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REVOLUTIONARY SUICIDE

Where do you go when you don’t exist.
No recollection of you just pure remiss.
Black boy
A character in a horror film
As you watch behind the screen,
His life gets taken before the next scene.
What they didn’t show you is he had a dream.
Instead they display his life behind the scenes.
That one time he decided to smoke weed, develops 
into a story that’s not what it seems.
He graduated with a degree …
Top of his class, but you’ll never see.
Yo chill bro he antagonized that cop.
Would you say that if it was you behind that glock?
What about the Mother and the conversation she had 
with her son?
She had high hopes but the cop had a gun.
Without a second thought the cop pulled the trigger 
and he quickly became just another nigga…
Black man in the struggle, revolutionary suicide.
But the revolution must be televised! 

Jada M. Harris 

Rose Water
Inspired by Princess Nokia

Why rose water?
Rose water is used as a toner, controlling excess oils and aiding 
in cleaning out pores with its antibacterial properties. It helps to 
control fine lines and has a relaxing aroma. It great to wake up and 
spritz some on your face.

Princess Nokia, a rapper from Harlem, includes making rose water 
into her weekly routine as a spiritual task. She does it because peel-
ing the flower makes her feel like a beautiful woman because the 
flower carries the essence of life and can help make you feel beau-
tiful in your natural state. The biggest thing is the intention behind 
the creation of rose water. Yeah, you can buy it in the store, but 
you can never find rose water with the intention of care and beauty 
behind it in the store.

What you’ll need:
• 1 or 2 roses
• Boiling water
• Heat proof bowl
• Two tablespoons of vodka
• Spray bottle

To make rose water, you peel a flower into a heat proof bowl, tear 
up the petals, and steep them (covered) in about 1-1.5 cups of hot 
water for at least 15 minutes. After this, you can add a capful of 
plain vodka to help it last longer and store it in a spray bottle.

- Lucia Solorzano
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Achilles’ Heel

No one man can have all that power
No one man can live without a flower 
Hidden somewhere…
protected from the harsh winds and hard limbs he’s ex-
posed to daily
My mother wasn’t wrong for holding my heel 
But to heal in time and protect me from the kill is a myth
Like me, Achilles.
From head to feet except my heel
I’m a hill that’s a product of years of perfection
I’m immune to the tune of seduction
Immune to destruction, but my heel..
See my sandals only cover my toes 
Compelling me to face my foes with my phobia
You won’t understand how I feel
To everyone I’m just a wall 
but to the prudent there’s a little door 
and they will move heaven and earth to find the key 
that’s why I despise the wisdom of others and the gut of 
mothers - they are always right
and when the key turns left 
all that will be left is to write my name in the history books
and book my ticket for the next life.

The earth is believed to be the supreme planet
With the human species considered the highest animal
However, the minority is at the foot of the hill
And there our vulnerability lies.

Telvin Abariga

My name is Chris Oo and I wrote a free-verse poetry piece about being 

biracial/multiracial and how that experience feels. Generally, I focus on the 

theme of “invisibilization” which applies to my context but is something 

that many people can also empathize with across identities and axes of 

oppression...

Allegory of the Ghost

Most people think the idea of ghosts is cool.
They fantasize about them, dress up as them, 
Make movies to honor them and would probably
Love to get a selfie with one if they could.

Yet what most people fail to see is that ghosts
Are everywhere in their presence.
In fact, these ghosts do not hide as many suppose - 
They live among us in plain sight.
For all the hype and excitement the image of ghosts creates,
real ghosts are shunned.
Left out in the cold, relegated to the corner - 
The ghost is nothing more than a discarded ornament. 
When they speak, their words fall on deaf ears and pitied 
gazes.
When they move through the world their only companions
Are the crisp autumn breeze and the October moon.

In passing people cannot help but stare.
“What are you?” “Where are you from ghost?”
But they move along quickly, never interested enough to be-
come acquainted.
And so on late nights in the dining halls, the ghost sighs and 
resumes eating
Once all the selfie-seeking tourists have done their rounds.

Many assume ghosts to be one color - 
A sort of off-whitish, slightly transparent phantom that is easy 
to spot.
However, real ghosts are actually like chameleons.
Depending on who they are around, they change hue.
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But never enough to avoid standing out and being pushed 
away to their corners.
Commonly misperceived to be the in-between of life and death,
Ghosts are actually the in-between of the seen and the un-
seen.
They are the guardians of the gateways between memory and 
oblivion, the known
And the un-known, light and dark.

The ghost lives in search of companions, but reserves little 
hope of finding them.
Constantly flitting between the binary world, 
dancing around the edges of society’s comfortable monoliths - 
The ghost makes their permanent home in and among the bor-
derlands. 

For as long as they can remember, the ghost has walked in this 
shadow world.
The ghost knows that the path less traveled has built resiliency,
But beneath that sheet/mask, its ghostly heart still bleeds all 
the same. 
In times of great weariness and under the weight of crushing 
sorrow,
The ghost flees to the soft bosom of the Earth -
To seek refuge inside the web of life, if at least for a time.

The permanent wanderer, stranger, misfit, outcast - 
The ghost clutches at its forever-bleeding heart:
“Oh dear autumn wind of day, tell me, when will this bleeding 
stop?” 
“Oh my dear moon of the night up above me, when will this 
bleeding stop?”
The deafening silence is always interrupted by the relief of 
dreams.
Tonight, a dream of the day when the gray, machine-mind world 
No longer relegates it to the borderlands.
Of the day when everywhere becomes the borderlands
And the borderlands become everywhere.
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Stop in The Name of Stop and Frisk!

 You are walking down 116th street and Lexington. You gaze along 
the walls plastered with Puerto Rican flags. Leaning against a metal gate 
are two men in blue, eying you from a distance. One shifts his weight to 
his left foot and places his right hand on one of the black bulks on his belt. 
Your heartbeat quickens. Keep cool. You take a deep breath and look up 
towards the sky. Maybe that will make you seem more normal. Normal. 
The sky is filled with NYPD surveillance cameras. You frown. 
“Hey, you over there!... Yeah, you.”
 You stop. They both approach you and proceed to pat you down. 
You wonder if they’re really allowed to just begin touching you without 
giving you any reasoning. You want to move, but you are smarter than 
that. You already know that the police around here have a bad habit of 
pulling the trigger too quickly. 
“Hands out of pockets Taco.”
 You wince. Taco. “Puerto Ricans don’t eat tacos dumbass!” You 
want to say. But you also know that the police around here have another 
bad habit of using force on people who talk back. Especially if you’re a 
male Latino. 
 You wonder when they will be done looking for what you don’t 
have. To them you are just a type of food from the wrong cuisine. You are a 
generalization because you speak Spanish. You are now Puerto Rican and 
Mexican. You are just a Taco.   
 You hear the quiet protest of your friend who is waiting for your 
search to finish. She is waiting on the side of the sidewalk, gripping her 
bookbag. She looks hurt, but you wonder why she hasn’t just left. Now 
you are embarrassed because you are holding her up. Because you are the 
one who is being searched. You try not to make eye contact with her but 
somehow your eyes always meet hers. You can tell that she heard them call 
you Taco. Her eyes spew hate. 
 You are finally free, but forever defeated. You begin to walk along 
116th street again. Quietly. You make it to 118th street in silence. Crossing 
into 119th, she looks up at the pale blue sky and says, “Fuck tacos.”
You smile.  

       Almila Arda
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Personal Writings 

 As a black women in this society I am “daring to be 
dissatisfied with the status quo” because I do not believe this 
country was made for me. Not when there were/are laws put 
in place to institutionally and systematically place us as sec-
ond class citizens. Not when slavery was a legal genocide of 
our people that has yet to see any reparations or acknowl-
edgement of past wrongdoings. What is there to be proud of 
besides the short-lived victories of a continuous war we are 
fighting on our on soil?
  Hoping someone realizes our lives matter. America is 
supposed to be a “melting pot” of people of all different races, 
places and faces. However, in this “land of the free” you can be 
all those things as long as you practice American culture. You 
can have freedom of religion as long as you’re not muslim. You 
can have freedom of speech as long as it’s in English because 
“you are in America now.” You can be an immigrant as long as 
you don’t take all of our jobs. So when I think of what the Amer-
ican flag/national anthem means to me I think of something 
that is bias, misleading, privilege, oppression, slavery, blood-
shed, illusion, white supremacy and so much more. This flag is 
put on a pedestal, is praised and is supposed to represent our 
values however, it does not hold true. To see the flag as ONLY 
something that embodies the land of the free and ignore the 
hurt behind it, is to be in a place of privilege, as you may feel 
like these issues do not apply to you. Unfortunately, they apply 
to me, and I cannot not afford to turn a blind eye because I am 
angry as these policies affect me personally. 

      Jada M. Harris 
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The Election

 So, you ask me what it means to be a Muslim woman 

in America. What it means to be a Middle Eastern woman 

in a “time of terror”.  For white America, it means 

fear. It means the cold midnight chills you get after 

you’ve woken up from a bad dream. It’s where you check 

the bed beside you to see if the sleeping body of your 

mother or father remains-- to make sure they’re okay. 

For white America being a Muslim woman is a mysteri-

ous disaster. It’s the unknown that you try to protect 

your kids from. The lies you tell them in hopes that 

the truth with never follow them into the playground, 

where they play so peacefully. For white America, it 

is a sigh of relief, because white America can ignore 

the prejudices wedged against Muslim women and women 

of color in America. 

 What does it mean to be a Middle Eastern woman in 

America? It means to be defined by those around you. For 
single words to speak for vast populations. It means 

to act for yourself and all other women of color. All 

other people of color. All other countries that may 

have citizens of color. All other immigrants who have 

migrated to countries that lack color. 

 It means that your actions are now political. 

You no longer have the luxury of doing things without 

reason. Motivations cannot be “because I felt like 

it”. It must be deeper than that, it must be for “your 

people” or “against the people”. It means that you 

must always be on your guard. To stand tall and tense. 

To forever have a bitch-face because it’s easier that 

way. Because bitches rarely get picked on. It means 

that putting on a bitch-face is not enough. Because in 

white America, even bitches of color aren’t safe. It 

means giving up the basic right of safety.

 What does it mean to be a woman of color in Amer-

ica? It means that you have to explain yourself repeat-

edly. It means that your day consists of question and 

answer sessions about your culture, your skin color, 

or your religion. It means that you are expected to 

answer these questions without a hint of annoyance or 

frustration. To smile at all times when someone asks 

you a stupid question they could have just googled. To 

act like you enjoy ignorance.

 It means that you must now full heartedly embrace 

the burden of educating white America. Using the power 

of your words and what is left of your sacred soul to 

build a better environment for the future children of 

color. Even though this is not in your job description. 

Even though you never wanted to take on the role of a 

teacher. Even though you just want to be recognized as 

a person, before you are recognized as a person with a 

different skin tone or different facial features.

 What does it mean to be a person of color in Amer-

ica? It means living in a country designed for someone 

else. Living in a society shaped to empower someone 

else. It means holding on to sweet words directed to-

wards you that made you feel powerful, that made you 

feel beautiful. It means holding on to bitter words as 

well. Directed towards you from layers of discomfort 

and hate. It means finding yourself in the latter years 
of your life. Loving yourself in the latter years of 

your life. Embracing yourself only when you have grown 

to see beyond the definitions white America has branded 
you with. Only when you have finally been able to define 
yourself. 

 What does it mean to be a person of color in 

Trump’s America? It means just the same things as 

above. Nothing has changed. We do not need a racist 

president to open our eyes to the racist ideals that 

America has bathed in for centuries. Our eyes have al-

ways been open, instead shock is felt by those who have 

chosen to close them. 

 What does it mean to be a Muslim woman in Trump’s 

America? A Middle Eastern woman? An African woman? An 

Asian woman? A Caribbean woman? A Latina woman? A South 

Asian woman? What does it mean to be a woman of color 

in Trump’s America?

 What it has always meant. Strength. Beauty. Determi-

nation. Passion. And Attitude. 

- Almila Arda
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MIRRORED
BY BRITA TURNER
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RECIPE
ESTOFADO DE CHAMPIÑONES (MUSHROOM STEW)

Why do I love this recipe? This is a Peruvian recipe because half of 
my family is Peruvin, I had estofado growing up, but usually with 

beef. I recently switched to being a vegetarian, and this is still a 
very tasty recipe. There is also usually only two spoonfuls of tomato 
paste used, but the extra tomato flavor (full 6 oz can) mixes really 

well with mushrooms and bay leaf. This is also a good recipe even if 
you aren’t a big fan of mushrooms, because it’s all mixed up and you 

don’t notice the mushrooms quite as much, but all the flavors are 
preserved.

INGREDIENTS

• Olive oil
• 1 red onion, chopped
• 2 garlic cloves, finely chopped
• 2 spoonfuls of tomato paste OR 6 oz can tomato paste
• 1 pack mushrooms (about 8-12 oz), sliced (I used a frozen 

mushroom medley bag already chopped up)
• 3 medium sized Yukon potatoes, cubed with the skin on
• ¾ cup sliced carrots
• Salt & pepper, to taste
• 2 ½  cups vegetable stock (plus extra water if needed)
• 1 bay leaf
• ⅓ cup raisins
• 6 oz can of peas
• 2 tomatoes, diced
• 3 tablespoons of Peruvian aji pepper paste, or cayenne 

pepper (start off with 1 or 2 and add more if needed), or a 
jalapeno pepper diced

• Rice

INSTRUCTIONS

1. In a large pot, put oil, garlic, onion, and pepper paste/pepper 
and fry for several minutes until onion is translucent

2. Add tomato paste, potatoes, carrots, and salt and pepper. Cook 
for several more minutes after mixing everything.

3. Add vegetable stock
4. Add peas, raisins, and bay leaf. Add more water if needed to 

just cover all the ingredients in liquid
5. Bring to a boil and lower the heat, simmering until the potatoes 

are soft enough to stick a fork through them.

By Lucia Solorzano

Image courtesy of Perudelights.com
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Pigment Playlist
Curated by Lucia Solorzano

Princess Nokia
Princess Nokia is rapper, singer, 

and songwriter from the Bronx

 and Harlem. She’s afro-latina 

and raps and sings a lot about 

being spiritual, female 

empowerment, and life in NYC. 

She has a versatile sound. Her 

debut album Metallic Butterfly 
was released through vice and her second 1992 is on her sound-

cloud. She also has a podcast entilted Smart Girls Club and focus-

es on female empowerment, especially for women of color.
Suggested:

Young Girls

Tomboy

La Santa Cecilia
If you’re looking for happy upbeat Spanish music, you’ve found 
the right band. They are a Mexican-American band based in Los 
Angeles. They combine many forms of music, including bossa 
nova, mariachi, rock, blues, jazz, and boleros to name a few, to 

make a upbeat smooth sound.

Suggested:

La negra
Ice el hielo
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Kali Uchis
Kali Uchis is a Colombian-American singer/songwriter originally 
from North Virginia. Her music influences come from indie-pop, 
R&B, reggae, and doo-wop. It’s difficult to label her with one 
genre, but she has an upbeat kind of cute sound that reminds me 

of palm trees and bike rides.

Suggested:

Know What I want

Lottery

Cousin Stizz

If you’re from Boston, you must be a 
fan of Cousin Stizz. Born and raised in 

Dorchester, Boston, he dropped his first 
EP Suffolk County in 2015. His second 
album, dropped in 2016, is named after 
his brother who passed away, Monda. 
He raps about real stuff about his life — 

his career, his like, his city. Inspired by 
Gucci Mane, his music is classified as 
Trap music, but his music is something 

you can easily vibe to.
Suggested:

500 Horses
Wanted to Live Nadia Rose

Nadia Rose is a UK-born rapper 

from London. She released her 
debut album Flammable in Janu-

ary of 2017. Her music is the UK 
Grime genre, which draws influ-

ence from Jamaican dancehall, 

hip hop, and UK garage. It’s very 
upbeat and great music to dance 

to.

Suggested:

Swod

Tight up
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