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second year in a row, the ýrst-place art contest winner is Wayne C. 
White. His drawings adorn both the front and back covers. Also in 
this edition, for the ýrst time, we have included with the internal 
art, the second- and third-place cover art submissions. We hope 
you enjoy viewing and reading these unique and original works as 
much as we have. Before I turn this virtual podium over to our next 
speakers, I would like to give a round of applause to our students 
who contributed to our 2021 Edisto River Review, and to those 
students who have or will be contributing to our 2022 Edisto River 
Review. Please give these student artists a huge round of applause.

I begin my conclusion with thanking Drs. Sharon Gile and Charity 
Adama for serving as associate poetry editors. I extend a sincere 
thanks to Dr. Dennis Bormann for his work as associate prose edi-
tor. A huge thank you to the Art Department judges: professors Ott, 
Bailey, Glover, Quinonez, Keith, and Rahman. It was a pleasure 
working with Tiana Wilder and Terrecia McPherson, the student in-
terns who were responsible for tracking, organizing, copy editing, 
formatting, typesetting, and completing the ýnal ERR document 
assembly work. Thank you, Ms. Jennifer Clark and Ms. Carolyn 
Ravenell for your unþagging support and assistance. Mr. Dakota 
Carlson and particularly Muhammad Hossain’s formatting work 
have been critical for bringing our last two issues to publication. 
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Claflin University

Art
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Black Lives Matter (Back Cover)

Second Place: Malachi D. Wright, Black Lives Matter

Third Place: Alicia D. Parson, Black Lives Still Matter

Fiction

First Place: Tiana S. Wilder, Extra! Extra! 

Second Place: Terrecia McPherson, Cecil’s Story

Third Place: 
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First Place Fiction Winner 

Tiana Wilder 

Extra, Extra!

The principalôs ofýce was cold and drab. The walls were an ugly 
dark green color, and the carpet was dark blue. A layer of dust 
covered the ýle cabinets in the corner and the leather sofa near the 
door. On the corner of the wooden desk sat a spider plant that had 
seen better days. Even the chair that Kim found herself sitting in 
was worn and started to make her back ache. Kim wrapped her 
cardigan tightly around herself and allowed for her gaze to ýnally 
fall upon the principal before her. 

Kim had heard that Mr. Olsen had been quite the looker in the past. 
His infamous affairs were a testament to that. Yet as she looked the 
man over, taking in his bloated body and sagging face, she won-
dered how anyone could have ever even considered sleeping with 
him before. 

Mr. Olsen cleared his throat. ñMrs. Harper?ò

Kimôs eyes snapped back up to meet his. ñYes?ò

ñIôve asked you to come down today concerning an issue with your 
daughters, Gwendolynð.ò

ñGwen,ò Kim interrupted. ñShe likes to be called Gwen.ò

Mr. Olsen narrowed his eyes at her. ñéGwendolyn and Britney.ò 
Mr. Olsen typed away on the computer, and the fans of the ancient 
machine started to whirl. ñOver the past month or so, Iôve noticed 
an increase of reports in both of their ýles concerning their behav-
ior. There have been several instances of backtalk, coming into 
class late, and skipping class altogether.ò

Kim nodded. She had been getting more and more phone calls 
recently. But she and her husband had talked to the girls and made 
sure to punish them as she saw ýt. She simply attributed this 
change in behavior to teenage hormones and nothing more.



Edisto River Review | 10

           ñBut,ò Mr. Olsen turned the computer monitor towards Kim, 
ñthis is what concerns me most.ò

           Kim squinted at the computer monitor. On the overtly bright 
screen, Kim saw the website of the schoolôs newspaper, The Oak 
Valley Chronicles. On the page was a photo of Britney, tucked 
away behind the school. She was kissing a boy that Kim had 
never even seen nor heard her daughter talk about, but Kim could 
tell that he looked like trouble from the photo. The fact that her 
daughter was kissing someone was an extra surprise. The head-
line of the article read EXTRA! EXTRA! OAK VALLEY PRIN-
CESS CAUGHT LOCKING LIPS WITH JUDE MONROE! Kim 
skimmed the article, her eyes zooming on the words ñthe shrew 
has been tamedò and ñself-righteous bitchò. As her anger grew, her 
eyes traveled further down on the page and she gasped as she read 
the name of the person who wrote it.

           Kim shook her head ýercely, her blonde curls bouncing as 
she did so. ñéGwen?! What?!ò Kim looked back up at Mr. Carl-
son with a serious look on her face. ñT-This has to be some sort of 
mistake. Gwen would never write something like that! Especially 
about her sister.ò

           Yes, the girls had their spats from time to time, but she knew 
that Gwen would never do something so malicious to her own sis-
ter. Kim tried to think back to earlier this morning, when Gwen and 
Britney had fought over the last applesauce mufýn, wondering if a 
mufýn, of all things, caused all this.

           ñIôm afraid your daughter was the culprit,ò said Mr. Olson. 
ñAfter asking some of the other students, we found out that Gwen-
dolyn enlisted one of the students in the Coding Club to hack into 
the website and post the article without the advisor of newspaper 
knowing. We discovered the article around lunchtime, but by then, 
a number of students had already seen it. The newspaper advisor is 
trying to take the article down now.ò

           Kim rubbed her temples, trying to come to terms with what 
Gwen had done. A þurry of emotions ran through her. She was an-
gry, disappointed, but most of all, upset with herself. What did she 
miss? Had she not been paying enough attention to the girls? ñI-Is 
she going to be punished?ò

           ñWell, she is in ISS right now, but her formal punishment is 
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a 3-day suspension, starting Monday.ò

           Kim nodded. ñI understand. And Iôll talk to her. Both of 
them.ò

           After signing a few papers and gathering all of Gwen’s 
schoolwork for the next three school days, Kim walked into the 
lobby. Kim decided to sign both of the girls out for the day. She 
was sure that they were both tired of hearing all of the gossip and 
that some rest would do them well. As she did so, Mrs. Parrish, the 
front desk assistant, attempted to start a conversation with her.

           ñHi, Kim.ò Mrs. Parrish waved her ýngers in the air, her red 
acrylics catching Kimôs attention. ñHow are you today?ò
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ñThatôs who I was asking about.ò Mrs. Parrish chuckled. ñMy hus-
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gonna talk to Gwen and get to the bottom of this. Okay?ò

           Britney nodded. Kim consoled her daughter for a few mo-
ments more before going down the hall and knocking on Gwen’s 
door. There was no answer. ñGwen? Can I come in?ò

           There was silence again. ñGwen?ò

           Gwen ýnally answered, her voice almost a whisper. ñé
yes?ò

           ñCan I talk to you for just a minute?ò After a brief pause, 
Kim added, ñI promise Iôm not going to yell at you.ò 

           ñécome in.ò
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Thatôs it.ò

           Kim raised a brow. ñThatôs it? You wrote a whole article 
about your sister kissing this guy.ò

           Gwen sighed. ñHeôs in my friend group. Weôre in third pe-
riod together. I thought he was cute.ò Gwen then dipped her head, 
her voice growing smaller. ñéI liked him.ò

           ñAh,ò said Kim as she came to understand the situation. 
ñSo, you liked him.ò

           ñéyeah.ò

           ñAnd Britney knew?ò

           ñYeah,ò said Gwen with a hint of anger in her voice.

           ñSo, you were so upset over a boy that you decided to hack 
into the school’s website and write an article calling your sister a 
bitch?ò At this, Gwen cringed. ñI donôt think that was very reason-
able.ò

           ñI justð.ò Gwen huffed. ñItôs not just that.ò

           ñThen what is it?ò

           ñéis it normal for people to grow apart?ò

           Kim blinked. ñWhat?ò

           ñIs it normal? Just, like, after a while? Friends stop being 
friends, sisters stop being sisters?ò

           Kim reþected on this for a moment, thinking about the 
number of friendships and romantic relationships that she had 
gone through throughout her life. Of course, people grew apart. 
She knew that very well. It happened with her best friend in high 
school, with her ex-boyfriend in college. It was a natural part of 
life. But Kim had to admit, she didn’t think that Gwen and Britney 
would ever grow apart, mainly because they had been together for 
so long.

           ñThey can,ò said Kim. ñWhy?ò

           ñItôs justéI feel like Britney is trying to leave me behind.ò

           ñWhat do you mean, sweetie?ò
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           ñSheôs justésheôs studying for the permit test already, and 
she scored super high on the PSATs. And now she’s talking about 
college, and she’s trying to get a job at the daycare, and she has a 
boyfriend and-and-.ò Gwen started to cry. ñSheôs gonna leave me 
all alone!ò

           Kim sighed. ñGwendolyn Jane Harper, you and your sister 
are never going to stop being sisters. Sure, you may grow apart a 
bit, but you know sheôll always be there for you.ò

           Gwen snifþed. ñEven after what I did today?ò

           ñEven after what you did today.ò

           Gwen nodded. ñIôm sorry. I guesséI was just feeling so bad 
that I wanted Britney to feel bad too.ò

           ñYou know youôre going to have to apologize to her, right? 
And, youôre still getting punished.ò

           Gwen nodded in understanding. ñYes, maôam.ò

           ñOkay. Weôll discuss this further after dinner, got it?ò

           Gwen nodded again, and Kim gave her daughter a quick 
hug before leaving her room. As she went into the kitchen, her 
thoughts drifted back to what Gwen had asked. Drifting apart hap-
pened so often that she rarely thought about it now. Then, almost 
unconsciously, her thoughts started to creep over to her husband. 
She thought about his behavior, the way their conversations grew 
shorter and shorter. Kim then shook her head, shooing the thoughts 
away.

           Kim decided to go ahead and prep dinner. That way, she 
could just pop everything in the oven once dinnertime came 
around. She settled on cooking a simple casserole that she knew 
both of the girls would love, as well as some broccoli and fresh 
dinner rolls. As she worked in the kitchen, she heard the sound of 
the garage door opening and closing. That sound was soon fol-
lowed by the loud chatter of her boys. Luke came through the door 
ýrst. He greeted Kim quickly before making a beeline towards the 
living room, obviously heading towards the Xbox. ñHey,ò Kim 
shouted after him, ñHomework ýrst, you know that!ò

           Lukeôs useless protests fell deaf on Kimôs ears as Tyler ran 
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nothing. I’m changing the passwords, and you can get them after 
your month is up.ò

           Gwen nodded in agreement. ñYes, maôam.ò

 ñBritney,ò she turned to face her other daughter, who was looking 
marginally better since they spoke earlier this afternoon. ñIs it true 
that you knew Gwen liked Jude?ò

Britney scoffed. ñMom, you canôtð.ò

ñBritney,ò said Kim ýrmly, ñDid you know?ò

ñéyes.ò Britney tucked a loose strand of dark hair behind her ear. 
ñBut Gwen said that she didnôt think she would ask him out, so I 
did.ò

A puzzled look appeared on Erikôs face. ñWait, Iôm sorry. Who is 
Jude?ò Kim and the girls rolled their eyes. 

ñListen, Britney,ò continued Kim. ñWhile what Gwen did was far 
worse, I still think you should apologize to her too. You knew she 
liked Jude.ò

Britney nodded and turned to her sister. ñIôm sorry. Momôs right.ò 
Britney wrapped Gwen in a tight hug. ñI shouldôve told you that I 
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First Place Poetry Winner

Tiana S. Wilder 

Double Dutch, Double Dutch

Double Dutch 
Double Dutch
Don’t you dare touch
My hair, Xavier
I just got it pressed
My Momma had stressed
Not to let it get messed up 
by little boys like you

So, go on, get gone
And let us play
You see this the championship
and I got the crown in clutch
So, go and ýnd your cousin
And leave us here to
Double Dutch

Double Dutch

And it is here that I rise up
out of my body
Looking down on the city
The nitty gritty looks so pretty 

in the memories

How could something so bad happen

beneath the summertime trees?
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Double Dutch
Double Dutch 
I can only hear
The skip of the rope
on the hot street,

my breath and my feet

DJ is keeping score 
and he is the one that hears it
The police sirens
The screaming

The Crying

And you know us,
Too nosy for our own good
And even though it is that type of neighborhood
We slink towards it
Creep against the brick 
Double Dutch 
Double Dutch 

All forgotten, just a blip 

We stand off in corner

And we see him, Chiron

Skin slick with sweat

And his eye are wet

He’s got his hands

in the air
And his girlfriend is crying 
And he is steady denying
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Courtesy of: Malachi D. Wright, Black Lives Matter Back Cover 
Second Place Art
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First Place Nonfiction Winner

Faith A. Lomax

The Love of a Father 

Itôs August 2, 2014 and I am in the third row of the decked out, 
suede interior SUV. With my chubby arms crossed and the rest of 
my body tucked into the corner closest to the window, I had sworn 
myself to seclusion only to speak when spoken to. The aroma of 
the black ice scented Little Tree air freshener ýlled my nosreeĮy
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Greenville from a quick birthday trip to Georgia and I was exhaust-
ed but excited because I had made plans to be laid up with my boo 
on the 3rd because my mother was returning to work. As we were 
retrieving our luggage from the trunk, my phone rung. It was him. 
ñHello?ò I answered sternly, trying to hold back the instant frus-
tration that attacked me as soon as I saw his name. ñHey, we goinô 
to the mountains ýrst thing in the morning and I was seeing if you 
wanted to celebrate the rest of your birthday with us.ò I was frozen, 
left hand tightly gripping my light-weighted suitcase while my 
right hand almost crumbled my phone into pieces. Did he not know 
how much heartache his last stunt had caused? I rushed him off the 
phone with a simple, ñIôll text you and let you know.ò I knew for 
certain my answer was ñnoò, but I soon found out that wasnôt an 
option. As soon as the phone went click, my mother turned to me 
and asked who it was. ñPaul.ò I never planned on sharing the invi-
tation with her, but she was aware. ñI told him to call and ask but 
I told him youôll be ready in the morning.ò All that rage I had just 
successfully held in erupted and I spazzed. ñIòM NOT GOING! I 
REFUSE! HE CAN TAKE HIS FAKE ASS FAMILY UP THERE 
AND GO STRAIGHT TO HELL AFTERWARDS!ò She gave me 
that look only a mother can give with her bug eyes staring directly 
into my soul. ñOh, youôre going.ò 

    ñYôall go ahead call your rides for in the morning and you go 
pack your bag.ò I felt her eyes follow me all the way to the door 
as if I had just spit in her face and smeared it. ñYou done lost your 
mind,ò she hollered from the driver side window of the gold, big 
body GMC as she reversed and drove off into the distance. She 
didn’t know that was the last time she was going to see her only 
child. 

~

This room is so dark. I used to know exactly who I was, but my 
demons had overthrown my savior, Jesus Christ, and devoured my 
soul. This room is so dark and cold even though it was the middle 
of summer reaching high 80 on the Eastside of Greenville. I had 
now swallowed what had to be a total of 20 something pills. Most 
were prescribed to my mother and the others were PM pain kill-
ers. ñWhat is the least painful way to commit suicide?ò sat typed 
in the safari search engine of my black iPhone 4. A recording of 
the BET awards traveled faintly from the living room followed by 
the smacking of lips. Tavia and Kari were enjoying the short time 
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they had left together before their early departure. My birthday was 
always a ñcelebrationò for everyone else but me. 1...2....3--------My 
heart was giving out. I was losing oxygen and my eyes started to 
roll to the back of my head. 30 minutes later I woke up to a solemn 
whisper. ñI am here, my child. Iôm not ýnished with you yet.ò It 
was God. I started foaming at the mouth and throwing up mushy, 
undigested pills. I felt a tingle rush down my spine like ýre shut up 
in my bones. I still reeked of depression yet, every breath tasted of 
sugar cane. The Lord reclaimed my spirit. 
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Second Place Fiction 

Terrecia McPherson

Cecil’s Story

The rumor mill congregates downstairs. Cecil – although not yet 
fully awake – can hear the agitated whispers stealthily climbing the 
stairs. 

    ñYou sure?ò mamaôs voice returns to somebody who sounds 
like the Reverend. He wasn’t really a reverend, just that his voice 
wanes and booms just like one and everything he says seems to 
bear the weight of God on it. But no man of God carries as much 
rumors as the Reverend. Unable to ýnd rest among the ears of 
working men such as Cecil’s father the Reverend forms his own 
congregation with mama, Miss Matty from two houses down the 
road, and Miss Jackie the seamstress. 

The Reverend, a raving mad drunkard with no money or family, re-
sents anyone questioning his authority. For a second he gets angry, 
ñLiz, it is not a manôs place to run around crying that the world is 
coming to an end if no such thing is true. Of course, I know what I 
read. As a matter of fact here you go.ò

Peeping round the bend that leads the staircase into the kitchen, 
Cecil watches the Reverend put a piece of paper in the middle of 
the table. The women gather around to look. Cecil wants to know 
what is on the paper to cause their eyes to open so wide. Miss Mat-
ty swings little Jeremy from one bony hip to the other and straight-
ens herself up. 

    ñWell, I donôt see what we can do about it anyways.ò She offers.

    ñNothing to do huh. Is that what you all think?ò

The women murmur under their breath not sure what the Reverend 
is really asking of them.

    ñI say we send the boys to warn their fathers to come home be-
fore dark is all.ò Adds Miss Jackie. Her husband ï Jasper ï left last 
year to go work somewhere in New York. While hiding in this very 





Edisto River Review | 32

Cecil walks to the kitchen, camera around his neck, and yawns as 
though he is still tired. 

ñGood morning Maas Paulò ï he says to the Reverend ï ñMiss 
Jackie, Miss Matty, good morning maôamsò and nods to each 
woman in turn. Then focusing on mama he asks, ñGood morning 
mama, anything for breakfast?ò

ñYes child, there is some grits and bacon on the stove. Remember 
to take some for your father when you are done eating and hurry 
back. He is over by the Roberts farm helping out.ò

ñYes maôam.ò As Cecil talks he memorizes the information on the 
piece of paper the Reverend never retrieved from the table. Not too 
far from here, he thinks.

The congregation grows weary. Not sure what to do with the Rev-
erend’s information they decide it best to do nothing. 

Never one to give up so easy the Reverend asks, ñAre you then 
to just bunker down at nightfall with your children and husbands 
while the enemy like a roaring lion walketh around seeking whom 
he may devour? You people are stark mad I tell you. Mad!ò His 
bald head starts perspiring like the pastor at church on Sundays and 
he wiggled his ýnger in the same accusatory manner.

ñYou making it sound like we have an option.ò Miss Jackie gets up 
from her seat at the kitchen table and starts to adjust her frock.

ñWell, enough of such talk! Everything is going to be alright. If we 
let everyone know to stay safe at home tonight then there is noth-
ing to fear.ò Mama never allows Klan talk to persist around Cecil.

And he didn’t dare ask for there was only one rule whenever the 
rumor mill meets, ñchildren should be seen and not heard.ò

Miss Matty catches on as well, ñPaul, why donôt you and I go 
round and tell the others. That should be something helpful don’t 
you agree?ò

The Reverend is outnumbered and his sermon is as good as ýn-
ished. He hisses his teeth, puts his hat on, and leaves with the 
women and baby in tow.

~
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ñCarry that bucket of water here, child.ò Cecilôs father welcomes 
the boy. 

Cecil offers him the plate of food and follows his pout to rest it on 
the ground by the row of plants he is digging. Crouching there on 
hands and knees in the dirt he looks like a raised mound of South 
Carolina Earth. The pale orange of his þannel shirt and the dusty 
brown trousers makes it even more so for Cecil had seen these col-
ors in the dirt when him and Johnny dig it up in the summer times. 
That was the only time mama will allow him in the ýelds. 

ñThat is no place for a boy,ò she believes.

But father always counters that ñthere is nowhere else for him in 
this world but digging in the earth.ò

ñYessir.ò Cecil struggles with the bucket wishing it to be lighter. 
Cecil doesn’t mind helping his father especially since he knows the 
man thinks of him as weak.

ñHow many times must I tell you not to come into the ýeld with 
that camera ‘bout your neck boy? This is no place for taking pic-
tures. Here men work, not play!ò his fatherôs tone is always stern 
with him. 

I will show him tonight that I am not weak. I am as strong and 
brave as they come. I am going to that rally to take a picture! Cecil 
thinks to himself. 

Despite his opinion, Cecil’s father never pushes it too far and so 
the camera always stays. Yet it is not Cecil’s intention to stir his 
father’s wrath so after handing him the bucket he asks permis-
sion and wanders off to see Johnny, the Roberts’ boy, Cecil’s best 
friend. A stone’s throw away Cecil sees John Sr., the boy’s father, 
who tells him where to ýnd Johnny.

ñHavenôt you heard?ò Cecil asks when they are out of earshot of 
the men.

ñWhat is it this time?ò Johnnyôs broad nose þares out on either side 
as he speaks.

Cecil whispers the whole story for fear that someone else might 
overhear. He anticipates the small smile that will play over John-
ny’s mischievous face anytime soon. It never comes. Instead, 







Edisto River Review | 36

become sweaty and he loses his grip on the camera. 

ñYou hear that, Jim?ò one sheet asks another.

ñI do. Nicholas, take your torch to that bush over there.ò 

Nicholas starts in the direction of Cecil. 

Cecil drops to his stomach. In his haste the camera hit against the 
ground and slams into his small chest. It knocks the wind out of 
him. 

Then Cecil hears it. Right in front of him. 

ñFellas I is just curious is all. I ainôt done a thing, you know.ò the 
Reverend’s drunken slur pierces the air. 

A loud commotion starts among the men. Cecil gathers his wits 
and looks up just enough to see the Reverend being dragged to the 
burning cross. 

Oh No! Cecil thought. I hadnôt seen him earlier. But before he 
could do anything the ground moves from beneath him. 

No, he is moving up. 

Cecil looks up into the þaming eyes of his father. No words pass 
between the two as the man bundles Cecil under his arms and runs 
away from the sheeted bodies. 

At home, the fury of God rains over the boy. Somewhere between 
playing hide and seek with the man’s belt and begging for mercy 
from mama, Cecil found out the story. 

An hour prior his father had returned for dinner and heard the 
rumor of the Klan rally from mama. Immediately he had set out to 
ýnd Cecil at the river but couldnôt. When he doubled back to the 
house he realized the missing camera and put two and two togeth-
er. 

ñLazarus that is enough, mind you kill him.ò Mama is a few licks 
too late but better late than never Cecil reminds himself. 

ñWhat you thinking going to that rally boy. Donôt you see what 
they do to our kind?ò father asks. 

Through hiccup and tears Cecil explains himself ending with, ñev-
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Second Place Nonfiction

Jaliah I. Robinson

Through My Eyes: America’s Pandemic

On the last day of summer, I think about the ýrst day and vice 
versa. This year was different. I don’t know when my summer 
began. It is as if after spring break the concept of time ceased to 
exist. Days blended and nights were blurred. There was nothing 
to distinguish the days apart from each other. Even Easter went 
unmentioned. Everyone was living in quarantine. Our normal was 
suddenly only a memory.  

 For some people, this summer did not change. They went to par-
ties, had sleepovers, went on trips, and so on. They lived as if there 
was not an indiscernible killer on the loose. They used conspiracy 
theories when confronted with their carefree living. They were 
enjoying life, and no one could change their minds. Others lived 
more cautiously. They stayed in the comfort of their own homes, to 
avoid any interaction as much as they could. They shopped online 
to reduce the risk. Their actions depict living a temporary, moder-
ate life. My truth, there was no adventure. There was boredom and 
the underlying feeling of redundancy from doing the same thing 
day in and day out. Home improvements and crafts are what occu-
pied my time. Painting walls and rearranging furniture, even just 
adding decorations. I might as well be an interior designer at this 
point. I thought the days would play on a loop in my mind, that not 
one moment would stand out to me. I could not have been more 
wrong.

ñThey dress the wound of my people as though it were not serious. 
Peace, peace, they say when there is no peace.ò Jeremiah 8:11 NIV 

Protests. The world is enraged. At ýrst, people were upset that they 
had to stay in the house. They wrote signs about needing haircuts 
and talked about how it is their right to live how they want. Then 
came uproar about a taken life. Another black corpse to add to 
the pile. Tears were shed, bricks were thrown, ýres were started. 
People took to the streets, ranted on social media, whether behind 
the cause or not. ñIôm not raising my son to be a target,ò a mother 
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shouted. Uncomfortable. People were beginning to feel uncom-
fortable. Friends were no longer speaking, some families stood 
in a civil war. If the sky could be painted a color it would bleed 
red. Red for bloodshed. Red for hate. Red for love. Red for the 
uncompromising, blind ignorance that was interwoven into the 
foundation of America. This ñgreatò country that so many have so 
much exhibited pride. A divide between black and white with red 
pouring in the middle. A tale as old as time with details skewed 
ever so often. The pandemic, the broadcaster of this unjust system. 
All media had their eyes on this situation. The world was watching 
as week-by-week people were fed up with the despicable treatment 
of black people. 

As with every movement there were people who used the time to 
cause trouble and there were people who criticized. Some demand-
ed peace but used violence in the drop of a hat. Others were peace-
ful but violence was used against them. Video after video showed 
the ýrst amendment being dragged through the streets. Onlookers 
questioned the motive of violence. Who was to blame? Who is the 
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Einstein

Willful ignorance. A warm blanket that wraps them snug in their 
beliefs. The ýlter that erases all blemishes from view. The red, 
white, and blue safety net. One that would cover the 50 states with 
a few holes piercing through. The truth was too much to take. 
There were people taking to social media to explain that the media 
is the problem. Some even said that racism does not exist anymore. 
It was as if to say racism is in the eye of the beholder. White privi-
lege was then introduced to the mix and the internet went ballistic. 
This notion was not accepted for the mere fact that people did not 
want to accept it. They used any excuse they could muster to dis-
credit what was happening. What was worse was that there was a 
divide within the black community as well. Some believed that the 
outroar was more damaging to the black image than it was good. 
They did not support the cause orchestrated by their own people. 
It is said that ignorance is bliss but at what point does it become a 
menace to society? It is easier to think a certain way when one is 
surrounded by conýrmations. 

On the last day of summer, I came to realize that the pandemic 
going through America was much more than Covid-19. Protests 
dressed the streets, doubt slowly crept into the air and willful ig-
norance was a shield of armor. Bubbles were burst and lines were 
crossed. There was so much trauma and pain in America. So much 
blood shed and so much hate. America bared its ugliness, there was 
no more hiding. This is our new normal.
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Second Place Poetry

Ariel A. Meriwether

Tell Me

 
Explain to me what it is youôre doing to me.
Explain the power. Stress the control.
Exert the pressure on your mind into fragments. 
Cypher the fragments and give me sentences then take that and 
piece together your thoughts
Words in the air travel to my soul. 
Engulfed in my bed and trapped in my pillowcases. 
Swarms of power and waves of control wrap themselves tightly 
into threaded sheets. 
Tell me power. How do you do it?
Enlighten me control. Where does it end
Shards of body stiffen the air. Heat entangles the mind.
Give me some type of hope.
Tie me down and stop my ears so I can hear. 
Shut my mouth and focus me to speak
Allow thoughts to control my spirit. 
Give my unbearable soul a source of belief and tell me 
I’m begging you
Stress to me
Explain to me
Make me believe that the thoughts of my spirit will survive
Encourage my hope

Because I’m not sure how much more I have, if any, left.
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Third Place Nonfiction

JaMariya A. Mason-Price

Truth Hurts

It’s two in the morning and I suddenly jolt awake. Tears come 
pouring out of me attempting to cleanse my broken soul. It’s the 
year of 2020 and the month of February, the month of rediscover-
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Courtesy of: Alicia D. Parson, Black Lives Still Matter Third 
Place Cover Art
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Third Place Poetry

Alicia D. Parson

Insert Name Here

We march again, tear-stained cheeks steady glistening 

Weôre screaming ñSay [their] name!ò 

But, is anyone even listening? 

A different face but the story’s always the same

The pain is the always there

Ripped anew with every hashtag

Insert Name Here?

I canôt take anymore, Iôve raised my white þag 

 

You’re telling me it’s not just us, 

I’m telling you there’s no justice

Please! Whoever is listening, you have nothing to fear

Must I really insert another name here?

My sign is old, and my marker is drying

Along with my hope, my faith in you is dying. 

What did you ever have to fear? 

Your existence was always held dear. 

It’s faces that look like mine that should be afraid
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Our very lives are the prices we paid

Just to feel seen, and just to be heard,

And just to feel like you’ve felt our word. 

We shouldnôt be ýghting for our right to breathe, 

No, we shouldnôt have to ýght for this.

We shouldnôt have to ýght to exist 
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presence, I’m certain, so he can pull off pulling out the hefty belt, 
the earthy colored one with the oval clasp that hasn’t been around 
his abdomen since we said I do. He yanks off the belt and goes 
upstairs for him to go to bed.  

I sneak a look at my watch: four minutes and twenty seconds. I 
know in less than two minutes he will go back to the Treshawn I 
married. As I open my phone to look at the camera to see my dam-
age, he peeks his head down the steps and asks to come upstairs to 
cuddle before bed. ñKeyshia, come upstairs honey. I wanna cuddle 
and talk about what happened.ò I gulp and slowly move my head 
to look at him and say, ñOkay sunshine. Iôm coming, so we can 
talk about it.ò He slyly smiles and says, ñI love you Key. Iôll never 
hurt you again.ò I smile and nod as if the blood is not still dripping 
on my white shirt.

I hesitantly maneuver to the kitchen to clean the tile and head to 
bed. I know I’ll come to our bed with him and his manhood wait-
ing for me, so he can apologize and promise that he would never 
hit me. He would run his ýngers through my black wavy hair and 
tell me that we are together forever, and it will get better between 
us, but this time, I am not willing to hear his empty promises. And 
once we ýnish, I will roll away from him and he clings to my thigh 
as tears roll down my cheek.

***

The most profound wound from Tre last night, the card-sized one 
to the left side of my face, had expanded then blued then yellowed; 
touching does no damage anymore, even now, surrounding our 
willow on the trimmer, taking a few knocks. As I look at my face 
in the bathroom mirror, I see him in the reþection. I see his face 
elongate as he comes closer to see the damage he created. His jaw 
tightens as he looks at the damage he made to my light skin. Tre 
sighs heavily as he stands behind me to hug me and watch me ap-
ply Dermablend to mask the bruise. He abruptly leaves to go to the 
carport to self-pity as usual. I sigh as I can still see the damage still 
laying there boldly. I know it will take more than Dermablend to 
cover this up, so I grab my makeup to do a full face. ñGot to keep 
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a good image, so the neighbors donôt catch on to our mess.ò At the 
point when I leave the bathroom with a full face of makeup, sharp 
blares cause me to notice smoke spilling from the carport window. 
Also, on the off chance that we were living in suburbia — neigh-
bors inside earshot — the trills would’ve shocked them, as well. 

My drive is to run, and I submit to the adrenaline, acknowledg-
ing halfway there that moving into fourth would’ve gotten me to 
him faster. I arrive at the rear of the carport, on the off chance that 
you’d hit a design where an awkward sets up a one end to the other 
machine shop with no ýre douser a ñcarport.ò The darkness dark-
ens whether Tre’s gotten away out front. Better to check there prior 
to taking any risks, at that point move up the carport entryway to 
clear the smoke. 

Another scramble. I petition God for him to be anyplace but inside, 
that today heôs not in a tanked trance before lunché not once 
more. 

In any case, when I turn the corner, just the charger is in the car-
port. I’m still alone. 

I pound the entryway. ñTre!ò Bang, blast, blast! ñTRE!ò Smoke is 
spilling out the top crease and leaking around the sides, making 
my eyes water. I snatch the handle and hurl, to save my adoration. 
Damn! The bastard kept it bolted! A speedy look about, at that 
point check my watch: two minutes before the commander shows 
up. Rush around, salvage my adoration. 

I rush to the secondary passage and reach for the handle, at that 
point stop. I nibble my lip. Consider the possibility that itôs exces-
sively hot. I shake my head — I need to save my love, regardless. 

Shoulders tight, I tap the metal. Just warm. Enormous spat, mus-
cles unwind. More smoke than heat, up until this point. I open 
up the entryway and get impacted by an irate cloud, an observer 
drawn away by the breeze. ñTre! It is safe to say that you are in 
there?ò 

Time for my dive. I hold a full breath and walk in, blinded, arms 
outstretched. Four stages. I was unable to inhale on the off chance 



Edisto River Review | 51

that I attempted. I drop to the ground, prepared to slither in re-
verse; yet nature’s left a couple of clear crawls of air, similar to the 
educators guaranteed. But I can’t see Tre from the solid, simply 
the bottoms of certain sawhorses and his air blower. I rotate on all 
fours, running winded, monitoring the entryway, I think, while I’m 
checking. Most of the way around, lungs consuming, a shine from 
outside, not far by any means. I attempt a breath. Hack! Hack! I 
creep. More smoky breaths, really hacking, even some frenzy. 

It accepts twice the length I’d speculated, however it was a couple 
of feet, and I breakdown on the grass. I can’t return for my adora-
tion — we shouldn’t both kick the bucket. 

I hear an alarm, the commander’s alarm. At the point when he 
shouts, Iôm panting for air. He crushes glass, and I call, ñI believe 
Treôs in there!ò And my throat is crude. Once more. As the com-
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Arielle J. Wiggins

Carmel Newyork 

The smell of OFF and dried chlorine is burned into my nostrils 
from those days in the summer. 

Our already chocolate skin got even darker when we refused to 
wear the sunscreen

That had already been expired.

Every time we came inside for a water break, they yelled at us for 
smelling like ñoutsideò. 

Now that we are older, I know it is a mixture of petrichor and mil-
dew. 

I still remember the swing set that was missing chains for the 
swing and bolts from the slide that eventually gave you a black 
eye. 

Back then, our days started at 7:30 am and ended at 11:45 pm 
because that was around the time our parents made us ñcut out all 
that noise and cut the lights offò. 

That was before you got a full-time job being someone you 
weren’t, became taller than me and went through puberty. 

That was when life was simpler before distance and our lives kept 
us apart, 
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Faithe A. Stallings

The Draining

It sucks the life out of me

That every day, I wake up and I am a natural enemy

When I wash my face and the color does not change

I wish I could put a mask on to erase the deeper pain

But still, even with the weight on my shoulders

I rise for a better opportunity

A chance to escape the struggle

If I act a certain way, maybe they would see my rebuttals

That Iôm normal, that I wouldnôt hurt a þy

The shade of my skin is like the other side

Right? No, wrong.

For decades, our ancestors have been shunned for too long

One person like me couldnôt change a nationôs tone

And it sucks the life out of me.
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Honorable Mention

Kristopher A. Dunbar 

Black is the Color (Of My True Love’s Mind)

The sun rays ýlled the beach of Menemsha of Marthaôs Vineyard 
Island. Black bodies were scattered across the sands sunbathing, 
castle building, and simply playing. There was a homely presence 
about the surrounding island. A history rich with blacks who were 
ýrst brought here as slaves in the 1600ôs. Yet they would go on to 
transform the island through generations.

Book pages were constantly being þipped as the sun laid on her 
honey-brown skin. She would wear sunglasses to reþect the sun 
back as if the sun did not have permission to invade her eyes. The 
sea-salt ocean breeze would push against black-brown twisted 
locks. Collecting sand between her toes and smiling at the sensa-
tions. Most importantly, the color of my true love’s mind is black. 

For her name was Danielle and I Alexander-Lacroix. For we saw 
ourselves as planetary bodies in alignment with each other. Trav-
eling far as the sun and moon travels the sky. Love to us was free 
as the given breeze. Love is the color of our skin and black is the 
essence of our beings. 

Removing her gaze from her book and closing it. ñYou know that 
I could watch the ocean caressing the land forever. Watching the 
black little children play to the adults walking the beach. From the 
lightest complexion to the darkestò Danielle voiced.ò I smirked as 
a slight breeze touched my face.

Listening to Danielle, I began to see what she saw. Even though 
out of the two of us, I did not speak much paraphrase what she 
says. Funny enough, Danielle never got me for copyrighting. 

ñYes, itôs a beautiful experience that we both can take inò I voiced 
back. I believed that we the both of us took in enough trauma for 
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2019. That involved the pivotal efforts of the Black Lives Mat-
ter movement to bring justice to those served with injustice. The 
injustice of police brutality and unequal system that does not bring 
beneýt to minorities.

There were some many times that I had to turn off the television 
for Danielle, because it was getting too much. I remember her and 
I witnessing our city of New York going up in protest. I recall Dan-
ielle saying ñI donôt know how much more of this that I can watch. 
Watching them killing and treating us like animalséif this is a 
small percentage of what those before us faced. Then I don’t know 
how to stomach this.ò

It got to the point where I had to remove our television from our 
bedroom. A temporary solution to stop the news cycle of pain that 
they were building in our minds. Agony that was the news founda-
tion of showcasing police ofýcers being acquitted and getting away 
with murder. I remember going into a primal yell of how I yearned 
for justice and respect for the color of my reþection. ñWhere is the 
world built for people like usò I exclaimed in the silence of our 
apartment.

I remember also when I was pulled over ýrst time for speeding. 
Never before has my heart jumped to the base of my skull. I 
thought for a moment that I was going to be like another victim of 
this police onslaught. The þashing blue lights, the white ofýcer in 
dark blue with a silver badge, and my hands nervously on the steer-
ing wheel. My eyes starring ahead of me hoping to see a future far 
from this present. 
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unless I accidentally cut myself shaving my face. I cannot even 
fathom how the others felt when they could not escape with their 
lives. George Floyd, Breonna Taylor, and the many others.

Snapped back into reality as Danielle closed her book in my face 
to remove me from my thoughts. ñSomeoneôs head in the clouds, 
when the clouds are above your head.ò I glare towards her with a 
sigh of relief and say, ñIôm sorry, it seems like as the wind blows 
the clouds follow me.ò I sit up collecting myself looking at the 
collective black bodies having fun in the sun. The laughter from 
the children and dialect from the adults.

I began to smile as I feel a chance that a possible change may 
come. A small teardrop comes from my eye to my cheek. I look 
towards Danielle and remark ñThrough every challenge my true 
loveôs mind is forever black.ò
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Brooke S. Jacobs

Think Outside the Box

M Ǐ, F Ǐ
Two squares I loathe to ýll.

They mock the very existence

That I have come to ýnd tranquil.

iMposter Ǐ, Fraud Ǐ
They ask me to choose

ñJust ýll in the blankò

(You have nothing to lose)

Male Ǐ, Female Ǐ
Neither ýts

It hurts to consider

In which I shall sit

Once I know it does not take long

Kill my ego, bury its song

Crack and bend it to a shape

Silence the cries, let it ache.
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Courtesy of: Jireh S. Funnie, Strength
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Kristopher A. Dunbar

Flowers in the Attic

You can’t go back to yesterday cause the petals won’t stop bloom-
ing when you grab the þower by the thorns.  

With your blood running down fertilizing what you planted. 

You can’t take back the seeds. 

Just have to hope it grows and the petals go somewhere in the 
wind. 

So far, I left my petals in the attic to wither and collect dust to 
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Nia-Semone C. McIntyre

Silence

Silence!

The complete absence of sound to cause or become silent; prohibit 
or prevent from speaking.

Silenced.

Like Emmett Till a little boy who went to visit family in the depths 
of Mississippi

was silenced, beaten to the point beyond recognition because he of-
fended a white woman in a grocery store when he whistled.

Silenced.

Like Denmark Vesey, the ringleader of the revolt called ñThe Riseò 
was

Silenced.

lynched with 30 other black souls with a verdict of guilty but not 
one white person was killed or injured.

Silenced.

Like the Charleston Nine, after they welcomed an evil coward into 
their Bible study at Mother

Emanuel Church, were

Silenced, as he shot rounds from a semi-automatic into their bodies 
in order to provoke a race war. 

Silenced.

Like Walter Scott, an unarmed black man who was shot in the back 
by an ofýcer who swore an oath to serve and protect us.

Silenced.
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like Muhiyidin dôBaha, a Black Lives Matter activist who tore 
down the Confederate þag in the streets of Charleston SC, was

Silenced

as he was shot in the thigh and left to bleed out in the streets of 
New Orleans.

Silenced

Like a tree that falls in the forest but no oneôs there to hear if it 
made a sound.

Silence no more.

Lift up our voices until they form into a roar. 

This silence we feed into the lie and webs we weave, we will no 
longer submissively take it

we choose to leave.

Extinction of the secretion from the fabricated story that lurks in 
our history books.

Is a sharp hook in the mouth of a bass

not aware of his inevitable fate to be cooked. 

These tragic tales that leave you shook.

Isn’t one that many choose to look for, but as I said many times 
before we will no longer be Silenced.

We are the kings of the jungle; we will speak our truths and Roar! 

Silence..... no more.
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Noah. D. Thomas

What is Blackness? 

What does it mean to be black? What constitutes blackness? On 
the surface, the answers to these questions may seem simple and 
obvious. Some say that blackness is merely a race or heritage. Oth-
ers say that it is simply a culture or lifestyle. Truthfully, all of these 
answers are correct. However, they are not deýnitive. Blackness 
is historical; blackness is difýcult; blackness is diverse. Above all, 
blackness is multifaceted. 

 For centuries, black people have been denied authority over their 
own blackness. Stripped of their original culture, African slaves 
were regarded as subhuman and primitive. They were degraded, 
commodiýed, and dehumanized. As freedmen, black people were 
conditioned to believe that they were inferior. They were admon-
ished to have low expectations for themselves, and they were 
expected to exhibit subservience to all whites. White people dic-
tated what the very deýnition of blackness was, and in many cases, 
black people complied with this status quo. In minstrel shows, 
blackness was mocked; black people were portrayed as foolish and 
degenerate. In ýlms and television, black characters were often the 
stereotypes and caricatures. Even today, black people have very 
little control over how they are represented and perceived. 

Truthfully, blackness can be difýcult. Institutionalized racism has 
not been obliterated; it has only evolved. There remains a lack of 
equity in education, housing, and employment. As previously stat-
ed, we often struggle against stereotypes. We are rarely expected to 
be well-read, articulate, or afþuent. Oftentimes, we face pressure 
to assimilate into white society. Many of us have to adopt a second 
identity to protect ourselves from white ostracism. Our precarious 
position has even affected the way we interact with other black 
people. Oftentimes, we impress upon each other the same stereo-
types that white people have impressed upon us. Internal issues 
like gang violence, self-hate, broken homes, and colorism cause 
great strain within the black community. Because anti-blackness is 
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embedded in the fabric of this nation, it is virtually impossible for 
black people to avoid challenges. 

Importantly, blackness is diverse. Commonly, black people are 
regarded as a monolith, when in all actuality, the opposite is true. 
Black people come in a multitude of shades, and the black commu-
nity is comprised of multiple ethnicities and cultures. Black people 
are diverse in lifestyle, religion, socioeconomic status, and political 
afýliation. Also, black people are diverse in behavior and thought. 
Usually, if a black person conducts themselves in a particular man-
ner, others assume that he or she ñwants to be white.ò Such rhetoric 
is harmful, as it pushes a false narrative while placing black people 
within a box. Black people can be eclectic, urbane, awkward, and 
nerdy. Black people do not have to perpetuate stereotypes in order 
to embrace their blackness. Black people have just as much right to 
be different as everyone else.

Despite adversity, blackness is something that is worthy of celebra-
tion. Historically, the black community has exhibited unwavering 
tenacity and unfeigned strength. In the face of marginalization, 
black people have still managed to produce and progress. We 
continuously set trends, and countless innovations have resulted 
from black thought. There have been numerous black philosophers, 
writers, scientists, artists, and academics to break ground in their 
respective ýelds. The conscientiousness of black people has vital-
ized some of the greatest social and political movements known to 
man. 

The complexities of blackness cannot simply be denied or ignored. 
History has shown us that the Black Experience is exceedingly 
rich. There are times when we mourn, and there are times when we 
rejoice. There are times when we reel, and there are times when we 
rest. When we embrace our blackness, we are not simply embrac-
ing our race or culture, but we are embracing a profound testimony 
of strength and faith. We are embracing wisdom born of adversity 
and tenacity born of struggle. When we embrace our blackness, we 
are embracing an experience that is truly incomparable. 
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Kristopher A. Dunbar

The Downward Relapse

It was the middle of senior year that I fell into a grey area once 
more. A blurred perspective of loathing everyone and everything 
around me. I didn’t care if the grass was greener on the other side 
or that the grass was giving off a brighter pigmentation. I just knew 
that I was going under the same mutation in my higher mind. Yet 
I was comfortable with this symbiotic cancerous growth that was 
feeding off me at small intervals of time. Ripping my skin back 
and having Elliot Smith on constant airplay. By the way, a won-
derful, underrated artist during his time. My dear Melancholia felt 
more like a lover who would come by and take me at a moment’s 
notice. Singing harsh monotone harmonies scraping her tongue to 
clash with her teeth, letting me know how worthless I am to her. 
Yet she held me when no one else did as I sunk into my despair, 
with her hands burrowing into my back, grabbing at my heart to 
make me feel the weight of it. For she was my gravity. For she was 
my relapse since her and I had waltz to this similar tune of self-an-
guish, self-hatred, and bitterness towards everyone who was better 
off than me. Yet this time it wasn’t waltz; her and I were dancing 
above seventy beats per measure. The measures contained no rest, 
but a constant repeat of the downward spiral.
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Gervaris T. Wearing

I’m Tired 

I am tired of the same thing every day.

Every day, as if my life is a total cycle. 

I’m Tired. 

It’s too much pressure for a young man like myself. 

Nothing but negativity and derogatory comments coming towards 
me. 

I’m Tired. 

When will all of this stop? 

When will I have the energy to care or try again?

I’m Tired. 

I hope one day all of this will change. 

And I will no longer be tired of the same thing every day.

Take the time out of your day to encourage someone. 

Because there are many people who are just like me. 

And We are getting tired and more tired each and every day. 
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Jaliah I. Robinson

Series of Unfortunate Events

2020 deceived us like smoke and mirrors

January blindsided us like a deer in headlights

February was like the calm before the storm

March trapped us like a video vixen traps a rapper

April isolated us like an inmate in solitary conýnement

May oozed red like a gunshot wound on an innocent jogger

June suffocated us like a knee was glued to our necks

July erupted with protests like Mount Vesuvius

August ripped through hearts like the San Andreas fault line

September virtually shattered all hope that things would get better

October broadcasted political debates like a big screen TV
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Arielle J. Wiggins

The Fire That Never Stopped Burning

ñI canôt believe my Xbox was burned.ò 

I elbow Tyler in the side, he winces.  Honestly, I shouldn’t be 
surprised he said something stupid like that after our ýrst ýre; I 
believe it was along the lines of ‘dang it, I just bought those new 
sneakers, now they are ruined’. Sometimes I can’t believe we are 
related, let alone twins; he can be so insensitive. All around me, 
there are ashes; it smells like when they let Uncle Michael fry the 
turkey on Thanksgiving, and he burns it. As I stand in the charred 
remains of my grandmotherôs house, my mind þooded with mem-
ories of when I was younger; back then, it seemed like our second 
home, even if it was a few hours away. The house is unrecogniz-
able; there were no pictures of my mom when she was my age, 
family reunions, and my favorite, the one of my cousin holding me 
when she was 2 and I was a newborn.  

I blinked my eyes, hoping that this was all a dream this couldn’t be 
the second house in the past three months that has caught on ýre. 
As my eyes peel open, I see my mother crouched on the ground, 
eyes wide and hands covering her mouth in disbelief.  My mom 
has never been one to hide her emotions, and frankly, it’s a pret-
ty good quality to have, or at least it works in favor of everyone 
else because we can tell exactly what she is thinking. Right now, I 
know she is in shock and is uncertain for whatever reason; tragedy 
seems to be following this family recently. How could something 
so catastrophic happen to us, not my immediate family but grand-
ma and grandpa too. They offered us to stay with them after our 
old house had been burnt down and while our new one was being 
ýnished. All the while we were staying with them, they never 
complained. I know we were inconveniencing them with our crazy 
schedules and contributing to the utility bills’ increase; it was a lit-
tle concerning; they never said anything considering they are easily 
irritated and tend to speak their minds. What is the likelihood that 
there would be two ýres within our family within three months. 
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Why would God allow something like this to happen? I mutter a 
prayer under my breath; even though he allowed this to happen, I 
know the only way we will get out of it is with God.
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Terrecia McPherson

Defining Black

Black Is....

The color of my skin,

The color of my eyes,

The color of my hair,

Not the color of your lies.

Or the perpetuating hatred you try to feed my mind!

Black Is....

The color of the earth’s crust

Within which diamonds lie,

The color of freedom,

And the color of pride.

Don’t try to brainwash me, for you are blind!
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Brooke S. Jacobs

Adoration from Nowhere

Who knows your beauty, if not I?

Though you care not to hear it

I adore the very sight of you

When I know you cannot feel it.

Who knows your beauty, if not I?

I’ve seen it almost daily

Even though you cannot stay.

I wait ‘til you come to see me.

Who knows your beauty, if not I?

The years that you spend sitting

Fixing the perfections you think are þaws

For no one deserving to see it.

Who knows your beauty, if not I?

The wrinkles setting deeper.

It suits you well, even now,

When you are growing weaker.

Who knew your beauty, if not I?

The room my only company.

You’ve gone and left me all alone.

I pray you rest easy.
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Nia-Semone C. McIntyre

Breaking Chains

Breaking chains gutted and deveined, chained and oppressed, 
Lashes cross their chest, Shackled and lynched
beaten down to quench
Their thirst for freedom.
Rounded up like cattle and forced to assimilate, regenerate, and 
incinerate into the ideologies of democracy.
Or is it hypocrisy that mocks he who tries to be truly free?
Breaking chains
stripped of their names
they suffered in pain
and were never the same.
No credit or fame
for the land that was built on the backs of the many.
They provided plenty but never got any. It’s over now
the time is up
the things they endured
helped lift them up.
Once open wounds are now little cuts
That left battle scars.
So will never forget,
they come from a culture where they’re fortunate because no mat-
ter how bad things may get no
chain, brands, lynches, or whips
Will ever hold them down.
It is their nature to rise from the ground and reclaim their voice

Once lost now found.
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Courtesy of: Wesley V. Hickson, Drama in the Garden
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Quiana L. Wilson

The Embrace

   ñAnya is a wii-itch, Anya is a wii-itch! Donôt play with her be-
cause, she is a witch she will cast spells on you.ò That was the ýrst 
time I was bullied for the family’s business. We were at this school 
for smart kids and it had new paint over the wall, so new you could 
still smell it drying. It was in 1992, I was only 6 years old and 
already tired of the jokes. 

    ñI am not a witch! My family is different, but we arenôt witch-
es!ò It was already hard enough to make friends last year, no one 
wanted to be friends with the dark-skinned girl with pink lips and 
green eyes, if you look close enough you will see this red hair of 
mine too, but it just looks dark brown luckily.

After school my aunt Cint picks me up in her brand-new Lexus 
truck, I’m always the last on her carpool route so I am able to get 
a seat by the door. ñAnya did you make any friends today, itôs the 
2nd week of school?ò Aunt Cint is always pushing for me to make 
friends, it obviously was easy for her in school, especially since 
she is so beautiful. She has these slanted green eyes and normal 
looking brown lips and even her hair makes sense, dark brown and 
curly. Her hair goes well with her peanut butter brown skin and her 
kids (Jasmine, Jessica, and Jade) look just like her. 

    ñNo maôam, not yet they keep calling me a witch, and I mean I 
don’t blame them, how did I end up being the darkest female in our 
family, but still have these green eyes?!ò Aunt Cint then looks at 
me through the rear-view mirror. 

    ñWell baby girl your beautiful deep green eyes came from my 
father and your rich dark brown skin came from my mother; you 
were the only one to get the perfect mix of my parents. Your cheek 
bones are high like the tribe my father came from, your hair is just 
like my motherôs texture and color which is so naturally beautiful. 
You should learn to embrace your beauty.ò  I didnôt know my looks 
come from family members, I thought they cooked me up in one of 
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their rituals.

We ýnally arrive at the family shop, where my mom is working. 
The shop is nearly 100 years old and you can tell too. The wood is 
starting to crack again and the paint on the wood is chipping. You 
would think since the building is so small, they would keep it up 
better. 

    ñThose kids been bothering you today, Anya?ò I still donôt know 
how she always knows everything; she says I will develop this too 
one day. My mom has the family green eyes with  brown tint, com-
plimenting her brown skin and black hair. She is only a little taller 
than my aunt at 5ô 5ò. I have a short family even with our dads 
being tall, that doesn’t seem to matter. 

    ñYes, maôam they started calling me a witch todayò I see the 
frustration set across her face. She knows why they are calling me 
a witch; my birthday is in a month and the family will start me in 
the root practice. 7 is the number of completion so when each girl 
in the family turns 7, she will learn the root work. My family only 
gives birth to girls if we didn’t seem weird enough already. I am 
dreading this year because I do not want to turn into a witch.

    ñAnya baby doll, you gunna have to be strong and ignore them, 
you are not a witch you just come from a very blessed and pow-
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what her issue is. ñYes maôam, what have I done wrong?ò 

    ñYou forgot to make your bed Anya, havenôt I raised you better 
than that?ò Everything Iôve done this morning and she is upset 
with me over my bed not being made yet on a Saturday morning, 
during spring break, I chuckle to myself. Sometimes I forget I am 
still a child and things like that matter to mama too.

Aunt Cint and her 3 girls come over for breakfast and for the usual 
morning rituals. ñAre yôall ready for the 2nd quarter of 2000 to 
start? Grand risings everyone!ò Aunt Cint is always loud, Jasmine 
is the oldest being 16, Jessica is 15, and Jade is 14 with me. Ever 
since Jade and I started learning the root work, spirit has taken 
keen to me. I don’t know why but it just comes easier for me. 
Mama said it’s because I have the strongest connection to her par-
ent’s since I look just like them. Nevertheless, it makes my cousins 
resent me because, aunt Cint pushes them to be more like me. I 
will be honest I was not liking this root work thing, the only bene-
ýts to me were being able to dye my hair. I mean Aunt Cint would 
never let one of her girls walk around with purple hair. Mama says 
we shouldn’t ignore what spirit feels, and spirit wanted me to color 
my hair with whatever color I was seeing that week. Who am I to 
complain?

~

    ñAnya since it is your birthday today you can lead this morn-
ingôs ritual.ò On today July 7th, 2007 I turn 21 years old, 7-7-7. 
I am considered the strongest on today and I can feel it. I have 
changed my hair color back to its natural reddish brown to fully 
embrace today and I am glad I did. Today is the day I fully become 
a ñwitchò and I couldnôt be more excited. It took some time to 
embrace my family’s work but I did not understand it yet. All those 
kids who used to pick at me now come to the shop for services 
from me. They say I’m the best in the state, did you understand 
what I just said? They said I am the best in all of California, and 
all those around me have accepted it too. I am ýne with being this 
dark skin witch with pink lips, green eyes, and red-brown hair. She 
is blessed and powerful. She is me.
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Nia-Semone C. McIntyre

Rise Up

Rise.

I said RISE!

Rise up from the ashes that they burnt you into.

Rise up out of the oppression that wasn’t meant for you.

Rise up like a clenched ýst in a sea of pain.

Rise up off the ground your body aching from the pain.

You see, this country was built on your back with no disdain

So rise up or your life they will claim.

Rise up out of that hole that they dug for you 6 feet deep.

Striking down lashes blood dripping to your feet.

Until you ýnally fall back into that hole Descending into a perma-
nent sleep.

Rise like Jesus of Nazareth on the third day, Rise like the sun in the 
sky at the break of dawn peeking out of the blanket of night that 
covers it. Rise up like Assata Shakur hand up yet the bullet still 
stuck in her core.

From black liberation to terrorist of nations lies.

I can take no more

Do waves þow away from the shore?

Do lions howl and wolves roar?

No more, rise up.

Like Maya Angelou, because even after she closed her eyes

Still, she shall rise.
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Rise up from the ashes that they burnt you into. Rise up out of the 
oppression that wasn’t meant for you.

Rise up like a clenched ýst in a sea of pain. Break free from the 
chains that hold you down.

That mute your voice from making a sound. 

From speaking your truth

With words so profound.

Open your eyes, itôs our time to rise.

Rise out of diversity like a rose out of concrete because that stone 
that crushes bones is no match for your roots.

Roots that have been sold, burned, and hanged.

Roots that continue to grow and remain the same. Roots that are 
nurtured and gave rise to mankind. Rise from your roots

And blossom.

Rise from the pain

And thrive.

Rise from the bones of your ancestors they chained,

maimed, and claimed. Wake up and Rise up. Rise up and Wise up. 
Wise up because time’s up.
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Terrecia McPherson 

Make Up

We made up our minds
To make up our bodies
Because we hated our bodily make up.
But before you add lashes and powder to eyes that haven’t yet 
wake up
Think,

What else could I be doing to sharpen my vision 
and help not only my eyes, but body and mind to wake up?
Is adding contour and blush
Just hiding my fears and insecurities in a rush?
I agree,
It may not be.

But instead, maybe 
You’re falling 
out of grace with this world 
and falling 
right back in love with your face.
But don’t haste
Think

Instead about making a mud paste
And plastering your face.
Aligning yourself 
with traditions of our forgotten race.
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It strengthens your contour
And rejuvenates your blush
So, next time in a rush,
Letôs go back to the dust

and use the makeup that inevitably we all must.
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Jaliah I. Robinson

Living

Night falls
Days bloom 
There’s a break in the system

Our normal is gone
Our world is sick
A lot happens in a day
So much pain
So much hate

Sun rises in the east
Sets in the west
Sunrise to sunset 
The rise and fall of my chest

We take a breath
Suffocating  
Blink our eyes
Tears fall
Move our jaws
Spewing hate
And smack our lips
Tasting bitter

We second guess
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Judge and overthink
Misunderstand
With haste we sink 

This is living
Living effortlessly
Free but not
This is life

This is living
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Tasha Y. Skinner

Situationship

I think about you 24/7 throughout the day

Simply wondering if you’re okay,

I even check my phone m
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Jaliah I. Robinson

Society

Who am I?

Who do you want me to be?

Certain way I need to walk

How I need to talk

Things I need to change

I can’t be the same

You say this is what I need to do

In order to succeed

I am who you want me to be. 

Put in the box that humbles me.

Told to watch my tone.

My voice is not my own.

Change the way I dress.

Under so much pressure and stress.

Culture there is no such thing.

Assimilation we tend to cling.

My roots are my home.

Yet my identity is still unknown.
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ñGood morning.ò Jesse kissed April on the cheek, ñDid the phone 
ring? Did Naomi call yet?ò 

ñNo, not yet. If she doesnôt call by eight, Iôll just take Zoey to 
school myself,ò she said, shrugging her shoulders. ñNot like I hav-
enôt done it before.ò 

Jesse nodded. His ex was known for this; either calling at the last 
minute with a lame excuse or not bothering to show up at all. There 
had been several times were Naomi promised to pick up Zoey or 
go to one of her school plays, but never showed. It often frustrated 
Jesse to no end, but thankfully, April was more than willing to help 
out when she could. 

Jesse walked over to Zoey and placed a kiss on her head. He quick-
ly checked Zoey’s bag to make sure she had her reading book and 
homework folder. He then started to ýx himself some breakfast, 
toast and microwave bacon, before sitting down at the table. April 
joined them a few minutes later, her now slightly cold coffee in 
tow. 

    ñYou go to work at 10, right?ò asked Jesse. 

    ñYeah. Gotta open up the boutique for Nancy.ò April took a sip 
of her coffee and eyed her boyfriend suspiciously. ñWhy?ò 

Jesse shook his head. ñNo reason.ò 

April made a face but said nothing, and the rest of breakfast was 
ýlled with chewing sounds and the occasional comment from Zoey 
about what was happening in her cartoon.

At 8:10 a.m., Naomi was nowhere to be found, nor was she heard 
from, so April and Zoey made their way to the elementary school 
just a few blocks down from Jesse’s apartment. He watched them 
from the window for a moment, Zoey clinging onto April’s arm as 
they walked. After making sure that they were gone, Jesse rushed 
back into the bedroom.

Jesse dug through his dresser drawer. Underneath his half-folded 
shirts and socks, Jesse found the small box that he had held onto 
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for almost three months now. Inside was the ring he hoped to give 
to April soon. Despite his conýdence in himself, and despite how 
sure he was that she would say yes, Jesse hid it away right after he 
bought it. He never felt like there was a right time, a right place, 
or a right way to propose to April. Not only had they been friends 
since they met in a Dungeons and Dragons group in community 
college, but she was one of his most supportive friends during his 
breakup with Naomi. April helped him through every crazy twist 
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their breakup certainly didn’t help the situation.     

    ñYou let her take Zoey to school?ò she asked.

    ñSheôs my girlfriend.ò

    ñIt wasnôt necessary.ò

    ñHer new school starts at 8:15. Iôve told you that.ò

    ñI couldôve gotten her there in time.ò

Jesse looked at the clock on the wall. ñéItôs eight 8:15 right now.ò

Naomi crossed her arms and squinted at him. ñLike I said, I 
couldôve gotten her there.ò Naomi stepped forward, inviting herself 
into the apartment. She looked around and Jesse watched as her 
expression grew more and more sour. ñSheôs still into that cutesy 
bullshit?ò 

Jesse frowned and looked around the apartment. April’s additions, 
while noticeable, certainly weren’t overt. Yes, he had a few more 
plants than he was used to and yes, he now had throw pillows of all 
things, but he felt like the changes made the apartment feel homier.

    ñItôs not cutesy,ò said Jesse. ñItôs justénice.ò

Naomi scrunched her nose. ñHm. I see she got rid of my coffee 
table.ò

    ñI got rid of it. You broke it, remember?ò

Naomi opened her mouth to retort but quickly shut it. They both 
knew that she was in the wrong. The two lapsed into silence for a 
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and turned to storm off. 

At that same moment, April walked in. The two women almost ran 
into each other before stopping and staring at one another. As they 
stood in front of each other, Jesse realized how different the two 
women truly were. Naomi was tall, blonde and lithe. She was the 
type of woman you would expect to see splayed out in an adver-
tisement in a magazine, body bent in a foreign yet alluring way. 
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As April got dressed and put on her make-up, Jesse placed the ring 
back into his hiding spot in the drawer. He cleaned the kitchen and 
straightened up Zoey’s room, putting away all her toys. By the time 
he started folding the load of laundry he had left in the dryer, April 
was done getting ready. She gave him a quick kiss before heading 
off to work. 

As soon as Jesse was sure that April was well on her way to work, 
he sprang into action. He called his mother and arranged for Zoey 
to be dropped off at her place. His mother, of course, was ecstat-
ic, and it took Jesse almost a whole hour to get her off the phone. 
He then ran to the grocery store and picked up all the ingredients 
necessary for his signature chicken rigatoni. He stopped by the 
þower shop, picked up a beautiful bouquet, and even bought a few 
tealight candles to go on the table. When Jesse arrived home, he 
started setting everything up, placing the fragrant roses and lilies 
in a clear vase. He began prepping dinner, chopping up the chives, 
garlic, and fresh parsley, the herby scent ýlling the air. By the time 
he got done, Jesse had wished he had eaten a snack before trying to 
cook. 

At 2, Jesse picked up Zoey and dropped her off at his motherôs, 
who promised Zoey that they would have a girl’s night full of Bar-
bie movies and cookies. This was enough to distract the six-year-
old into complying, and she happily went with her grandmother. 
Before pulling off, Jesse’s mother tried to give him a few words 
of advice, telling him to time it just right, and if April came home 
angry, just scrap the whole thing and save the proposal for another 
day.

Jesse made a quick stop at the liquor store, grabbed a bottle of fan-
cy champagne, and returned to his apartment. As he drove up to his 






