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VHFRQG�\HDU�LQ�D�URZ��WKH�¿UVW�SODFH�DUW�FRQWHVW�ZLQQHU�LV�:D\QH�&��
White. His drawings adorn both the front and back covers. Also in 
WKLV�HGLWLRQ��IRU�WKH�¿UVW�WLPH��ZH�KDYH�LQFOXGHG�ZLWK�WKH�LQWHUQDO�
art, the second- and third-place cover art submissions. We hope 
\RX�HQMR\�YLHZLQJ�DQG�UHDGLQJ�WKHVH�XQLTXH�DQG�RULJLQDO�ZRUNV�DV�
PXFK�DV�ZH�KDYH��%HIRUH�,�WXUQ�WKLV�YLUWXDO�SRGLXP�RYHU�WR�RXU�QH[W�
speakers, I would like to give a round of applause to our students 
ZKR�FRQWULEXWHG�WR�RXU������(GLVWR�5LYHU�5HYLHZ��DQG�WR�WKRVH�
VWXGHQWV�ZKR�KDYH�RU�ZLOO�EH�FRQWULEXWLQJ�WR�RXU������(GLVWR�5LYHU�
Review. Please give these student artists a huge round of applause.

I begin my conclusion with thanking Drs. Sharon Gile and Charity 
$GDPD�IRU�VHUYLQJ�DV�DVVRFLDWH�SRHWU\�HGLWRUV��,�H[WHQG�D�VLQFHUH�
thanks to Dr. Dennis Bormann for his work as associate prose edi-
WRU��$�KXJH�WKDQN�\RX�WR�WKH�$UW�'HSDUWPHQW�MXGJHV��SURIHVVRUV�2WW��
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, 
IRUPDWWLQJ��W\SHVHWWLQJ��DQG�FRPSOHWLQJ�WKH�¿QDO�(55�GRFXPHQW�
assembly work. Thank you, Ms. Jennifer Clark and Ms. Carolyn 
5DYHQHOO�IRU�\RXU�XQÀDJJLQJ�VXSSRUW�DQG�DVVLVWDQFH��0U��'DNRWD�
Carlson and particularly Muhammad Hossain’s formatting work 
have been critical for bringing our last two issues to publication. 
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)LUVW�3ODFH�)LFWLRQ�:LQQHU�

Tiana Wilder 

Extra, Extra!

7KH�SULQFLSDO¶V�RI¿FH�ZDV�FROG�DQG�GUDE��7KH�ZDOOV�ZHUH�DQ�XJO\�
dark green color, and the carpet was dark blue. A layer of dust 
FRYHUHG�WKH�¿OH�FDELQHWV�LQ�WKH�FRUQHU�DQG�WKH�OHDWKHU�VRID�QHDU�WKH�
GRRU��2Q�WKH�FRUQHU�RI�WKH�ZRRGHQ�GHVN�VDW�D�VSLGHU�SODQW�WKDW�KDG�
seen better days. Even the chair that Kim found herself sitting in 
was worn and started to make her back ache. Kim wrapped her 
FDUGLJDQ�WLJKWO\�DURXQG�KHUVHOI�DQG�DOORZHG�IRU�KHU�JD]H�WR�¿QDOO\�
fall upon the principal before her. 

.LP�KDG�KHDUG�WKDW�0U��2OVHQ�KDG�EHHQ�TXLWH�WKH�ORRNHU�LQ�WKH�SDVW��
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. 

0U��2OVHQ�FOHDUHG�KLV�WKURDW��³0UV��+DUSHU"´

.LP¶V�H\HV�VQDSSHG�EDFN�XS�WR�PHHW�KLV��³<HV"´

³,¶YH�DVNHG�\RX�WR�FRPH�GRZQ�WRGD\�FRQFHUQLQJ�DQ�LVVXH�ZLWK�\RXU�
GDXJKWHUV��*ZHQGRO\Q²�´

³*ZHQ�´�.LP�LQWHUUXSWHG��³6KH�OLNHV�WR�EH�FDOOHG�*ZHQ�´

0U��2OVHQ�QDUURZHG�KLV�H\HV�DW�KHU��³«*ZHQGRO\Q�DQG�%ULWQH\�´�
0U��2OVHQ�W\SHG�DZD\�RQ�WKH�FRPSXWHU��DQG�WKH�IDQV�RI�WKH�DQFLHQW�
PDFKLQH�VWDUWHG�WR�ZKLUO��³2YHU�WKH�SDVW�PRQWK�RU�VR��,¶YH�QRWLFHG�
DQ�LQFUHDVH�RI�UHSRUWV�LQ�ERWK�RI�WKHLU�¿OHV�FRQFHUQLQJ�WKHLU�EHKDY-
ior. There have been several instances of backtalk, coming into 
FODVV�ODWH��DQG�VNLSSLQJ�FODVV�DOWRJHWKHU�´

Kim nodded. She had been getting more and more phone calls 
recently. But she and her husband had talked to the girls and made 
VXUH�WR�SXQLVK�WKHP�DV�VKH�VDZ�¿W��6KH�VLPSO\�DWWULEXWHG�WKLV�
change in behavior to teenage hormones and nothing more.
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�����������³%XW�´�0U��2OVHQ�WXUQHG�WKH�FRPSXWHU�PRQLWRU�WRZDUGV�.LP��
³WKLV�LV�ZKDW�FRQFHUQV�PH�PRVW�´

�����������.LP�VTXLQWHG�DW�WKH�FRPSXWHU�PRQLWRU��2Q�WKH�RYHUWO\�EULJKW�
VFUHHQ��.LP�VDZ�WKH�ZHEVLWH�RI�WKH�VFKRRO¶V�QHZVSDSHU��7KH�2DN�
9DOOH\�&KURQLFOHV��2Q�WKH�SDJH�ZDV�D�SKRWR�RI�%ULWQH\��WXFNHG�
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 
GDXJKWHU�ZDV�NLVVLQJ�VRPHRQH�ZDV�DQ�H[WUD�VXUSULVH��7KH�KHDG-
OLQH�RI�WKH�DUWLFOH�UHDG�(;75$��(;75$��2$.�9$//(<�35,1-
&(66�&$8*+7�/2&.,1*�/,36�:,7+�-8'(�02152(��.LP�
VNLPPHG�WKH�DUWLFOH��KHU�H\HV�]RRPLQJ�RQ�WKH�ZRUGV�³WKH�VKUHZ�
KDV�EHHQ�WDPHG´�DQG�³VHOI�ULJKWHRXV�ELWFK´��$V�KHU�DQJHU�JUHZ��KHU�
eyes traveled further down on the page and she gasped as she read 
the name of the person who wrote it.

�����������.LP�VKRRN�KHU�KHDG�¿HUFHO\��KHU�EORQGH�FXUOV�ERXQFLQJ�DV�
VKH�GLG�VR��³«*ZHQ"��:KDW"�´�.LP�ORRNHG�EDFN�XS�DW�0U��&DUO-
VRQ�ZLWK�D�VHULRXV�ORRN�RQ�KHU�IDFH��³7�7KLV�KDV�WR�EH�VRPH�VRUW�RI�
mistake. Gwen would never write something like that! Especially 
DERXW�KHU�VLVWHU�´

           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 
%ULWQH\�KDG�IRXJKW�RYHU�WKH�ODVW�DSSOHVDXFH�PXI¿Q��ZRQGHULQJ�LI�D�
PXI¿Q��RI�DOO�WKLQJV��FDXVHG�DOO�WKLV�

�����������³,¶P�DIUDLG�\RXU�GDXJKWHU�ZDV�WKH�FXOSULW�´�VDLG�0U��2OVRQ��
³$IWHU�DVNLQJ�VRPH�RI�WKH�RWKHU�VWXGHQWV��ZH�IRXQG�RXW�WKDW�*ZHQ-
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 
WU\LQJ�WR�WDNH�WKH�DUWLFOH�GRZQ�QRZ�´

           Kim rubbed her temples, trying to come to terms with what 
*ZHQ�KDG�GRQH��$�ÀXUU\�RI�HPRWLRQV�UDQ�WKURXJK�KHU��6KH�ZDV�DQ-
gry, disappointed, but most of all, upset with herself. What did she 
PLVV"�+DG�VKH�QRW�EHHQ�SD\LQJ�HQRXJK�DWWHQWLRQ�WR�WKH�JLUOV"�³,�,V�
VKH�JRLQJ�WR�EH�SXQLVKHG"´

�����������³:HOO��VKH�LV�LQ�,66�ULJKW�QRZ��EXW�KHU�IRUPDO�SXQLVKPHQW�LV�
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D���GD\�VXVSHQVLRQ��VWDUWLQJ�0RQGD\�´

�����������.LP�QRGGHG��³,�XQGHUVWDQG��$QG�,¶OO�WDON�WR�KHU��%RWK�RI�
WKHP�´

           After signing a few papers and gathering all of Gwen’s 
VFKRROZRUN�IRU�WKH�QH[W�WKUHH�VFKRRO�GD\V��.LP�ZDONHG�LQWR�WKH�
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.

�����������³+L��.LP�´�0UV��3DUULVK�ZDYHG�KHU�¿QJHUV�LQ�WKH�DLU��KHU�UHG�
DFU\OLFV�FDWFKLQJ�.LP¶V�DWWHQWLRQ��³+RZ�DUH�\RX�WRGD\"´

�����������³3UHWW\�RND\��1DQF\��GHVSLWH�WKH�FLUFXPVWDQFHV�´

�����������0UV��3DUULVK�QRGGHG��³<HDK��,�KHDUG�DERXW�WKDW�´�.LP�DOPRVW�
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³7KDW¶V�ZKR�,�ZDV�DVNLQJ�DERXW�´�0UV��3DUULVK�FKXFNOHG��³0\�KXV-
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           Kim sat at Britney’s vanity, careful not to mess up the neat 
RUJDQL]DWLRQ�RI�KHU�GDXJKWHU¶V�H\HVKDGRZ�SDOHWWHV��³+L��VZHHWLH��
+RZ�DUH�\RX�IHHOLQJ"´
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7KDW¶V�LW�´

�����������.LP�UDLVHG�D�EURZ��³7KDW¶V�LW"�<RX�ZURWH�D�ZKROH�DUWLFOH�
DERXW�\RXU�VLVWHU�NLVVLQJ�WKLV�JX\�´

�����������*ZHQ�VLJKHG��³+H¶V�LQ�P\�IULHQG�JURXS��:H¶UH�LQ�WKLUG�SH-
ULRG�WRJHWKHU��,�WKRXJKW�KH�ZDV�FXWH�´�*ZHQ�WKHQ�GLSSHG�KHU�KHDG��
KHU�YRLFH�JURZLQJ�VPDOOHU��³«,�OLNHG�KLP�´

�����������³$K�´�VDLG�.LP�DV�VKH�FDPH�WR�XQGHUVWDQG�WKH�VLWXDWLRQ��
³6R��\RX�OLNHG�KLP�´

�����������³«\HDK�´

�����������³$QG�%ULWQH\�NQHZ"´

�����������³<HDK�´�VDLG�*ZHQ�ZLWK�D�KLQW�RI�DQJHU�LQ�KHU�YRLFH�

�����������³6R��\RX�ZHUH�VR�XSVHW�RYHU�D�ER\�WKDW�\RX�GHFLGHG�WR�KDFN�
into the school’s website and write an article calling your sister a 
ELWFK"´�$W�WKLV��*ZHQ�FULQJHG��³,�GRQ¶W�WKLQN�WKDW�ZDV�YHU\�UHDVRQ-
DEOH�´

�����������³,�MXVW²�´�*ZHQ�KXIIHG��³,W¶V�QRW�MXVW�WKDW�´

�����������³7KHQ�ZKDW�LV�LW"´

�����������³«LV�LW�QRUPDO�IRU�SHRSOH�WR�JURZ�DSDUW"´

�����������.LP�EOLQNHG��³:KDW"´

�����������³,V�LW�QRUPDO"�-XVW��OLNH��DIWHU�D�ZKLOH"�)ULHQGV�VWRS�EHLQJ�
IULHQGV��VLVWHUV�VWRS�EHLQJ�VLVWHUV"´

�����������.LP�UHÀHFWHG�RQ�WKLV�IRU�D�PRPHQW��WKLQNLQJ�DERXW�WKH�
number of friendships and romantic relationships that she had 
JRQH�WKURXJK�WKURXJKRXW�KHU�OLIH��2I�FRXUVH��SHRSOH�JUHZ�DSDUW��
She knew that very well. It happened with her best friend in high 
VFKRRO��ZLWK�KHU�H[�ER\IULHQG�LQ�FROOHJH��,W�ZDV�D�QDWXUDO�SDUW�RI�
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.

�����������³7KH\�FDQ�´�VDLG�.LP��³:K\"´

�����������³,W¶V�MXVW«,�IHHO�OLNH�%ULWQH\�LV�WU\LQJ�WR�OHDYH�PH�EHKLQG�´

�����������³:KDW�GR�\RX�PHDQ��VZHHWLH"´
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�����������³6KH¶V�MXVW«VKH¶V�VWXG\LQJ�IRU�WKH�SHUPLW�WHVW�DOUHDG\��DQG�
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 
ER\IULHQG�DQG�DQG��´�*ZHQ�VWDUWHG�WR�FU\��³6KH¶V�JRQQD�OHDYH�PH�
DOO�DORQH�´

�����������.LP�VLJKHG��³*ZHQGRO\Q�-DQH�+DUSHU��\RX�DQG�\RXU�VLVWHU�
are never going to stop being sisters. Sure, you may grow apart a 
ELW��EXW�\RX�NQRZ�VKH¶OO�DOZD\V�EH�WKHUH�IRU�\RX�´

�����������*ZHQ�VQLIÀHG��³(YHQ�DIWHU�ZKDW�,�GLG�WRGD\"´

�����������³(YHQ�DIWHU�ZKDW�\RX�GLG�WRGD\�´

�����������*ZHQ�QRGGHG��³,¶P�VRUU\��,�JXHVV«,�ZDV�MXVW�IHHOLQJ�VR�EDG�
WKDW�,�ZDQWHG�%ULWQH\�WR�IHHO�EDG�WRR�´

�����������³<RX�NQRZ�\RX¶UH�JRLQJ�WR�KDYH�WR�DSRORJL]H�WR�KHU��ULJKW"�
$QG��\RX¶UH�VWLOO�JHWWLQJ�SXQLVKHG�´

�����������*ZHQ�QRGGHG�LQ�XQGHUVWDQGLQJ��³<HV��PD¶DP�´

�����������³2ND\��:H¶OO�GLVFXVV�WKLV�IXUWKHU�DIWHU�GLQQHU��JRW�LW"´

�����������*ZHQ�QRGGHG�DJDLQ��DQG�.LP�JDYH�KHU�GDXJKWHU�D�TXLFN�
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-
ORZHG�E\�WKH�ORXG�FKDWWHU�RI�KHU�ER\V��/XNH�FDPH�WKURXJK�WKH�GRRU�
¿UVW��+H�JUHHWHG�.LP�TXLFNO\�EHIRUH�PDNLQJ�D�EHHOLQH�WRZDUGV�WKH�
OLYLQJ�URRP��REYLRXVO\�KHDGLQJ�WRZDUGV�WKH�;ER[��³+H\�´�.LP�
VKRXWHG�DIWHU�KLP��³+RPHZRUN�¿UVW��\RX�NQRZ�WKDW�´

�����������/XNH¶V�XVHOHVV�SURWHVWV�IHOO�GHDI�RQ�.LP¶V�HDUV�DV�7\OHU�UDQ�







Edisto River Review | 20

nothing. I’m changing the passwords, and you can get them after 
\RXU�PRQWK�LV�XS�´

�����������*ZHQ�QRGGHG�LQ�DJUHHPHQW��³<HV��PD¶DP�´

�³%ULWQH\�´�VKH�WXUQHG�WR�IDFH�KHU�RWKHU�GDXJKWHU��ZKR�ZDV�ORRNLQJ�
PDUJLQDOO\�EHWWHU�VLQFH�WKH\�VSRNH�HDUOLHU�WKLV�DIWHUQRRQ��³,V�LW�WUXH�
WKDW�\RX�NQHZ�*ZHQ�OLNHG�-XGH"´

%ULWQH\�VFRIIHG��³0RP��\RX�FDQ¶W²�´

³%ULWQH\�´�VDLG�.LP�¿UPO\��³'LG�\RX�NQRZ"´

³«\HV�´�%ULWQH\�WXFNHG�D�ORRVH�VWUDQG�RI�GDUN�KDLU�EHKLQG�KHU�HDU��
³%XW�*ZHQ�VDLG�WKDW�VKH�GLGQ¶W�WKLQN�VKH�ZRXOG�DVN�KLP�RXW��VR�,�
GLG�´

$�SX]]OHG�ORRN�DSSHDUHG�RQ�(ULN¶V�IDFH��³:DLW��,¶P�VRUU\��:KR�LV�
-XGH"´�.LP�DQG�WKH�JLUOV�UROOHG�WKHLU�H\HV��

³/LVWHQ��%ULWQH\�´�FRQWLQXHG�.LP��³:KLOH�ZKDW�*ZHQ�GLG�ZDV�IDU�
worse, I still think you should apologize to her too. You knew she 
OLNHG�-XGH�´

%ULWQH\�QRGGHG�DQG�WXUQHG�WR�KHU�VLVWHU��³,¶P�VRUU\��0RP¶V�ULJKW�´�
%ULWQH\�ZUDSSHG�*ZHQ�LQ�D�WLJKW�KXJ��³,�VKRXOG¶YH�WROG�\RX�WKDW�,�
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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
6R��JR�DQG�¿QG�\RXU�FRXVLQ
And leave us here to
Double Dutch

Double Dutch

And it is here that I rise up
out of my body
/RRNLQJ�GRZQ�RQ�WKH�FLW\
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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6RPHWLPHV�,�VHH�KLV�ZLIH�DW�WKH�)RRG�/LRQ
I ring up her groceries
and want to tear out her hair
and rip off each acrylic ‘til
she’s begging and pleading
I want to stomp her ass
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&RXUWHV\�RI��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 

,W¶V�$XJXVW���������DQG�,�DP�LQ�WKH�WKLUG�URZ�RI�WKH�GHFNHG�RXW��
VXHGH�LQWHULRU�689��:LWK�P\�FKXEE\�DUPV�FURVVHG�DQG�WKH�UHVW�RI�
my body tucked into the corner closest to the window, I had sworn 
myself to seclusion only to speak when spoken to. The aroma of 
WKH�EODFN�LFH�VFHQWHG�/LWWOH�7UHH�DLU�IUHVKHQHU�¿OOHG�P\�QRVUHHð\
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*UHHQYLOOH�IURP�D�TXLFN�ELUWKGD\�WULS�WR�*HRUJLD�DQG�,�ZDV�H[KDXVW-
HG�EXW�H[FLWHG�EHFDXVH�,�KDG�PDGH�SODQV�WR�EH�ODLG�XS�ZLWK�P\�ERR�
on the 3rd because my mother was returning to work. As we were 
retrieving our luggage from the trunk, my phone rung. It was him. 
³+HOOR"´�,�DQVZHUHG�VWHUQO\��WU\LQJ�WR�KROG�EDFN�WKH�LQVWDQW�IUXV-
WUDWLRQ�WKDW�DWWDFNHG�PH�DV�VRRQ�DV�,�VDZ�KLV�QDPH��³+H\��ZH�JRLQ¶�
WR�WKH�PRXQWDLQV�¿UVW�WKLQJ�LQ�WKH�PRUQLQJ�DQG�,�ZDV�VHHLQJ�LI�\RX�
ZDQWHG�WR�FHOHEUDWH�WKH�UHVW�RI�\RXU�ELUWKGD\�ZLWK�XV�´�,�ZDV�IUR]HQ��
left hand tightly gripping my light-weighted suitcase while my 
right hand almost crumbled my phone into pieces. Did he not know 
how much heartache his last stunt had caused? I rushed him off the 
SKRQH�ZLWK�D�VLPSOH��³,¶OO�WH[W�\RX�DQG�OHW�\RX�NQRZ�´�,�NQHZ�IRU�
FHUWDLQ�P\�DQVZHU�ZDV�³QR´��EXW�,�VRRQ�IRXQG�RXW�WKDW�ZDVQ¶W�DQ�
option. As soon as the phone went click, my mother turned to me 
DQG�DVNHG�ZKR�LW�ZDV��³3DXO�´�,�QHYHU�SODQQHG�RQ�VKDULQJ�WKH�LQYL-
WDWLRQ�ZLWK�KHU��EXW�VKH�ZDV�DZDUH��³,�WROG�KLP�WR�FDOO�DQG�DVN�EXW�
,�WROG�KLP�\RX¶OO�EH�UHDG\�LQ�WKH�PRUQLQJ�´�$OO�WKDW�UDJH�,�KDG�MXVW�
VXFFHVVIXOO\�KHOG�LQ�HUXSWHG�DQG�,�VSD]]HG��³,´0�127�*2,1*��,�
5()86(��+(�&$1�7$.(�+,6�)$.(�$66�)$0,/<�83�7+(5(�
$1'�*2�675$,*+7�72�+(//�$)7(5:$5'6�´�6KH�JDYH�PH�
that look only a mother can give with her bug eyes staring directly 
LQWR�P\�VRXO��³2K��\RX¶UH�JRLQJ�´�

����³<¶DOO�JR�DKHDG�FDOO�\RXU�ULGHV�IRU�LQ�WKH�PRUQLQJ�DQG�\RX�JR�
SDFN�\RXU�EDJ�´�,�IHOW�KHU�H\HV�IROORZ�PH�DOO�WKH�ZD\�WR�WKH�GRRU�
DV�LI�,�KDG�MXVW�VSLW�LQ�KHU�IDFH�DQG�VPHDUHG�LW��³<RX�GRQH�ORVW�\RXU�
PLQG�´�VKH�KROOHUHG�IURP�WKH�GULYHU�VLGH�ZLQGRZ�RI�WKH�JROG��ELJ�
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. 

~

7KLV�URRP�LV�VR�GDUN��,�XVHG�WR�NQRZ�H[DFWO\�ZKR�,�ZDV��EXW�P\�
demons had overthrown my savior, Jesus Christ, and devoured my 
soul. This room is so dark and cold even though it was the middle 
RI�VXPPHU�UHDFKLQJ�KLJK����RQ�WKH�(DVWVLGH�RI�*UHHQYLOOH��,�KDG�
QRZ�VZDOORZHG�ZKDW�KDG�WR�EH�D�WRWDO�RI����VRPHWKLQJ�SLOOV��0RVW�
were prescribed to my mother and the others were PM pain kill-
HUV��³:KDW�LV�WKH�OHDVW�SDLQIXO�ZD\�WR�FRPPLW�VXLFLGH"´�VDW�W\SHG�
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 
DOZD\V�D�³FHOHEUDWLRQ´�IRU�HYHU\RQH�HOVH�EXW�PH��������������������0\�
KHDUW�ZDV�JLYLQJ�RXW��,�ZDV�ORVLQJ�R[\JHQ�DQG�P\�H\HV�VWDUWHG�WR�
UROO�WR�WKH�EDFN�RI�P\�KHDG�����PLQXWHV�ODWHU�,�ZRNH�XS�WR�D�VROHPQ�
ZKLVSHU��³,�DP�KHUH��P\�FKLOG��,¶P�QRW�¿QLVKHG�ZLWK�\RX�\HW�´�,W�
was God. I started foaming at the mouth and throwing up mushy, 
XQGLJHVWHG�SLOOV��,�IHOW�D�WLQJOH�UXVK�GRZQ�P\�VSLQH�OLNH�¿UH�VKXW�XS�
in my bones. I still reeked of depression yet, every breath tasted of 
VXJDU�FDQH��7KH�/RUG�UHFODLPHG�P\�VSLULW��
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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. 

����³<RX�VXUH"´�PDPD¶V�YRLFH�UHWXUQV�WR�VRPHERG\�ZKR�VRXQGV�
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 
UXPRUV�DV�WKH�5HYHUHQG��8QDEOH�WR�¿QG�UHVW�DPRQJ�WKH�HDUV�RI�
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-
VHQWV�DQ\RQH�TXHVWLRQLQJ�KLV�DXWKRULW\��)RU�D�VHFRQG�KH�JHWV�DQJU\��
³/L]��LW�LV�QRW�D�PDQ¶V�SODFH�WR�UXQ�DURXQG�FU\LQJ�WKDW�WKH�ZRUOG�LV�
FRPLQJ�WR�DQ�HQG�LI�QR�VXFK�WKLQJ�LV�WUXH��2I�FRXUVH��,�NQRZ�ZKDW�,�
UHDG��$V�D�PDWWHU�RI�IDFW�KHUH�\RX�JR�´

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. 

����³:HOO��,�GRQ¶W�VHH�ZKDW�ZH�FDQ�GR�DERXW�LW�DQ\ZD\V�´�6KH�RIIHUV�

����³1RWKLQJ�WR�GR�KXK��,V�WKDW�ZKDW�\RX�DOO�WKLQN"´

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

����³,�VD\�ZH�VHQG�WKH�ER\V�WR�ZDUQ�WKHLU�IDWKHUV�WR�FRPH�KRPH�EH-
IRUH�GDUN�LV�DOO�´�$GGV�0LVV�-DFNLH��+HU�KXVEDQG�±�-DVSHU�±�OHIW�ODVW�
year to go work somewhere in New York. While hiding in this very 
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Cecil walks to the kitchen, camera around his neck, and yawns as 
though he is still tired. 

³*RRG�PRUQLQJ�0DDV�3DXO´�±�KH�VD\V�WR�WKH�5HYHUHQG�±�³0LVV�
-DFNLH��0LVV�0DWW\��JRRG�PRUQLQJ�PD¶DPV´�DQG�QRGV�WR�HDFK�
ZRPDQ�LQ�WXUQ��7KHQ�IRFXVLQJ�RQ�PDPD�KH�DVNV��³*RRG�PRUQLQJ�
PDPD��DQ\WKLQJ�IRU�EUHDNIDVW"´

³<HV�FKLOG��WKHUH�LV�VRPH�JULWV�DQG�EDFRQ�RQ�WKH�VWRYH��5HPHPEHU�
to take some for your father when you are done eating and hurry 
EDFN��+H�LV�RYHU�E\�WKH�5REHUWV�IDUP�KHOSLQJ�RXW�´

³<HV�PD¶DP�´�$V�&HFLO�WDONV�KH�PHPRUL]HV�WKH�LQIRUPDWLRQ�RQ�WKH�
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. 

1HYHU�RQH�WR�JLYH�XS�VR�HDV\�WKH�5HYHUHQG�DVNV��³$UH�\RX�WKHQ�
to just bunker down at nightfall with your children and husbands 
while the enemy like a roaring lion walketh around seeking whom 
KH�PD\�GHYRXU"�<RX�SHRSOH�DUH�VWDUN�PDG�,�WHOO�\RX��0DG�´�+LV�
bald head starts perspiring like the pastor at church on Sundays and 
KH�ZLJJOHG�KLV�¿QJHU�LQ�WKH�VDPH�DFFXVDWRU\�PDQQHU�

³<RX�PDNLQJ�LW�VRXQG�OLNH�ZH�KDYH�DQ�RSWLRQ�´�0LVV�-DFNLH�JHWV�XS�
from her seat at the kitchen table and starts to adjust her frock.

³:HOO��HQRXJK�RI�VXFK�WDON��(YHU\WKLQJ�LV�JRLQJ�WR�EH�DOULJKW��,I�ZH�
let everyone know to stay safe at home tonight then there is noth-
LQJ�WR�IHDU�´�0DPD�QHYHU�DOORZV�.ODQ�WDON�WR�SHUVLVW�DURXQG�&HFLO�

And he didn’t dare ask for there was only one rule whenever the 
UXPRU�PLOO�PHHWV��³FKLOGUHQ�VKRXOG�EH�VHHQ�DQG�QRW�KHDUG�´

0LVV�0DWW\�FDWFKHV�RQ�DV�ZHOO��³3DXO��ZK\�GRQ¶W�\RX�DQG�,�JR�
round and tell the others. That should be something helpful don’t 
\RX�DJUHH"´

7KH�5HYHUHQG�LV�RXWQXPEHUHG�DQG�KLV�VHUPRQ�LV�DV�JRRG�DV�¿Q-
ished. He hisses his teeth, puts his hat on, and leaves with the 
women and baby in tow.

~



Edisto River Review | 33

³&DUU\�WKDW�EXFNHW�RI�ZDWHU�KHUH��FKLOG�´�&HFLO¶V�IDWKHU�ZHOFRPHV�
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 
&DUROLQD�(DUWK��7KH�SDOH�RUDQJH�RI�KLV�ÀDQQHO�VKLUW�DQG�WKH�GXVW\�
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. 
7KDW�ZDV�WKH�RQO\�WLPH�PDPD�ZLOO�DOORZ�KLP�LQ�WKH�¿HOGV��

³7KDW�LV�QR�SODFH�IRU�D�ER\�´�VKH�EHOLHYHV�

%XW�IDWKHU�DOZD\V�FRXQWHUV�WKDW�³WKHUH�LV�QRZKHUH�HOVH�IRU�KLP�LQ�
WKLV�ZRUOG�EXW�GLJJLQJ�LQ�WKH�HDUWK�´

³<HVVLU�´�&HFLO�VWUXJJOHV�ZLWK�WKH�EXFNHW�ZLVKLQJ�LW�WR�EH�OLJKWHU��
Cecil doesn’t mind helping his father especially since he knows the 
man thinks of him as weak.

³+RZ�PDQ\�WLPHV�PXVW�,�WHOO�\RX�QRW�WR�FRPH�LQWR�WKH�¿HOG�ZLWK�
that camera ‘bout your neck boy? This is no place for taking pic-
WXUHV��+HUH�PHQ�ZRUN��QRW�SOD\�´�KLV�IDWKHU¶V�WRQH�LV�DOZD\V�VWHUQ�
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, 
ZKR�WHOOV�KLP�ZKHUH�WR�¿QG�-RKQQ\�

³+DYHQ¶W�\RX�KHDUG"´�&HFLO�DVNV�ZKHQ�WKH\�DUH�RXW�RI�HDUVKRW�RI�
the men.

³:KDW�LV�LW�WKLV�WLPH"´�-RKQQ\¶V�EURDG�QRVH�ÀDUHV�RXW�RQ�HLWKHU�VLGH�
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, 
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Yet instead of going to Edisto River – which is sure to be too cold 
for his wispy body anyways – he turns down Glover Street. Turn-
ing onto one of the dark side roads Cecil follows his memory to 
ZKHUH�WKH�SDSHU�LQ�WKH�PLGGOH�RI�WKH�NLWFKHQ�WDEOH�KDG�LQVWUXFWHG��
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become sweaty and he loses his grip on the camera. 

³<RX�KHDU�WKDW��-LP"´�RQH�VKHHW�DVNV�DQRWKHU�

³,�GR��1LFKRODV��WDNH�\RXU�WRUFK�WR�WKDW�EXVK�RYHU�WKHUH�´�

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. 

³)HOODV�,�LV�MXVW�FXULRXV�LV�DOO��,�DLQ¶W�GRQH�D�WKLQJ��\RX�NQRZ�´�WKH�
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. 

2K�1R��&HFLO�WKRXJKW��,�KDGQ¶W�VHHQ�KLP�HDUOLHU��%XW�EHIRUH�KH�
could do anything the ground moves from beneath him. 

No, he is moving up. 

&HFLO�ORRNV�XS�LQWR�WKH�ÀDPLQJ�H\HV�RI�KLV�IDWKHU��1R�ZRUGV�SDVV�
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 
¿QG�&HFLO�DW�WKH�ULYHU�EXW�FRXOGQ¶W��:KHQ�KH�GRXEOHG�EDFN�WR�WKH�
house he realized the missing camera and put two and two togeth-
er. 

³/D]DUXV�WKDW�LV�HQRXJK��PLQG�\RX�NLOO�KLP�´�0DPD�LV�D�IHZ�OLFNV�
too late but better late than never Cecil reminds himself. 

³:KDW�\RX�WKLQNLQJ�JRLQJ�WR�WKDW�UDOO\�ER\��'RQ¶W�\RX�VHH�ZKDW�
WKH\�GR�WR�RXU�NLQG"´�IDWKHU�DVNV��

7KURXJK�KLFFXS�DQG�WHDUV�&HFLO�H[SODLQV�KLPVHOI�HQGLQJ�ZLWK��³HY-
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Second Place Nonfiction

Jaliah I. Robinson

Through My Eyes: America’s Pandemic

2Q�WKH�ODVW�GD\�RI�VXPPHU��,�WKLQN�DERXW�WKH�¿UVW�GD\�DQG�YLFH�
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 
H[LVW��'D\V�EOHQGHG�DQG�QLJKWV�ZHUH�EOXUUHG��7KHUH�ZDV�QRWKLQJ�
to distinguish the days apart from each other. Even Easter went 
XQPHQWLRQHG��(YHU\RQH�ZDV�OLYLQJ�LQ�TXDUDQWLQH��2XU�QRUPDO�ZDV�
suddenly only a memory.  

�)RU�VRPH�SHRSOH��WKLV�VXPPHU�GLG�QRW�FKDQJH��7KH\�ZHQW�WR�SDU-
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 
HQMR\LQJ�OLIH��DQG�QR�RQH�FRXOG�FKDQJH�WKHLU�PLQGV��2WKHUV�OLYHG�
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.

³7KH\�GUHVV�WKH�ZRXQG�RI�P\�SHRSOH�DV�WKRXJK�LW�ZHUH�QRW�VHULRXV��
3HDFH��SHDFH��WKH\�VD\�ZKHQ�WKHUH�LV�QR�SHDFH�´�-HUHPLDK������1,9�

3URWHVWV��7KH�ZRUOG�LV�HQUDJHG��$W�¿UVW��SHRSOH�ZHUH�XSVHW�WKDW�WKH\�
had to stay in the house. They wrote signs about needing haircuts 
and talked about how it is their right to live how they want. Then 
came uproar about a taken life. Another black corpse to add to 
WKH�SLOH��7HDUV�ZHUH�VKHG��EULFNV�ZHUH�WKURZQ��¿UHV�ZHUH�VWDUWHG��
People took to the streets, ranted on social media, whether behind 
WKH�FDXVH�RU�QRW��³,¶P�QRW�UDLVLQJ�P\�VRQ�WR�EH�D�WDUJHW�´�D�PRWKHU�
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VKRXWHG��8QFRPIRUWDEOH��3HRSOH�ZHUH�EHJLQQLQJ�WR�IHHO�XQFRP-
IRUWDEOH��)ULHQGV�ZHUH�QR�ORQJHU�VSHDNLQJ��VRPH�IDPLOLHV�VWRRG�
in a civil war. If the sky could be painted a color it would bleed 
red. Red for bloodshed. Red for hate. Red for love. Red for the 
uncompromising, blind ignorance that was interwoven into the 
IRXQGDWLRQ�RI�$PHULFD��7KLV�³JUHDW´�FRXQWU\�WKDW�VR�PDQ\�KDYH�VR�
PXFK�H[KLELWHG�SULGH��$�GLYLGH�EHWZHHQ�EODFN�DQG�ZKLWH�ZLWK�UHG�
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-
HG�SHDFH�EXW�XVHG�YLROHQFH�LQ�WKH�GURS�RI�D�KDW��2WKHUV�ZHUH�SHDFH-
IXO�EXW�YLROHQFH�ZDV�XVHG�DJDLQVW�WKHP��9LGHR�DIWHU�YLGHR�VKRZHG�
WKH�¿UVW�DPHQGPHQW�EHLQJ�GUDJJHG�WKURXJK�WKH�VWUHHWV��2QORRNHUV�
TXHVWLRQHG�WKH�PRWLYH�RI�YLROHQFH��:KR�ZDV�WR�EODPH"�:KR�LV�WKH�
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Einstein

Willful ignorance. A warm blanket that wraps them snug in their 
EHOLHIV��7KH�¿OWHU�WKDW�HUDVHV�DOO�EOHPLVKHV�IURP�YLHZ��7KH�UHG��
ZKLWH��DQG�EOXH�VDIHW\�QHW��2QH�WKDW�ZRXOG�FRYHU�WKH����VWDWHV�ZLWK�
a few holes piercing through. The truth was too much to take. 
7KHUH�ZHUH�SHRSOH�WDNLQJ�WR�VRFLDO�PHGLD�WR�H[SODLQ�WKDW�WKH�PHGLD�
LV�WKH�SUREOHP��6RPH�HYHQ�VDLG�WKDW�UDFLVP�GRHV�QRW�H[LVW�DQ\PRUH��
It was as if to say racism is in the eye of the beholder. White privi-
OHJH�ZDV�WKHQ�LQWURGXFHG�WR�WKH�PL[�DQG�WKH�LQWHUQHW�ZHQW�EDOOLVWLF��
This notion was not accepted for the mere fact that people did not 
ZDQW�WR�DFFHSW�LW��7KH\�XVHG�DQ\�H[FXVH�WKH\�FRXOG�PXVWHU�WR�GLV-
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 
VXUURXQGHG�E\�FRQ¿UPDWLRQV��

2Q�WKH�ODVW�GD\�RI�VXPPHU��,�FDPH�WR�UHDOL]H�WKDW�WKH�SDQGHPLF�
JRLQJ�WKURXJK�$PHULFD�ZDV�PXFK�PRUH�WKDQ�&RYLG�����3URWHVWV�
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

 
([SODLQ�WR�PH�ZKDW�LW�LV�\RX¶UH�GRLQJ�WR�PH�
([SODLQ�WKH�SRZHU��6WUHVV�WKH�FRQWURO�
([HUW�WKH�SUHVVXUH�RQ�\RXU�PLQG�LQWR�IUDJPHQWV��
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
([SODLQ�WR�PH
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 
\HDU�RI������DQG�WKH�PRQWK�RI�)HEUXDU\��WKH�PRQWK�RI�UHGLVFRYHU-
ing myself. The pitch-black room tries to keep me company, but 
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&RXUWHV\�RI��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 

:H¶UH�VFUHDPLQJ�³6D\�>WKHLU@�QDPH�´�

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?

,�FDQ¶W�WDNH�DQ\PRUH��,¶YH�UDLVHG�P\�ZKLWH�ÀDJ�

 

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? 

<RXU�H[LVWHQFH�ZDV�DOZD\V�KHOG�GHDU��

It’s faces that look like mine that should be afraid
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2XU�YHU\�OLYHV�DUH�WKH�SULFHV�ZH�SDLG

Just to feel seen, and just to be heard,

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

:H�VKRXOGQ¶W�EH�¿JKWLQJ�IRU�RXU�ULJKW�WR�EUHDWKH��

1R��ZH�VKRXOGQ¶W�KDYH�WR�¿JKW�IRU�WKLV�

:H�VKRXOGQ¶W�KDYH�WR�¿JKW�WR�H[LVW�
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Third Place Fiction

Gervaris T. Wearing

Blood Drips to the Floor

%ORRG�GULSV�RQ�WKH�ÀRRU��,�LPPHGLDWHO\�UXQ�WR�WKH�VLQN�WR�WU\�DQG�
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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.  

,�VQHDN�D�ORRN�DW�P\�ZDWFK��IRXU�PLQXWHV�DQG�WZHQW\�VHFRQGV��,�
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 
FXGGOH�EHIRUH�EHG��³.H\VKLD��FRPH�XSVWDLUV�KRQH\��,�ZDQQD�FXGGOH�
DQG�WDON�DERXW�ZKDW�KDSSHQHG�´�,�JXOS�DQG�VORZO\�PRYH�P\�KHDG�
WR�ORRN�DW�KLP�DQG�VD\��³2ND\�VXQVKLQH��,¶P�FRPLQJ��VR�ZH�FDQ�
WDON�DERXW�LW�´�+H�VO\O\�VPLOHV�DQG�VD\V��³,�ORYH�\RX�.H\��,¶OO�QHYHU�
KXUW�\RX�DJDLQ�´�,�VPLOH�DQG�QRG�DV�LI�WKH�EORRG�LV�QRW�VWLOO�GULSSLQJ�
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 
KLW�PH��+H�ZRXOG�UXQ�KLV�¿QJHUV�WKURXJK�P\�EODFN�ZDY\�KDLU�DQG�
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 
RQFH�ZH�¿QLVK��,�ZLOO�UROO�DZD\�IURP�KLP�DQG�KH�FOLQJV�WR�P\�WKLJK�
as tears roll down my cheek.

***

The most profound wound from Tre last night, the card-sized one 
WR�WKH�OHIW�VLGH�RI�P\�IDFH��KDG�H[SDQGHG�WKHQ�EOXHG�WKHQ�\HOORZHG��
touching does no damage anymore, even now, surrounding our 
willow on the trimmer, taking a few knocks. As I look at my face 
LQ�WKH�EDWKURRP�PLUURU��,�VHH�KLP�LQ�WKH�UHÀHFWLRQ��,�VHH�KLV�IDFH�
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 
FRYHU�WKLV�XS��VR�,�JUDE�P\�PDNHXS�WR�GR�D�IXOO�IDFH��³*RW�WR�NHHS�
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D�JRRG�LPDJH��VR�WKH�QHLJKERUV�GRQ¶W�FDWFK�RQ�WR�RXU�PHVV�´�$W�WKH�
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 
PDFKLQH�VKRS�ZLWK�QR�¿UH�GRXVHU�D�³FDUSRUW�´�7KH�GDUNQHVV�GDUN-
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, 
WKDW�WRGD\�KH¶V�QRW�LQ�D�WDQNHG�WUDQFH�EHIRUH�OXQFK«�QRW�RQFH�
more. 

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

,�SRXQG�WKH�HQWU\ZD\��³7UH�´�%DQJ��EODVW��EODVW��³75(�´�6PRNH�LV�
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 
SRLQW�FKHFN�P\�ZDWFK��WZR�PLQXWHV�EHIRUH�WKH�FRPPDQGHU�VKRZV�
up. Rush around, salvage my adoration. 

I rush to the secondary passage and reach for the handle, at that 
SRLQW�VWRS��,�QLEEOH�P\�OLS��&RQVLGHU�WKH�SRVVLELOLW\�WKDW�LW¶V�H[FHV-
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 
GUDZQ�DZD\�E\�WKH�EUHH]H��³7UH��,W�LV�VDIH�WR�VD\�WKDW�\RX�DUH�LQ�
WKHUH"´�

Time for my dive. I hold a full breath and walk in, blinded, arms 
RXWVWUHWFKHG��)RXU�VWDJHV��,�ZDV�XQDEOH�WR�LQKDOH�RQ�WKH�RII�FKDQFH�
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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 
VKRXWV��,¶P�SDQWLQJ�IRU�DLU��+H�FUXVKHV�JODVV��DQG�,�FDOO��³,�EHOLHYH�
7UH¶V�LQ�WKHUH�´�$QG�P\�WKURDW�LV�FUXGH��2QFH�PRUH��$V�WKH�FRP-
PDQGHU�ZRXOG�DQWLFLSDWH��$ERXW�HTXLYDOHQW�WR�WZHQW\�PLQXWHV�
back, when I was breathing in smoke from a slick cloth and breath-
ing out profound into that oppressive mouth, stage one of con-
cealing that I’d killed him by siphoning the cutter’s fumes under 
a covering I’d laid over his head. My love consistently moved his 
drinking sprees to his workshop when spring showed up, and I was 
XQDEOH�WR�ULVN�WKH�ZDUPWK�¿QGHU�ZDNLQJ�KLP�DIWHU�,�GURSSHG�KLV�
fastening iron into the overstuffed wastebasket. 
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Arielle J. Wiggins

Carmel Newyork 

7KH�VPHOO�RI�2))�DQG�GULHG�FKORULQH�LV�EXUQHG�LQWR�P\�QRVWULOV�
from those days in the summer. 

2XU�DOUHDG\�FKRFRODWH�VNLQ�JRW�HYHQ�GDUNHU�ZKHQ�ZH�UHIXVHG�WR�
wear the sunscreen

7KDW�KDG�DOUHDG\�EHHQ�H[SLUHG�

Every time we came inside for a water break, they yelled at us for 
VPHOOLQJ�OLNH�³RXWVLGH´��

1RZ�WKDW�ZH�DUH�ROGHU��,�NQRZ�LW�LV�D�PL[WXUH�RI�SHWULFKRU�DQG�PLO-
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. 

%DFN�WKHQ��RXU�GD\V�VWDUWHG�DW������DP�DQG�HQGHG�DW�������SP�
EHFDXVH�WKDW�ZDV�DURXQG�WKH�WLPH�RXU�SDUHQWV�PDGH�XV�³FXW�RXW�DOO�
WKDW�QRLVH�DQG�FXW�WKH�OLJKWV�RII´��

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

7KDW�,¶P�QRUPDO��WKDW�,�ZRXOGQ¶W�KXUW�D�À\

The shade of my skin is like the other side

Right? No, wrong.

)RU�GHFDGHV��RXU�DQFHVWRUV�KDYH�EHHQ�VKXQQHG�IRU�WRR�ORQJ

2QH�SHUVRQ�OLNH�PH�FRXOGQ¶W�FKDQJH�D�QDWLRQ¶V�WRQH

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)

7KH�VXQ�UD\V�¿OOHG�WKH�EHDFK�RI�0HQHPVKD�RI�0DUWKD¶V�9LQH\DUG�
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 
¿UVW�EURXJKW�KHUH�DV�VODYHV�LQ�WKH�����¶V��<HW�WKH\�ZRXOG�JR�RQ�WR�
transform the island through generations.

%RRN�SDJHV�ZHUH�FRQVWDQWO\�EHLQJ�ÀLSSHG�DV�WKH�VXQ�ODLG�RQ�KHU�
KRQH\�EURZQ�VNLQ��6KH�ZRXOG�ZHDU�VXQJODVVHV�WR�UHÀHFW�WKH�VXQ�
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. 

)RU�KHU�QDPH�ZDV�'DQLHOOH�DQG�,�$OH[DQGHU�/DFURL[��)RU�ZH�VDZ�
ourselves as planetary bodies in alignment with each other. Trav-
HOLQJ�IDU�DV�WKH�VXQ�DQG�PRRQ�WUDYHOV�WKH�VN\��/RYH�WR�XV�ZDV�IUHH�
DV�WKH�JLYHQ�EUHH]H��/RYH�LV�WKH�FRORU�RI�RXU�VNLQ�DQG�EODFN�LV�WKH�
essence of our beings. 

5HPRYLQJ�KHU�JD]H�IURP�KHU�ERRN�DQG�FORVLQJ�LW��³<RX�NQRZ�WKDW�
I could watch the ocean caressing the land forever. Watching the 
EODFN�OLWWOH�FKLOGUHQ�SOD\�WR�WKH�DGXOWV�ZDONLQJ�WKH�EHDFK��)URP�WKH�
OLJKWHVW�FRPSOH[LRQ�WR�WKH�GDUNHVW´�'DQLHOOH�YRLFHG�´�,�VPLUNHG�DV�
a slight breeze touched my face.

/LVWHQLQJ�WR�'DQLHOOH��,�EHJDQ�WR�VHH�ZKDW�VKH�VDZ��(YHQ�WKRXJK�
out of the two of us, I did not speak much paraphrase what she 
VD\V��)XQQ\�HQRXJK��'DQLHOOH�QHYHU�JRW�PH�IRU�FRS\ULJKWLQJ��

³<HV��LW¶V�D�EHDXWLIXO�H[SHULHQFH�WKDW�ZH�ERWK�FDQ�WDNH�LQ´�,�YRLFHG�
back. I believed that we the both of us took in enough trauma for 
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������7KDW�LQYROYHG�WKH�SLYRWDO�HIIRUWV�RI�WKH�%ODFN�/LYHV�0DW-
ter movement to bring justice to those served with injustice. The 
LQMXVWLFH�RI�SROLFH�EUXWDOLW\�DQG�XQHTXDO�V\VWHP�WKDW�GRHV�QRW�EULQJ�
EHQH¿W�WR�PLQRULWLHV�

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-
LHOOH�VD\LQJ�³,�GRQ¶W�NQRZ�KRZ�PXFK�PRUH�RI�WKLV�WKDW�,�FDQ�ZDWFK��
:DWFKLQJ�WKHP�NLOOLQJ�DQG�WUHDWLQJ�XV�OLNH�DQLPDOV«LI�WKLV�LV�D�
small percentage of what those before us faced. Then I don’t know 
KRZ�WR�VWRPDFK�WKLV�´

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-
WLRQ�RI�VKRZFDVLQJ�SROLFH�RI¿FHUV�EHLQJ�DFTXLWWHG�DQG�JHWWLQJ�DZD\�
with murder. I remember going into a primal yell of how I yearned 
IRU�MXVWLFH�DQG�UHVSHFW�IRU�WKH�FRORU�RI�P\�UHÀHFWLRQ��³:KHUH�LV�WKH�
ZRUOG�EXLOW�IRU�SHRSOH�OLNH�XV´�,�H[FODLPHG�LQ�WKH�VLOHQFH�RI�RXU�
apartment.

,�UHPHPEHU�DOVR�ZKHQ�,�ZDV�SXOOHG�RYHU�¿UVW�WLPH�IRU�VSHHGLQJ��
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 
WKLV�SROLFH�RQVODXJKW��7KH�ÀDVKLQJ�EOXH�OLJKWV��WKH�ZKLWH�RI¿FHU�LQ�
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 
OLYHV��*HRUJH�)OR\G��%UHRQQD�7D\ORU��DQG�WKH�PDQ\�RWKHUV�

Snapped back into reality as Danielle closed her book in my face 
WR�UHPRYH�PH�IURP�P\�WKRXJKWV��³6RPHRQH¶V�KHDG�LQ�WKH�FORXGV��
ZKHQ�WKH�FORXGV�DUH�DERYH�\RXU�KHDG�´�,�JODUH�WRZDUGV�KHU�ZLWK�D�
VLJK�RI�UHOLHI�DQG�VD\��³,¶P�VRUU\��LW�VHHPV�OLNH�DV�WKH�ZLQG�EORZV�
WKH�FORXGV�IROORZ�PH�´�,�VLW�XS�FROOHFWLQJ�P\VHOI�ORRNLQJ�DW�WKH�
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 
WRZDUGV�'DQLHOOH�DQG�UHPDUN�³7KURXJK�HYHU\�FKDOOHQJH�P\�WUXH�
ORYH¶V�PLQG�LV�IRUHYHU�EODFN�´
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Brooke S. Jacobs

Think Outside the Box

M Ƒ��)�Ƒ
7ZR�VTXDUHV�,�ORDWKH�WR�¿OO�

7KH\�PRFN�WKH�YHU\�H[LVWHQFH

7KDW�,�KDYH�FRPH�WR�¿QG�WUDQTXLO�

iMposter Ƒ��)UDXG�Ƒ
They ask me to choose

³-XVW�¿OO�LQ�WKH�EODQN´

�<RX�KDYH�QRWKLQJ�WR�ORVH�

Male Ƒ��)HPDOH�Ƒ
1HLWKHU�¿WV

It hurts to consider

In which I shall sit

2QFH�,�NQRZ�LW�GRHV�QRW�WDNH�ORQJ

Kill my ego, bury its song

Crack and bend it to a shape

Silence the cries, let it ache.
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&RXUWHV\�RI� 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-
LQJ�ZKHQ�\RX�JUDE�WKH�ÀRZHU�E\�WKH�WKRUQV���

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.

/LNH�(PPHWW�7LOO�D�OLWWOH�ER\�ZKR�ZHQW�WR�YLVLW�IDPLO\�LQ�WKH�GHSWKV�
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.

/LNH�'HQPDUN�9HVH\��WKH�ULQJOHDGHU�RI�WKH�UHYROW�FDOOHG�³7KH�5LVH´�
was

Silenced.

O\QFKHG�ZLWK����RWKHU�EODFN�VRXOV�ZLWK�D�YHUGLFW�RI�JXLOW\�EXW�QRW�
one white person was killed or injured.

Silenced.

/LNH�WKH�&KDUOHVWRQ�1LQH��DIWHU�WKH\�ZHOFRPHG�DQ�HYLO�FRZDUG�LQWR�
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.

/LNH�:DOWHU�6FRWW��DQ�XQDUPHG�EODFN�PDQ�ZKR�ZDV�VKRW�LQ�WKH�EDFN�
E\�DQ�RI¿FHU�ZKR�VZRUH�DQ�RDWK�WR�VHUYH�DQG�SURWHFW�XV�

Silenced.
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OLNH�0XKL\LGLQ�G¶%DKD��D�%ODFN�/LYHV�0DWWHU�DFWLYLVW�ZKR�WRUH�
GRZQ�WKH�&RQIHGHUDWH�ÀDJ�LQ�WKH�VWUHHWV�RI�&KDUOHVWRQ�6&��ZDV

Silenced

as he was shot in the thigh and left to bleed out in the streets of 
1HZ�2UOHDQV�

Silenced

/LNH�D�WUHH�WKDW�IDOOV�LQ�WKH�IRUHVW�EXW�QR�RQH¶V�WKHUH�WR�KHDU�LI�LW�
made a sound.

Silence no more.

/LIW�XS�RXU�YRLFHV�XQWLO�WKH\�IRUP�LQWR�D�URDU��

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

we choose to leave.

([WLQFWLRQ�RI�WKH�VHFUHWLRQ�IURP�WKH�IDEULFDWHG�VWRU\�WKDW�OXUNV�LQ�
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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Alicia D. Parson 

Heart Ache

It still hurts. There’s still an ache there whenever he tells me about 
someone else. Whenever I imagine it. Them. Her. Whoever she 
may be, how she must look. How she’s not me. It hurts. But it 
doesn’t hurt every time. Sometimes I’m okay. It’s almost like I’ve 
been pretending, no— faking it so long that I actually manifested 
LW�DV�D�SDUW�RI�P\�UHDOLW\��)RU�D�IHZ�PRPHQWV�,¶P�FRPSOHWHO\�RYHU�
him. I can truly be his friend. But then something happens that re-
shapes my reality once again. It may be one of our mutual friends 
mentioning how they thought we’d always end up together, and 
suddenly I snap right back into the time where I thought the very 
same. Then that ache blossoms in my chest again, pressing gently 
\HW�¿UPO\�RQ�P\�KHDUW�

�7KLV�DFKH�LV�DOO�LW�WDNHV�WR�VKDNH�P\�IRXQGDWLRQ�DQG�TXHVWLRQ�
DQ\�RWKHU�SHUVRQ�LQ�P\�OLIH�DW�WKH�PRPHQW��,W�PDNHV�PH�TXHVWLRQ�
myself. After this last time I realized I can’t just be his friend. The 
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Noah. D. Thomas

What is Blackness? 

:KDW�GRHV�LW�PHDQ�WR�EH�EODFN"�:KDW�FRQVWLWXWHV�EODFNQHVV"�2Q�
WKH�VXUIDFH��WKH�DQVZHUV�WR�WKHVH�TXHVWLRQV�PD\�VHHP�VLPSOH�DQG�
REYLRXV��6RPH�VD\�WKDW�EODFNQHVV�LV�PHUHO\�D�UDFH�RU�KHULWDJH��2WK-
ers say that it is simply a culture or lifestyle. Truthfully, all of these 
DQVZHUV�DUH�FRUUHFW��+RZHYHU��WKH\�DUH�QRW�GH¿QLWLYH��%ODFNQHVV�
LV�KLVWRULFDO��EODFNQHVV�LV�GLI¿FXOW��EODFNQHVV�LV�GLYHUVH��$ERYH�DOO��
blackness is multifaceted. 

�)RU�FHQWXULHV��EODFN�SHRSOH�KDYH�EHHQ�GHQLHG�DXWKRULW\�RYHU�WKHLU�
own blackness. Stripped of their original culture, African slaves 
were regarded as subhuman and primitive. They were degraded, 
FRPPRGL¿HG��DQG�GHKXPDQL]HG��$V�IUHHGPHQ��EODFN�SHRSOH�ZHUH�
conditioned to believe that they were inferior. They were admon-
LVKHG�WR�KDYH�ORZ�H[SHFWDWLRQV�IRU�WKHPVHOYHV��DQG�WKH\�ZHUH�
H[SHFWHG�WR�H[KLELW�VXEVHUYLHQFH�WR�DOO�ZKLWHV��:KLWH�SHRSOH�GLF-
WDWHG�ZKDW�WKH�YHU\�GH¿QLWLRQ�RI�EODFNQHVV�ZDV��DQG�LQ�PDQ\�FDVHV��
EODFN�SHRSOH�FRPSOLHG�ZLWK�WKLV�VWDWXV�TXR��,Q�PLQVWUHO�VKRZV��
blackness was mocked; black people were portrayed as foolish and 
GHJHQHUDWH��,Q�¿OPV�DQG�WHOHYLVLRQ��EODFN�FKDUDFWHUV�ZHUH�RIWHQ�WKH�
stereotypes and caricatures. Even today, black people have very 
little control over how they are represented and perceived. 

7UXWKIXOO\��EODFNQHVV�FDQ�EH�GLI¿FXOW��,QVWLWXWLRQDOL]HG�UDFLVP�KDV�
not been obliterated; it has only evolved. There remains a lack of 
HTXLW\�LQ�HGXFDWLRQ��KRXVLQJ��DQG�HPSOR\PHQW��$V�SUHYLRXVO\�VWDW-
HG��ZH�RIWHQ�VWUXJJOH�DJDLQVW�VWHUHRW\SHV��:H�DUH�UDUHO\�H[SHFWHG�WR�
EH�ZHOO�UHDG��DUWLFXODWH��RU�DIÀXHQW��2IWHQWLPHV��ZH�IDFH�SUHVVXUH�
to assimilate into white society. Many of us have to adopt a second 
LGHQWLW\�WR�SURWHFW�RXUVHOYHV�IURP�ZKLWH�RVWUDFLVP��2XU�SUHFDULRXV�
position has even affected the way we interact with other black 
SHRSOH��2IWHQWLPHV��ZH�LPSUHVV�XSRQ�HDFK�RWKHU�WKH�VDPH�VWHUHR-
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 
DI¿OLDWLRQ��$OVR��EODFN�SHRSOH�DUH�GLYHUVH�LQ�EHKDYLRU�DQG�WKRXJKW��
8VXDOO\��LI�D�EODFN�SHUVRQ�FRQGXFWV�WKHPVHOYHV�LQ�D�SDUWLFXODU�PDQ-
QHU��RWKHUV�DVVXPH�WKDW�KH�RU�VKH�³ZDQWV�WR�EH�ZKLWH�´�6XFK�UKHWRULF�
is harmful, as it pushes a false narrative while placing black people 
ZLWKLQ�D�ER[��%ODFN�SHRSOH�FDQ�EH�HFOHFWLF��XUEDQH��DZNZDUG��DQG�
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-
WLRQ��+LVWRULFDOO\��WKH�EODFN�FRPPXQLW\�KDV�H[KLELWHG�XQZDYHULQJ�
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 
UHVSHFWLYH�¿HOGV��7KH�FRQVFLHQWLRXVQHVV�RI�EODFN�SHRSOH�KDV�YLWDO-
ized some of the greatest social and political movements known to 
man. 

7KH�FRPSOH[LWLHV�RI�EODFNQHVV�FDQQRW�VLPSO\�EH�GHQLHG�RU�LJQRUHG��
+LVWRU\�KDV�VKRZQ�XV�WKDW�WKH�%ODFN�([SHULHQFH�LV�H[FHHGLQJO\�
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 
DUH�HPEUDFLQJ�DQ�H[SHULHQFH�WKDW�LV�WUXO\�LQFRPSDUDEOH��
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&RXUWHV\�RI� Wesley V. Hickson, Different Lights
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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 
PDNH�PH�IHHO�WKH�ZHLJKW�RI�LW��)RU�VKH�ZDV�P\�JUDYLW\��)RU�VKH�ZDV�
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

�����GHFHLYHG�XV�OLNH�VPRNH�DQG�PLUURUV

January blindsided us like a deer in headlights

)HEUXDU\�ZDV�OLNH�WKH�FDOP�EHIRUH�WKH�VWRUP

0DUFK�WUDSSHG�XV�OLNH�D�YLGHR�YL[HQ�WUDSV�D�UDSSHU

$SULO�LVRODWHG�XV�OLNH�DQ�LQPDWH�LQ�VROLWDU\�FRQ¿QHPHQW

May oozed red like a gunshot wound on an innocent jogger

June suffocated us like a knee was glued to our necks

-XO\�HUXSWHG�ZLWK�SURWHVWV�OLNH�0RXQW�9HVXYLXV

August ripped through hearts like the San Andreas fault line

September virtually shattered all hope that things would get better

2FWREHU�EURDGFDVWHG�SROLWLFDO�GHEDWHV�OLNH�D�ELJ�VFUHHQ�79
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Arielle J. Wiggins

The Fire That Never Stopped Burning

³,�FDQ¶W�EHOLHYH�P\�;ER[�ZDV�EXUQHG�´�

I elbow Tyler in the side, he winces.  Honestly, I shouldn’t be 
VXUSULVHG�KH�VDLG�VRPHWKLQJ�VWXSLG�OLNH�WKDW�DIWHU�RXU�¿UVW�¿UH��,�
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, 
WKHUH�DUH�DVKHV��LW�VPHOOV�OLNH�ZKHQ�WKH\�OHW�8QFOH�0LFKDHO�IU\�WKH�
turkey on Thanksgiving, and he burns it. As I stand in the charred 
UHPDLQV�RI�P\�JUDQGPRWKHU¶V�KRXVH��P\�PLQG�ÀRRGHG�ZLWK�PHP-
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 
ZKHQ�VKH�ZDV���DQG�,�ZDV�D�QHZERUQ���

I blinked my eyes, hoping that this was all a dream this couldn’t be 
WKH�VHFRQG�KRXVH�LQ�WKH�SDVW�WKUHH�PRQWKV�WKDW�KDV�FDXJKW�RQ�¿UH��
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-
W\�JRRG�TXDOLW\�WR�KDYH��RU�DW�OHDVW�LW�ZRUNV�LQ�IDYRU�RI�HYHU\RQH�
HOVH�EHFDXVH�ZH�FDQ�WHOO�H[DFWO\�ZKDW�VKH�LV�WKLQNLQJ��5LJKW�QRZ��,�
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 
¿QLVKHG��$OO�WKH�ZKLOH�ZH�ZHUH�VWD\LQJ�ZLWK�WKHP��WKH\�QHYHU�
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 
WKHUH�ZRXOG�EH�WZR�¿UHV�ZLWKLQ�RXU�IDPLO\�ZLWKLQ�WKUHH�PRQWKV��
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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.

2U�WKH�SHUSHWXDWLQJ�KDWUHG�\RX�WU\�WR�IHHG�P\�PLQG�

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

)L[LQJ�WKH�SHUIHFWLRQV�\RX�WKLQN�DUH�ÀDZV

)RU�QR�RQH�GHVHUYLQJ�WR�VHH�LW�

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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Faith Lomax 

The African American Succession 

Rhythm with the rhymes 

Devils in disguise 

+H¶V�EHHQ�OXVWLQJ�DIWHU�ÀHVK�

With that red look in his eyes 

Trying to hold on 
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Nia-Semone C. McIntyre

Breaking Chains

Breaking chains gutted and deveined, chained and oppressed, 
/DVKHV�FURVV�WKHLU�FKHVW��6KDFNOHG�DQG�O\QFKHG
EHDWHQ�GRZQ�WR�TXHQFK
Their thirst for freedom.
Rounded up like cattle and forced to assimilate, regenerate, and 
incinerate into the ideologies of democracy.
2U�LV�LW�K\SRFULV\�WKDW�PRFNV�KH�ZKR�WULHV�WR�EH�WUXO\�IUHH"
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.
2QFH�RSHQ�ZRXQGV�DUH�QRZ�OLWWOH�FXWV
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

2QFH�ORVW�QRZ�IRXQG�
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&RXUWHV\�RI� Wesley V. Hickson, Drama in the Garden
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Quiana L. Wilson

The Embrace

���³$Q\D�LV�D�ZLL�LWFK��$Q\D�LV�D�ZLL�LWFK��'RQ¶W�SOD\�ZLWK�KHU�EH-
FDXVH��VKH�LV�D�ZLWFK�VKH�ZLOO�FDVW�VSHOOV�RQ�\RX�´�7KDW�ZDV�WKH�¿UVW�
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 
VWLOO�VPHOO�LW�GU\LQJ��,W�ZDV�LQ�������,�ZDV�RQO\���\HDUV�ROG�DQG�
already tired of the jokes. 

����³,�DP�QRW�D�ZLWFK��0\�IDPLO\�LV�GLIIHUHQW��EXW�ZH�DUHQ¶W�ZLWFK-
HV�´�,W�ZDV�DOUHDG\�KDUG�HQRXJK�WR�PDNH�IULHQGV�ODVW�\HDU��QR�RQH�
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.

$IWHU�VFKRRO�P\�DXQW�&LQW�SLFNV�PH�XS�LQ�KHU�EUDQG�QHZ�/H[XV�
truck, I’m always the last on her carpool route so I am able to get 
D�VHDW�E\�WKH�GRRU��³$Q\D�GLG�\RX�PDNH�DQ\�IULHQGV�WRGD\��LW¶V�WKH�
�QG�ZHHN�RI�VFKRRO"´�$XQW�&LQW�LV�DOZD\V�SXVKLQJ�IRU�PH�WR�PDNH�
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 
NLGV��-DVPLQH��-HVVLFD��DQG�-DGH��ORRN�MXVW�OLNH�KHU��

����³1R�PD¶DP��QRW�\HW�WKH\�NHHS�FDOOLQJ�PH�D�ZLWFK��DQG�,�PHDQ�,�
don’t blame them, how did I end up being the darkest female in our 
IDPLO\��EXW�VWLOO�KDYH�WKHVH�JUHHQ�H\HV"�´�$XQW�&LQW�WKHQ�ORRNV�DW�
me through the rear-view mirror. 

����³:HOO�EDE\�JLUO�\RXU�EHDXWLIXO�GHHS�JUHHQ�H\HV�FDPH�IURP�P\�
father and your rich dark brown skin came from my mother; you 
ZHUH�WKH�RQO\�RQH�WR�JHW�WKH�SHUIHFW�PL[�RI�P\�SDUHQWV��<RXU�FKHHN�
bones are high like the tribe my father came from, your hair is just 
OLNH�P\�PRWKHU¶V�WH[WXUH�DQG�FRORU�ZKLFK�LV�VR�QDWXUDOO\�EHDXWLIXO��
<RX�VKRXOG�OHDUQ�WR�HPEUDFH�\RXU�EHDXW\�´��,�GLGQ¶W�NQRZ�P\�ORRNV�
come from family members, I thought they cooked me up in one of 
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their rituals.

:H�¿QDOO\�DUULYH�DW�WKH�IDPLO\�VKRS��ZKHUH�P\�PRP�LV�ZRUNLQJ��
7KH�VKRS�LV�QHDUO\�����\HDUV�ROG�DQG�\RX�FDQ�WHOO�WRR��7KH�ZRRG�LV�
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. 

����³7KRVH�NLGV�EHHQ�ERWKHULQJ�\RX�WRGD\��$Q\D"´�,�VWLOO�GRQ¶W�NQRZ�
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 
WKDQ�P\�DXQW�DW��¶��´��,�KDYH�D�VKRUW�IDPLO\�HYHQ�ZLWK�RXU�GDGV�
being tall, that doesn’t seem to matter. 

����³<HV��PD¶DP�WKH\�VWDUWHG�FDOOLQJ�PH�D�ZLWFK�WRGD\´�,�VHH�WKH�
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 
WKH�URRW�SUDFWLFH����LV�WKH�QXPEHU�RI�FRPSOHWLRQ�VR�ZKHQ�HDFK�JLUO�
LQ�WKH�IDPLO\�WXUQV����VKH�ZLOO�OHDUQ�WKH�URRW�ZRUN��0\�IDPLO\�RQO\�
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.

����³$Q\D�EDE\�GROO��\RX�JXQQD�KDYH�WR�EH�VWURQJ�DQG�LJQRUH�WKHP��
you are not a witch you just come from a very blessed and pow-
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ZKDW�KHU�LVVXH�LV��³<HV�PD¶DP��ZKDW�KDYH�,�GRQH�ZURQJ"´�

����³<RX�IRUJRW�WR�PDNH�\RXU�EHG�$Q\D��KDYHQ¶W�,�UDLVHG�\RX�EHWWHU�
WKDQ�WKDW"´�(YHU\WKLQJ�,¶YH�GRQH�WKLV�PRUQLQJ�DQG�VKH�LV�XSVHW�
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 
PRUQLQJ�ULWXDOV��³$UH�\¶DOO�UHDG\�IRU�WKH��QG�TXDUWHU�RI������WR�
VWDUW"�*UDQG�ULVLQJV�HYHU\RQH�´�$XQW�&LQW�LV�DOZD\V�ORXG��-DVPLQH�
LV�WKH�ROGHVW�EHLQJ�����-HVVLFD�LV�����DQG�-DGH�LV����ZLWK�PH��(YHU�
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-
¿WV�WR�PH�ZHUH�EHLQJ�DEOH�WR�G\H�P\�KDLU��,�PHDQ�$XQW�&LQW�ZRXOG�
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?

~

����³$Q\D�VLQFH�LW�LV�\RXU�ELUWKGD\�WRGD\�\RX�FDQ�OHDG�WKLV�PRUQ-
LQJ¶V�ULWXDO�´�2Q�WRGD\�-XO\��WK�������,�WXUQ����\HDUV�ROG���������
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 
D�³ZLWFK´�DQG�,�FRXOGQ¶W�EH�PRUH�H[FLWHG��,W�WRRN�VRPH�WLPH�WR�
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 
DOO�WKRVH�DURXQG�PH�KDYH�DFFHSWHG�LW�WRR��,�DP�¿QH�ZLWK�EHLQJ�WKLV�
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.

5LVH�XS�OLNH�D�FOHQFKHG�¿VW�LQ�D�VHD�RI�SDLQ�

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.

5LVH�XS�RXW�RI�WKDW�KROH�WKDW�WKH\�GXJ�IRU�\RX���IHHW�GHHS�

Striking down lashes blood dripping to your feet.

8QWLO�\RX�¿QDOO\�IDOO�EDFN�LQWR�WKDW�KROH�'HVFHQGLQJ�LQWR�D�SHUPD-
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.

)URP�EODFN�OLEHUDWLRQ�WR�WHUURULVW�RI�QDWLRQV�OLHV�

I can take no more

'R�ZDYHV�ÀRZ�DZD\�IURP�WKH�VKRUH"

Do lions howl and wolves roar?

No more, rise up.

/LNH�0D\D�$QJHORX��EHFDXVH�HYHQ�DIWHU�VKH�FORVHG�KHU�H\HV

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.

5LVH�XS�OLNH�D�FOHQFKHG�¿VW�LQ�D�VHD�RI�SDLQ��%UHDN�IUHH�IURP�WKH�
chains that hold you down.

That mute your voice from making a sound. 

)URP�VSHDNLQJ�\RXU�WUXWK

With words so profound.

2SHQ�\RXU�H\HV��LW¶V�RXU�WLPH�WR�ULVH�

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
6R��QH[W�WLPH�LQ�D�UXVK�
/HW¶V�JR�EDFN�WR�WKH�GXVW

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

2XU�QRUPDO�LV�JRQH
2XU�ZRUOG�LV�VLFN
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
/LYLQJ�HIIRUWOHVVO\
)UHH�EXW�QRW
This is life

This is living
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Tasha Y. Skinner

Situationship

,�WKLQN�DERXW�\RX������WKURXJKRXW�WKH�GD\

Simply wondering if you’re okay,

,�HYHQ�FKHFN�P\�SKRQH�P�
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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. 

3XW�LQ�WKH�ER[�WKDW�KXPEOHV�PH�

Told to watch my tone.

My voice is not my own.

Change the way I dress.

8QGHU�VR�PXFK�SUHVVXUH�DQG�VWUHVV�

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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³*RRG�PRUQLQJ�´�-HVVH�NLVVHG�$SULO�RQ�WKH�FKHHN��³'LG�WKH�SKRQH�
ULQJ"�'LG�1DRPL�FDOO�\HW"´�

³1R��QRW�\HW��,I�VKH�GRHVQ¶W�FDOO�E\�HLJKW��,¶OO�MXVW�WDNH�=RH\�WR�
VFKRRO�P\VHOI�´�VKH�VDLG��VKUXJJLQJ�KHU�VKRXOGHUV��³1RW�OLNH�,�KDY-
HQ¶W�GRQH�LW�EHIRUH�´�

-HVVH�QRGGHG��+LV�H[�ZDV�NQRZQ�IRU�WKLV��HLWKHU�FDOOLQJ�DW�WKH�ODVW�
PLQXWH�ZLWK�D�ODPH�H[FXVH�RU�QRW�ERWKHULQJ�WR�VKRZ�XS�DW�DOO��7KHUH�
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. 

-HVVH�ZDONHG�RYHU�WR�=RH\�DQG�SODFHG�D�NLVV�RQ�KHU�KHDG��+H�TXLFN-
ly checked Zoey’s bag to make sure she had her reading book and 
KRPHZRUN�IROGHU��+H�WKHQ�VWDUWHG�WR�¿[�KLPVHOI�VRPH�EUHDNIDVW��
toast and microwave bacon, before sitting down at the table. April 
joined them a few minutes later, her now slightly cold coffee in 
tow. 

����³<RX�JR�WR�ZRUN�DW�����ULJKW"´�DVNHG�-HVVH��

����³<HDK��*RWWD�RSHQ�XS�WKH�ERXWLTXH�IRU�1DQF\�´�$SULO�WRRN�D�VLS�
RI�KHU�FRIIHH�DQG�H\HG�KHU�ER\IULHQG�VXVSLFLRXVO\��³:K\"´�

-HVVH�VKRRN�KLV�KHDG��³1R�UHDVRQ�´�

April made a face but said nothing, and the rest of breakfast was 
¿OOHG�ZLWK�FKHZLQJ�VRXQGV�DQG�WKH�RFFDVLRQDO�FRPPHQW�IURP�=RH\�
about what was happening in her cartoon.

$W������D�P���1DRPL�ZDV�QRZKHUH�WR�EH�IRXQG��QRU�ZDV�VKH�KHDUG�
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.

-HVVH�GXJ�WKURXJK�KLV�GUHVVHU�GUDZHU��8QGHUQHDWK�KLV�KDOI�IROGHG�
VKLUWV�DQG�VRFNV��-HVVH�IRXQG�WKH�VPDOO�ER[�WKDW�KH�KDG�KHOG�RQWR�



Edisto River Review | 92

for almost three months now. Inside was the ring he hoped to give 
WR�$SULO�VRRQ��'HVSLWH�KLV�FRQ¿GHQFH�LQ�KLPVHOI��DQG�GHVSLWH�KRZ�
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 
and turn, from the custody battle to the incident where Naomi 
somehow got into the apartment and ruined all of his clothes.  It 
felt surprisingly natural when she started spending the night. Soon 
after, she started dropping Zoey off at daycare in the morning and 
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their breakup certainly didn’t help the situation.     

����³<RX�OHW�KHU�WDNH�=RH\�WR�VFKRRO"´�VKH�DVNHG�

����³6KH¶V�P\�JLUOIULHQG�´

����³,W�ZDVQ¶W�QHFHVVDU\�´

����³+HU�QHZ�VFKRRO�VWDUWV�DW�������,¶YH�WROG�\RX�WKDW�´

����³,�FRXOG¶YH�JRWWHQ�KHU�WKHUH�LQ�WLPH�´

-HVVH�ORRNHG�DW�WKH�FORFN�RQ�WKH�ZDOO��³«,W¶V�HLJKW������ULJKW�QRZ�´

1DRPL�FURVVHG�KHU�DUPV�DQG�VTXLQWHG�DW�KLP��³/LNH�,�VDLG��,�
FRXOG¶YH�JRWWHQ�KHU�WKHUH�´�1DRPL�VWHSSHG�IRUZDUG��LQYLWLQJ�KHUVHOI�
into the apartment. She looked around and Jesse watched as her 
H[SUHVVLRQ�JUHZ�PRUH�DQG�PRUH�VRXU��³6KH¶V�VWLOO�LQWR�WKDW�FXWHV\�
EXOOVKLW"´�

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.

����³,W¶V�QRW�FXWHV\�´�VDLG�-HVVH��³,W¶V�MXVW«QLFH�´

1DRPL�VFUXQFKHG�KHU�QRVH��³+P��,�VHH�VKH�JRW�ULG�RI�P\�FRIIHH�
WDEOH�´

����³,�JRW�ULG�RI�LW��<RX�EURNH�LW��UHPHPEHU"´

1DRPL�RSHQHG�KHU�PRXWK�WR�UHWRUW�EXW�TXLFNO\�VKXW�LW��7KH\�ERWK�
knew that she was in the wrong. The two lapsed into silence for a 
PRPHQW�EHIRUH�1DRPL�ORRNHG�GRZQ��³:KDW¶V�WKDW"´

Jesse followed her gaze and realized his mistake. If it truly had 
EHHQ�$SULO�DW�WKH�GRRU��KH�ZRXOG�KDYH�UXLQHG�HYHU\WKLQJ��³,�,W¶V«
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6KH�RSHQHG�WKH�ER[�GHVSLWH�KLV�SURWHVWV��,QVLGH�WKH�ER[�ZDV�D�ULQJ�
WKDW�WKH�VHOOHU�KDG�DV�³YLQWDJH�LQVSLUHG´��,W�KDG�D�ZKLWH�JROG�EDQG�
and a pear-shaped diamond. The ring certainly wasn’t anything to 
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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 
W\SH�RI�ZRPDQ�\RX�ZRXOG�H[SHFW�WR�VHH�VSOD\HG�RXW�LQ�DQ�DGYHU-
tisement in a magazine, body bent in a foreign yet alluring way. 
April, on the other hand, was short, curvy, and a bit plain looking. 
7KH�H[DFW�RSSRVLWH�RI�1DRPL��1DRPL�ZDV�NQRZQ�IRU�KHU�HUUDWLF�
and dramatic behavior, and April was known for remaining calm 
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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 
ZDV�GRQH�JHWWLQJ�UHDG\��6KH�JDYH�KLP�D�TXLFN�NLVV�EHIRUH�KHDGLQJ�
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 
ÀRZHU�VKRS��SLFNHG�XS�D�EHDXWLIXO�ERXTXHW��DQG�HYHQ�ERXJKW�D�IHZ�
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, 
JDUOLF��DQG�IUHVK�SDUVOH\��WKH�KHUE\�VFHQW�¿OOLQJ�WKH�DLU��%\�WKH�WLPH�
he got done, Jesse had wished he had eaten a snack before trying to 
cook. 

$W����-HVVH�SLFNHG�XS�=RH\�DQG�GURSSHG�KHU�RII�DW�KLV�PRWKHU¶V��
who promised Zoey that they would have a girl’s night full of Bar-
ELH�PRYLHV�DQG�FRRNLHV��7KLV�ZDV�HQRXJK�WR�GLVWUDFW�WKH�VL[�\HDU�
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.

-HVVH�PDGH�D�TXLFN�VWRS�DW�WKH�OLTXRU�VWRUH��JUDEEHG�D�ERWWOH�RI�IDQ-
cy champagne, and returned to his apartment. As he drove up to his 
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with all of the books thrown off the shelf and a number of photos 
missing from their spots on the wall. The throw pillows had been 
ripped open and the television had been smashed.




