going to second service church.
Family is the sacred self-assigned seats in the minivan.
Family is singing grace to the tune of Frère Jacques at dinner.
Family is beach vacations and taking summer trips up to the lake house.
Family is big Christmas parties with cousins and aunts you rarely see.
Family is eating pizza and watching Wheel of Fortune Friday nights.
Family is watching Dad change your tire because you never quite learned.
Family is hugging your two sisters goobye as they leave for college.
Family is a black sheep brother you all chose to forget long ago.
Family is having to sell the lake house after fifty years.
Family is seeing those cousins and aunts less often.
Family is three rooms that are now empty.
Family is leaving the lights off.

58

Parker Sams
	Kudzu K ids
There’s a hill in the old neighborhood we used to run
up and down every day when we were young. It’s a small hill,
rolling between the McKinney’s and the Langdon’s. Along the
incline, among the prickly juniper and the weeds, was the kudzu.
It had claimed almost the entire hill as its territory, save for a
narrow path that we carved out with our light-up Sketchers.
We lived in the heart of it. Entire roadsides and cliff faces were
dressed top to bottom in green. Trees would transform into emerald
watchtowers, their new uniforms billowing in the mountain wind. We
heard that it had been given to America as a gift by the Japanese, and
we imagined a ship landing on the coast, a lone sailor stepping off
and placing a small gift box on the shore before sailing away again.
Back and forth we went on the hill, keeping the kudzu at
bay. In the summers, we’d launch our main offensive and hold
the line. We’d wave around hockey sticks like swords on one side
of the hill, and then we’d rush down to the other side and set up
army men along the fallen tree to shoot with the BB gun, and then
we’d rush back up once more. We imagined this path could be
seen from space, like a great no-man’s land, forever preventing
the nations on either side of it from uniting. Were it not for our
mothers, we would’ve carried every battle deep into the night.
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But soon we found that we were growing, too. Our bodies got
taller and our voices got deeper. We were too heavy for the trampoline,
too big to carry Nerf guns. We traded in our bikes for cars. We
didn’t wait at the bus stop any more, preferring to catch a ride with
friends. Some of us got jobs, some got girlfriends. We all hung up our
helmets. Day by day, the kudzu grew back on that hill, undisturbed,
unimpeded, until the path underneath was covered completely.
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Tony Smart, A L ittle Chocolate in My Vanilla While Drinking My Morning Cup
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Tony Smart, You Can’t See M e
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Candice Snyder
armistice , negotiated
the world called it a war to end all wars
my mom called it her marriage
my sisters, brothers, me, our childhood
past and present
practicing trench warfare from the bottom bunk
from the basement bean bags
grenades flew faster from the other side
hitting us in supposed ceasefire
at the dinner table, during holidays and vacations
step over casualties in the hallway
stop to help at your own risk
listen to cries from the room over,
a new battle somehow thundering
through closed doors
we eventually outgrew getting put over a knee
lined up, bent over, facing a firing squad of one
found new ways to hurt each other
how to poison a room just by stepping into it
toxic air, toxic words, toxic waste
rewriting the rules of warfare in
family meetings like peace summits
ultimatums issued, ignored
strategic plans shot to shit by a trigger finger
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by a landmine, by a drink, or three
all of us, countries, eventually dropping like flies
out of the fight, out of that life,
with white flag resignation
phantom gunshots, pot shots, low blows
still echoing over the second floor landing
over the white wood railing
over the softly smoking battlefield
over the general’s armchair
coming home an exercise in trust
walking unarmed into not quite enemy territory
meeting with the ghosts of children
with the shadow of a man
leftover thunder from lightning striking
the same place over and over again
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Candice Snyder
corredor

forgotten half-broken english
and tanned limbs come crashing in
all elbows and hellos
it was a long summer away
lost corners swell again with motion
tabletops take on child rearing
and eating and homework reading
sweet green grass stains and late nights
always quiet coming and going
always waiting arms wide open
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Bree Stallworth, R econstruction 1
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Bree Stallworth, R econstruction 2
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Sergio Suárez, Untitled 1
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Sergio Suárez, Untitled 3
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Nathaniel Thompson, Untitled 1
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