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 I am a black woman.  This I am, this I shall forever be.  It cannot be changed nor do I wish it to 
be.  Some may say it’s an unfortunate thing, a disability to my being, for not only am I a woman but I am 
black; black as ebony, black as coal.  Black, for I was born and raised in Africa; black, for my roots run 
deep.  You may shake your head and say “what a shame” but please I beg of thee, do not so.  For my sex 
and my skin are nothing to be ashamed of, rather I must jump up with joy for such a blessing bestowed 
to me. A blessing I gratefully embrace. 
 One may wonder why I say this with such pride.  What is there to be proud of? All I am is 
black, a black woman at that, a member of a category considered low in a society ruled by men.  Why, 
then, am I so proud?  This I can answer.  Maya Angelou, Coretta Scott King, and Oprah Winfrey.  These 
are the women guilty of turning me into who I am.  These are the women guilty of committing society’s 
highest crime: being proud black women. 
 In her poems, Maya Angelou howled the truth—phenomenal women we are, phenomenal 
women we shall forever be.  We can no longer be caged: society’s ropes and chains, we refuse to ac-
knowledge. She said to the world, “You may cut me with your words, you may shoot me with your 
stares, you may kill me with your hatefulness, but still, like air, I’ll rise.” 
 Coretta Scott King called out and my heart listened as she said, “Unite and form a solid block 
of women power to fight the three great evils of racism, poverty, and war.” She stood for a movement 
when there was much to lose. I am forever indebted to her for her leadership in the Civil Rights Move-
ment.  I am forever indebted to her, for she was a strong black woman.  A woman that broke through 
walls that seemed like mountains and challenged others to pave roads where none had ever walked.  A 
woman that inspires me to believe that dreams have no limits and that I too can pave my own road.
 According to the Center for American Women and Politics, as of October 2007, 12 of 87 wom-
en serving in the 110th U.S. Congress are women of color.   Out of the 1,734 women state legislators 
serving nationwide, 231 are African American.  This was not always so.  Now, I ask you, how can one 
come from a poverty stricken childhood, be defiled by a man at the age of nine, and yet not have a 

     Proud Black Woman: 
         Self-Justification

broken spirit? How can a woman rise above the tribulations and become the richest woman of the 20th 
century? How?  I present to you Oprah Winfrey.  “Do the one thing you can not do, “ she said. “Fail at 
it. Try again. Do better the second time. The only people who never tumble are those who never mount 
the high wire. This is your moment, own it.” 
 As I read through my history 
books, I am forced to memorize hundreds 
of names but few are women and fewer yet, 
black women.  The real heroes are not the 
generals or the politicians, but the women 
that raise our children.  These are the wom-
en who work daily, never giving up the fight 
to improve their economic status.  They, the 
everyday women fighting against the ste-
reotypes laid upon them—ghetto, unintel-
ligent, loud, and collect baby-daddies like 
food stamps. Is that really what every black 
woman is? 
 These three women black women 
are strong, confident, and resilient. Though 
they were faced with many obstacles, they 
could not be shaken. They rose above the 
“can’t,”  “impossible,” and “no it ain’t so” re-
marks, defied culture, and screamed “to hell 
with traditions, it is time for a change.” They 
wear their skin proudly though men think “slave.”  Slave because they were black. Slave because they 
were women. Yet, echoes of negativity and self-pity could not penetrate their minds. For as Ralph Elli-
son said, “I am not ashamed of my grandparents for having been slaves.  I am only ashamed of myself for 
having at one time being ashamed.”  This is my attitude.  I am proud to follow in their footsteps, proud to 
be considered one of these women.  Shame I refuse to accept. Indifference I know not.  All that engulfs 
my soul and raises my spirit is pride.  Pride, for I come from a race that knows what it is to struggle; to 
be in bondage for what seems like eternity, to feel as if this is the end and yet still struggle some more.  
Pride, I have, for my roots are far deeper than the Mariana trench and even higher than the peak of Mt. 
Everest. Pride, for I have history forged within my soul. 
 I come from greatness, greatness only a few have the privilege of claiming. Yes, I am a black 
woman. This is not only something I have come to accept, but something I have come to embrace. How-
ever, I am not just any black woman; you all are not just women.  We are strong, proud women, and we 
shall and show the world, that yes, this is who we are.  

Aderinola Adejare ‘13
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 As black men, we are constantly inundated with images asserting our collective hypermasculinity: 
music videos narrating the homosocial (or homoerotic?) intimacies of shirtless emcees, juggernaut athletes 
of the NBA and NFL, and film and television heroes adorned with firearms and nihilistic sensibilities. In my 
early adolescent years, such images were a source of comfort, a reminder of why my black(male)ness was a 
quality to be celebrated. Through the fantastical narratives of black male divinity offered by the Nation of 
Gods and Earths, the scholar-activism of “race men” W.E.B. Du Bois, Malcolm X, and Dr. Martin Luther 
King, Jr., and the camaraderie of my high school basketball team, I amassed a brand of black masculinity in 
accordance with popular depictions of black manhood.
 While it would be irresponsible to deny the formative impact that said figures, movements, and 
experiences had in imparting a positive self-conception of my otherwise marginalized identity, I have since 
reckoned with the parallel identities that are effectively silenced in the process. Particularly, black women, 
queer, and disabled communities are conspicuously absent from the historical and popular narratives of the 
African Diaspora, deemed unable to literally and figuratively measure up to mainstream standards of black 
masculine virility.
 Feminism, as both a term and philosophy, exists in direct opposition to monolithic depictions of 
black male identity. Initially, for many black men, including myself, this is disconcerting. Conventional mas-
culine qualities such as assertiveness and callousness often serve as the first line of defense against the spec-
ter of white privilege. Any display of weakness is interpreted as a deathblow to our already fragile status as 
racially oppressed individuals. 
 On the surface, feminism challenges the authenticity of our masculine exterior. However, being 
a black male feminist does not demand a wholesale renunciation of familiar tropes of black masculinity. 
Instead, as Duke professor Mark Anthony Neal notes, we must explore and celebrate the diversity of black 
male expression, and the “myriad identities [that] exist in the same black male bodies: in my case the thug-
nigga-intellectual, the homeboy-feminist, the recovering homophobe.” Thus, what Neal suggests is that we 
inject a healthy dose of vulnerability into our everyday social performance: developing platonic relationships 
with women alongside our romantic pursuits, and healthy critiques of the lyrics we consume at parties and 
on our iPods.
 Often, the greatest obstacle to successful black male feminists is fear. Fear of emasculation, fear of 
vulnerability, and fear of something different. On the contrary, the road(s) to black male feminism are vast 
and varied. You can start by borrowing a book from the library, taking a Women’s Studies course, or simply 
striking up discussion and “letting a sista speak.” Take the initiative and start the conversation.
      
Suggested readings: 
Patricia Hill Collins – Black Feminist Thought
Audre Lorde – Sister Outsider
Joan Morgan – When Chickenheads Come Home to Roost
Mark Anthony Neal – New Black Man
Aaronette M. White – Ain’t I a Feminist?: African American Men Speak Out on Fatherhood, Friendship, Forgiveness, and Freedom

Suggested films:
Byron Hurt – Hip Hop: Beyond Beats and Rhymes 

Ryan Jobson ‘11

     Can we let a sista speak?: The makings of a black male ally

 Born in Montgomery, Alabama in 1967, Artur 
Davis is one of few black members of the House of Rep-
resentatives and the only black Representative from Ala-
bama.  Davis represents the 7th district, which includes 
all of the area called “the Black Belt” (due to its fertile 
soil and agriculture community) as well as parts of Tus-
caloosa and Birmingham.  During his first congressional 
race in 2000, he faced a firestorm of criticism from the 
incumbent Democrat congressman Earl Hillard and his 
supporters for not being “black enough”.  They claimed 
that Harvard educated Davis would be unable to relate 
with the vast majority of constituents, who were rural, 
poor blacks.  Hillard attempted to paint Davis as an out 
of touch elitist who did not know enough about the district (despite having grown up in the area) and would 
not serve their interests.  Although Davis lost the election by a landslide (Hillard won 58% percent of the vote 
to Davis’ 34%), this did not deter him from running again.  After the 2000 census was conducted, the 7th dis-
trict was restructured. In addition to the large rural, black community, it included sizable white suburban and 
exurban communities in Tuscaloosa and Birmingham.  In 2002, Davis ran for the seat again and, as a result of 
this redistricting and his stronger ties in the black community, he won both the Democratic primary and the 
general election. In the general election, he won a jaw dropping 92% of the vote against an unknown Libertar-
ian challenger and without a Republican challenger.
 Davis has won every election by at least 75% of the vote and enjoys enormous popularity not only in 
his district but also throughout the state and is one of the most influential congressmen in the country.  He 
currently serves on the House Ways and Means Committee, the Judiciary Committee, and is also a member 
of the Congressional Black Caucus.  Unlike many other black congressmen, Davis is more moderate on eco-
nomic, foreign and social affairs.  He was the only Congressional Black Caucus member to vote against the 
House’s version of health care reform; additionally, he voted for the Stupak Amendment, which would have 
banned abortion subsidies from the Federal Government.  On February 6, 2010, he announced his intention 
to run for governor of Alabama.  He has the support of the state’s Democratic Party and, in all likelihood, will 
win the nomination.  If he is elected, he will be the first black governor in that state’s history and the first black 
governor elected in the Deep South.

Jacqueline Ward ‘11

A Centrist Approach
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  Recently, I had the privilege of seeing The Eclectic So-
ciety at the Walnut Street Theater. I use the word privilege be-
cause this play provides a wonderful depiction of collegiate life. 
The Eclectic Society celebrates the essence of youth, the spirit of 
mischievous young men, and the pressure they face in the midst 
of preserving traditions at their fraternity, The Eclectic Society, 
during the most tumultuous periods in modern American his-
tory—the 1960s.
  I entered the theater with pre-conceived notions that 
the play would fail to address race. I held this belief because the 
poster used to advertise the play seemed to pay homage to the 
good old boys’ clubs of the earlier half of the 20th century and 
previous periods, where people of color and women were not 
permitted. I also believed that the play’s setting at a majority-
white New England University would not prove conducive to the 
discussion of race. Immediately, I was proven wrong.  Race was 
one of the core elements of the play.  
  Race integrated itself well into the play with the pres-
ence of the Society’s second black member, Darrell Freeman. 
His background as a crude, inarticulate, and possibly delinquent 

man from the ghetto of Cleveland, tests the Eclectics’ adherence to its founding principle of societal improve-
ment and social change. He differs from the Society’s other black member, Floyd Wiggins, who adheres more 
closely to the Eclectics’ arbitrary definition of a refined gentleman due to his incredible sports ability. The 
members are initially reluctant to admit Darrell to the Society due to his background, but they eventually al-
low him to become one of their pledges. Without revealing too much of the plot, Darrell dares the Eclectics to 
begin the journey towards accepting the changes that accompany the turbulent 1960s. 
 The play also addresses issues of gender, which, similar to race, had simmered in previous decades 
and came to a boiling point in the 1960s. This issue embodies itself in Tina Merriwether, the girlfriend of The 
Eclectic Society’s President, Tom Rockwell. She spends all of her weekends away from the all-female Smith 
College, with the members of the Eclectic Society, and her boyfriend. This routine soon proves unsatisfying 
for Tina.  Like many women of the 1960s, Tina begins to question her life’s meaning. In the early years of the 
1960s, many women were awakening to the fact that they were unhappy living lives that appeased society by 
marrying at a young age, having children, and living as housewives doting on their husbands’ every whim. 
Tina has a similar awakening. She feels that she is just going through the motions of life, biding her time until 
she can call herself Mrs. Tom Rockwell. After reading the novel that commenced the Second-Wave Feminist 
Movement, The Feminine Mystique, Tina questions her life as a future trophy wife and unfulfilled human be-
ing. Tina, like Darrell, challenges the Eclectics desire for tradition and order.  
 The Eclectic Society is an impressive play that encapsulates the struggle between tradition and change, 
youth and whimsy, and balances these themes with issues of race and gender. It appears that America’s oldest 
theater has produced another American classic. The Eclectic Society ran from January 19-March 7, 2010.    

Nichole Nelson ‘11

How Eclectic is The Eclectic Society?

 As I stepped into the entrance of City Hall for the first 
time, I could barely contain my excitement.  With my ID card 
in hand, I was escorted up the grand marble staircase and into 
the Office of the Mayor, where the executive branch of Phila-
delphia’s city government is located.  As I settled into my office 
and acclimated myself to my new surroundings, I promptly 
learned that City Hall was a busy place, and that as an intern 
there, I would encounter many interesting challenges and op-
portunities. 
 During the summer of 2009, I interned in the Mayor’s 
Office of Policy, Planning, and Research.  At first I was a bit 
worried that, as a lowly intern, my tasks would be menial in 
nature and insignificant; I was not excited to answer phones 
and make Xerox copies all day.  However, my supervisor, Jen-
nie Sparandara, made sure to completely immerse me in the culture of City Hall.  She specializes in anti-
poverty and workforce development—two areas in which I have a vast interest.  I attended many meetings, 
gaining an insider’s perspective on how city government works while sitting at the same table as many of the 
City Hall bigwigs. When discussing how to deal with a looming strike, I met the Chief of Staff.  In meetings 
concerning media relations and public announcements, I sat with the Press Secretary; to determine where to 
allocate funds from Barack Obama’s stimulus bill, I attended meetings with the Finance Director; and finally, 
regarding policy and economic development, I attended meetings with my own supervisor.
 In addition to learning firsthand the problems that the government of a large city faces during a 
global economic recession, I was given the opportunity to work on projects myself.  The most meaningful 
project was my research for and creation of a database intended to inform Philadelphia residents about the 
various social programs available to them. A large percentage of the poorest Philadelphians do not have access 
to many of these programs simply because they are not informed. These programs range from non-profits of-
fering assistance with feeding the families of laid off workers, to government initiatives to provide property tax 
relief.  For example, people could save hundreds of dollars on their heating bills every winter if only they knew 
about the Philadelphia Weatherization Assistance Program—an effort that provides insulation to homes that 
need it most.  After I researched this program as well as many other programs and nonprofit organizations, I 
compiled them into a report that will be used to update the City of Philadelphia’s website.  Now, anyone with 
access to an internet connection can quickly and easily browse the programs to see the ones for which they 
qualify.
 Being able to work in City Hall this past summer has solidified my passion towards a career in public 
service.  It was great to be fully immersed in a culture where everyone was so committed to doing what is best 
for the people and the community.  I strongly believe that such people will be the impetus for change that our 
city, and our country, desperately yearn for.

Steven Vaughn-Lewis ‘12

Making a Change in 
the Community
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 Anything west of Forty-Second Street, to a typical Penn student, is considered “dangerous, poor, 
and unsafe,” quoting only a small handful of the ridiculous assumptions I’ve heard about life west of campus.  
However, I came to Penn to do so much more than stay trapped between 32nd street and 40th street.   So 52nd 
street? A more than perfect place for me to explore. 
 Senior Janday Wilson, and I, both of Liberian descent, took a trip down to 52nd street with the an-
ticipation of putting our mouths on some sweet Liberian food that Sunday night. However, we made one very, 
very small yet crucial mistake that kept us from finding the restaurant.  Instead of going south on 52nd street, 
we went north, walking all the way up to Fairmount Park without finding the restaurant.  So, while walking 
back, Janday and I, almost at the train station, stumbled upon the Jamaican Jerk Hut somewhere near Arch 
Street. 
 We dragged our feet into the small, dingy restaurant with our stomachs about to implode from hun-
ger.  Exhausted and aching, we immediately ran to the counter with our eyes on nothing but the menu, with 
our thoughts centered on all of the possible dishes that could please our appetites that night. 
 We both ordered the Jerk Chicken Platter, which consisted of several mouth-watering pieces of jerk 
chicken, spicy rice-and-peas, and side orders of baked macaroni and cheese, sweet candied yams, and boiled 
cabbage. And of course, there were beef patties and ginger beer to top it all off. To this day, I still can’t believe 
how ambrosial the meal was. It is almost as if it were specifically cooked that night to please each of my taste 
buds; not to mention how the $12 large platter provided enough food to last me for the next two days. And, 
I must say, not only was the food better than any of the food I’ve eaten in “the Penn Bubble,” it was almost as 
good as my mother’s delectable Liberian cooking. 
 So, in conclusion, 52nd Street is not dangerous, and the food at the Jamaican Jerk Hut might be some 
of the best food you will eat in Philadelphia. (Remember, Cameron gives it five stars!)
 The Jamaican Jerk Hut is located at 12 N. 52nd Street Philadelphia, PA.

Cameron Browne ‘13

Fifty-Second Street: A Review of the Jamaican Jerk Hut

Albert M. Greenfield Intercultural Center

proudly supports

Little Black Book

The Albert M. Greenfield Intercultural Center was established in 
1984 and welcomes all students interested in fostering intercul-

tural understanding
on campus

Programming includes:
-United Minorities Council

-Alliance and Understanding (a spring break trip to the South to 
learn

about Civil Rights)
-PACE/TPACE (classes about cultural awareness)

-The Franklin Community (a service learning residential program)
-Race Dialog Project

3708 Chestnut Street
Philadelphia, PA 19104

Phone: 215-898-3357 Fax: 215-573-2597
Email: gic@dolphin.upenn.edu

www.vpul.upenn.edu/gic
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Artist Spotlight: 
Steven Allen ’12, 

Founder/President of Castleprillen Productions

LBB talks to College sophomore Steven Allen about his reality show, “Spruce Street” and sources 
of inspiration.  

By: Edernst Noncent ‘12

LBB: How long have you been interested in writing, film, and production?  When did you start?

SA: I started acting when I was 5 years old. I’ve been doing a play every year since then,
some in school, but mostly out of school.  I also started doing short films and community theater. 

LBB: Most people are pretty familiar with your latest venture, a college-themed internet reality show titled, 
“Spruce Street.” Tell me a bit about how Spruce Street came to be.

SA: Well, “Spruce Street”.  It’s a kind of a joke about the whole format of a reality show about two college 
girls in their sophomore year. And they have to live together, so they’re having issues with space and time. 
Each week they come across a situation. One time, they were arguing about cooking, another time about the 
bathroom…just different issues that most college students face.  I knew of two actors that I thought would be 
good for the parts, and I had them rehearse and they did really well.

LBB: Are the characters based on people you know?  Do you try to make the themes universal, so that any-
one can relate?  

SA: Well, the funny thing is that for the first two scripts I wrote, the characters were written with the actors in 
mind. But actually, I wanted them to be different...and they are. Samantha [Osborne] is really not like Cindy. 
Cindy is a very wild person. And Deanna’s character, Mae, is extremely calm and extremely sarcastic; Deanna 
[Supplee] is not like that. So they’re not based on anyone I know; they’re just two different extremes of how 
college students can act.  I want the topics to be ones people can relate to. I wrote some of the episodes, but 
there is a team of writers: Courtney Paul, Janay Sylvester, and Glenn Williams. So it was up to them to come 
up with the subject matter. But it’s about everyday college activity…

LBB: What inspires you?  

SA: I suppose my inspiration comes from wanting to accomplish my goal. So I always try; that’s my main 
thing. I want to accomplish what I want to get done, so the inspiration comes from a strong want, a strong 
urge to reach my goals.

LBB: Would you like to pursue these interests as a career?  

SA: Well, I would like to continue Spruce Street. Actually, another show…I think two shows… are going to 
be added to the company. I would like to continue; I feel like it’s a really fun project that I think everyone 
enjoys. I would like to see that grow here, and I would like to continue it after I leave.  As a career, I’m, of 
course, still searching, as everyone is. I’m really into being a singer-songwriter and also being a director/CEO 
of the company.

LBB: Lastly, do you have any advice for anyone looking to get more involved in music or film?

SA: I think that if anyone wants to get involved in music, they need to be serious about it. It has to be some-
thing you know they want to do, because it’s not easy.  If you want to start your own company, it takes a lot 
of time and planning. You have to be organized. To be an actor, you have to be committed and dedicated, so 
that you can be a good actor and portray the characters well.  Anything you do, you have to be serious about 
it if you want it to go well. That would be my advice. 12



I wasn’t used to the prickly feeling of bare sunshine on the back of my neck.  It was almost 
too warm and welcoming, too much like an embrace.

He said, “You cut your hair.” 

I replied, “I did.”  Nonchalant, sultry.  Then, out of habit, I reached to toy flirtatiously with 
my hair.  What hair?  Recovering, I pressed my fingertips against the downy fuzz behind 
my ear.  It felt like cat fur.

He grinned, catching the gesture.  But he didn’t comment.  Instead he asked, “Why’d you 
do it?”  He didn’t ask unkindly but in his gentle way, he too was accusing me of some-
thing…

The muscles in my face tensed.  I said, “I wanted a change.”  He raised his eyebrows; I 
crossed my arms.  This was my secret weakness: I wanted his approval. 

He smiled with his mouth closed, like he knew what I was thinking.  

Flushed, I blurted, “It’s fine if you hate it!  Everyone here does!”  

I liked it; so did some people back home.  But here, in the Dominican Republic, things 
were different.  When my female friend saw my haircut, she touched her permed hair and 
told me that if she had my straight, silky hair, she wouldn’t cut it.  She said that short hair 
was unfeminine. 

My hair is not particularly straight or silky, but on this island they don’t speak ill of the 
dead.  I’m not particularly boyish either, but on this island they apparently do speak ill of 
women who dare cut their hair.  I frowned, thinking.

He watched my expression and crinkled his face, so that his dimples showed. “Calm 

down.”  He touched the top of my head, tugging playfully on longer bits of hair.  “You look good! But you 
shouldn’t have cut it.  You have good hair.”  I disliked what he said, but his fingers on my scalp mollified me.

Then he whispered, “I want you.”

Later, he said, “I want you… to grow your hair out.”

I wanted to point out that he himself had long hair.  But men aren’t defined by hair the same way women are.   
A woman’s hair is her crown and glory.   Sometimes it’s a heavy crown.

I remembered blow-drying my long hair stick-straight, flat ironing it, curling it…

Short, it’s easy and neat.  Liberating.  They ask, why cut it?  I ask, why not?

It isn’t that short hair is better.  It’s that hair is hair; it grows back.  Hair is dead and I’ve been living with myself 
for 19 years.  I could be my own glory.

I was staring into his honey-colored eyes and looking at my distorted reflection in his irises.  I didn’t need his 
or anyone’s approval.

“It doesn’t matter,” I told him.

He laughed.  It was a nice laugh that always reminded me of the flutter of a free bird’s wings.  He closed his 
eyes briefly and murmured, “What a woman.” 

Then he looked at me, I mean really looked at me and he said, “You’re right.”

Agatha Taveras ‘12

       Crown and Glory
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LBB: Overall, how are you, and how do you like Penn?

MW: Penn has been an interesting experience. I feel that being at this school has caused me to lose out on 
some of the typical college experiences, such as attending big sporting events and having a sense of school 
sprit, however I know that the opportunities that I’ll have after graduation will truly shape how I view my time 
at Penn. Overall, I think my Penn experience has been okay, and I’m constantly trying to figure out to improve 
my experience.

LBB: Which fraternity are you a part of (full name and nickname, if applicable)?

MW: Phi Kappa Sigma (Skulls).

LBB: Do you feel that you, in any way, are treated differently by the members of your fraternity because 
you are black? 

MW: No, I don’t feel that I’m treated any differently in the fraternity because I’m black. Our fraternity is rela-
tively diverse as it its, and we simply look at each member as an individual, instead of each individual’s race. 

LBB: What drove you to accept the bid from this fraternity? Or, what made you like the members of this 
fraternity so much that you accepted the bid offered to you? 

MW: While rushing, I met a lot of members of the fraternity who I found enjoyable to be around. However, 
I realized that liking the brothers was not the best way to make a choice to accept a bid. Therefore, I began to 
look at the incoming classes that might potentially join a specific fraternity, and I felt that I fit in the best with 
the freshmen who were rushing Phi Kappa Sigma.

LBB: How did your parents and family feel about you joining a predominately white fraternity? How did 
your friends feel/react to it? 

MW: My parents actually did not care at all. I’ve attended predominately white schools since kindergarten, so 
pledging a predominately white fraternity was no surprise to my parents. In regards to my friends, different 
groups had different reactions. Some of my friends from my job back home couldn’t understand how I could 
join a white fraternity. However I disproved a lot of their preconceived notions. Friends from my high school 
were just happy to see another person joined a fraternity. Out of my ten or so very close friends, seven of us 
ended up joining a predominantly white fraternity. 

LBB: Do any of your family or friends feel that you are any “less black” because you chose to join a pre-
dominantly white fraternity?

MW: I feel people around Penn’s campus look at me a “less black”, but that does not bother me one bit. I’ve 
always had people call me less black since kindergarten, so it doesn’t bother me at all. My only question is, how 
does participating in different social groups and scenes make someone less black?

LBB: Last question. What is the best thing about being a part of your fraternity? 

MW: Being able to have an extensive network, and support system through the whole University, as well as the 
intertwining of different social groups into one body on campus. 

Cameron Browne ‘13

Interview with Marcus Weaver
Year: 2012 
Major: Chinese Major, Economics Minor
College of Arts and Sciences
Hometown: Houston, TX
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LBB: In addition to your involvement as a copy editor for LBB, tell me more about your ex-
tracurricular involvements.

JW: I was a tutor for an SAT prep program.  SAT Prep is for two hours per session, which can 
be kind of intense if you’re not used to teaching.  You can see more tangible results because you 
see how they’re improving.  It’s great that these kids have the opportunity because they might be 
lacking in education. I was also one of the co-directors of the University Honor Council, which 
is a disciplinary honor council.  The reason that I joined was because I was on a council in high 
school, and it was exciting for me to be on this council.  It was a daylong conference where high 
school kids would get the chance to hear issues pertinent to academics and how they should con-
duct themselves.  It’s really fun to be on the other side of going to high school and giving back as 
a college student. I also started interning at 215 magazine.  

LBB: Tell me about your internship at 215 magazine.  

JW: I e-mailed the editor [of 215 magazine] after seeing it in Marbar, and they hired me when 
I was a junior. I started off writing fiction pieces stories about dating and relationships.  I was 
also the resident bookworm, so the editor let me write to publishers and send them requests for 
books. One of the best opportunities that I have had was to work with the Philadelphia Tourism 
and Market Board.  The Philadelphia 360 campaign specifically targets African-American tour-
ists.  I got a chance to do two of the interviews with them. 

LBB: What are you favorite things to do in Philadelphia?  

JW: I love to see concerts.  I really enjoy the concerts at World Café Live.  I have had the chance 
to experience all music in general.  Concerts can be expensive, but I like attending them. There 
are also free parties like Superdope [at the Raven Lounge every Tuesday night] and Silk City, 
which is a bar/lounge.  Something else that I need to do more of is thrift shopping.  There’s a 
shop on South Street called Second Mile.  That’s something that more people should take ad-
vantage of.  

LBB: What’s something that most people don’t know about you? 

JW: I don’t know if I appear to be musically inclined, but I used to play three instruments.  I 
used to play the piano, violin, and the clarinet.  I was in the classical ensemble in high school. I 
just love music in general.  Even though I don’t play instruments any more, I still love music in 
general.  

LBB: Who would play you in a movie about your life?

JW: I would love to have Kerry Washington or the lead actress from American Violet [Nicole 
Beharie] play me.  She’s very balanced and focused.  She lives her life very observantly.  And I try 
to live my life like that.  I try to be very cautious and observant.  
 
LBB: It’s Friday night.  Would you prefer to go out with your friends or stay in and have din-
ner with them? 

JW: I would prefer to stay in and connect with the people who are around me.  I would also read 
my favorite blog, listen to music, or watch a movie.  

LBB: Where do you hope to be in ten years? 

JW: I would love to have a firm grasp of emerging media and technology, and hopefully be the 
manager of a website. Some of my other career options include programming at a network, so 
I can influence what’s put on the air or being the editor at a publishing company.  I want to do 
something that has to do with a niche audience. 

LBB sits down to talk with former LBB copy editor and College 
Senior Janday Wilson about her life and interests.

By: Nichole Nelson ‘11

Beauty of 
the Month

Janday 
Wilson ‘10
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haiti is crying. 

last week, I decided against capitalizing my letters. when popes die, we lower flags. during geno-
cide, I lower my letters, except for “I.” we all have them, so I keep them reverend. 

a poet has no choice but the scream and shout at a time like this. I look at haiti, and then I look at 
myself. we’re no different. the skin and bones covering out hearts is the same, and my hands are 
just as rough as theirs. so I reflect, while simultaneously attempting to mold a poem into pocket-
sized paragraphs that are flat enough that people with hands even as rough as mine can feel it. 

I. [UNITY] 

I used to think that haiti looked like brooklyn. or even midtown, where aunty vania lived. she was 
the first haitien I met, and to this day, one of the few I know. she still holds hands and says grace 
with my family, so we treat her like our cousin. my aunts still treat her like a sister. her hands, too, 
are rough like ours. 

when aunt lady took sick, aunty vania found miss adeline to take of her and watch over her. her 
rice and beans tasted almost like jollof rice and her plantains were almost as soft as ours. the fish 
had the right amount of pepper in it, so I see why we holds hands with aunty vania. it was more 
than her hands. haitien tongues and bones were the same as ours. their hair, just like liberian hair. 
but I don’t think their trees are tall and fruitful like ours. or if they even have fruit on their trees. 
or if they have trees. 

trees don’t grow in brooklyn. 

II. [CREATES] 

sakk passé. 

the two words fell off my tongue better than anything in a french textbook. or at least it did at 

réflexion poétique sur haïti 
(poetic reflection on haiti). 

time. I got older, and now I like the way “andouille” sounds, but I still spend time each day looking for a 
translation for sakk passé. 

aunty vania told me kreyol was like paella, nothing more than fish, spain, la seine, and drums. it was fluid 
and rhythmic, spoken in a 6/8 meter but switched over to 2/4 when tears were shed. its dance was like a 
set of triplets and the space between each one was like a revival. sakk passé was more than untranslatable. 
it was like a pattern. it was something that a griot with hands even rougher than mine could beat into a 
djembe and all of brooklyn would dance, but still not as hard as port-au-prince. sakk passé came from a 
dialect that had hair even longer than la loire that could sing a song up until the sun rose the next morning. 

and never go flat. 
 

III. [STRENGTH] 

I was three. I still don’t know how old aunty vania is, but to any toddler, every adult looks like a giant. we’ll 
say she’s a hundred. 

for some reason, the ice is thicker in new york, but even thicker in brooklyn, thick like my hands. I still 
remember the night I slipped on it though; the outline of my face is still in the sidewalk. I see it every time I 
go back, and I can’t help but to think of aunty vania when I do. that night, she picked me up off the ground 
and cared for me like I was her own, pouring peroxide into my wounds and kissing them to make me feel 
better. she even cooked for me; her rice was even sweeter than miss adeline’s, and she even threw a hint of 
brooklyn in between the rice grains. she showed me how her hands were just as coarse as mine, and let me 
hold them to prove it. 

she showed me how a subway map looked like the inside of a haitien woman with her heart painted at 42nd 
street. she showed me how hispaniola was a river dancer, and haiti was her left hip. 

before I went to sleep that night, she told me story about her home. she told me that haiti was more than a 
broken appendage. it was a land of kings and queens who looked just like I did and had voices bigger than 
the sea. they bend down in the river and stand over hot stoves and dance when they heard the drum. they 
spoke a language more healing than morphine. 

but most importantly, they had hands just as rough as mine. 

so she tucked me into my sheets and kissed me good night, leaving me in the company of the moon and 
stars, to dream only about haiti and keep her people in my thoughts and motives. 

forever. 

Cameron Brown ’13 
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I heard your voice
a whisper in a cold October morning breeze
it blew from a place unknown
floating in harmony with nature’s motherly grip
i smelled the honey of your words and 
craved its nourishment
so I followed the scent
and witnessed the clouds melting from the heavens

I heard your voice 
in my melancholious state of being
it penetrated the mist of my mind
and cranked open the steel doors of my safe abode
blew away the earthly dust
and stomped the spiders of the past
and like rose petals of love me’s and loves me not’s
it landed
delicately on my cracked red-stained concrete 

You called me 
and I strained to listen
in my dream
you whispered in my ear
“Get up, Get up, Get up my child, for your day has come”

Aderinola “Derin” Adejare ‘13

We should’ve been orchids
Sitting serenely on a canvas

Of a picture I painted
A work of art

Together
Daring the critics

To question our authority
Only the authorities could cause us to cease

Fire, is an authority
But we keep dancing
In this burning room

Like our shit don’t stank
And we are everlasting.

We never learned that fire leaves scars
So I’ll paint you a picture

Of red giants and super novas
They understand

That life is everlasting
And Love is true beauty

And to love a true beauty
Takes enough courage

To dance until the flames burn out
Or until the next white dwarf explodes

Love burns slow so that we can take our time

Briana Henry ‘13

Mind In-TuneSlow Burn
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If you cried tears as letters 
They would surely spell your sorrows in creeks
Alphabetize them in language 
Still foreign to that Serengeti skin 
Carving feminine spirits in snowflake patterns

Letting them all fall free feather into
A savannah stomach’s heat 
Rather than slide slow and viscous as liberation
On the deaf end of tattered tribal tongues 

From syrup to speech that makes servitude and self-degradation 
Sound sweet to ears that have never heard sugar 
Crystallize like asterisk stars between arrangement breaks 
Of a soloist nightingale’s ode to Mother Nature’s hair 
Dancing thin purple clouds in sky

But those ears melded to your tree bark profile are not cocoons
They’re sealed coffins made of earth-toned dyes 
Muting joyous cloudbursts under the steady 
River dancing of groundwater

Your existence
Something resembling a West African peasant’s burial 
Unaccompanied by the internment of golden talking drums 
Which may be a blessing, because
You shouldn’t feel
All the things
That they say about you
The painted pawn

Back floating in the blue shag of my little sister’s bedroom carpeting
Naked as the truth clinging to the back of sunshine 
With the shackle-strong clutch of infant hands 
Or bare as the branches of a Mountain Maple planted 
In the frigid tundra of February’s sleeping heartbeat

Your limbs, framed internally with elastic twigs 
Curving weakly as an addict’s will power 
According to whims of ageless goddesses
Short on stature but brimming the gleam of a distant galaxy 
In the center of their eyes

Trying to put light-years 
Between their reflections and your image 
Because they can feel the weakness of your womanhood 
Beneath that smooth finish for you 
Don’t have wrinkles and scars 
Like their mothers

Just a false prophet smile stretched cross Atlantic 
From one cheek to another
Lipstick that shines like a whip 
Got stuck in a field hand’s back far too long
And eyes dark as caverns that seem devoid of the ideas of 
Sunrise and spring

String some words together for me like chains 
And explain why your locks are suppressed 
Straight

Your lack of curls screams at me like dying culture
Even if your mouth is silenced 
Past late-night field mice feet

Black Barbie
Do you ever refrain 
The beauty of your mangled muse? 

I worry for your sake like only wonder 
Can make a man’s heart do

Curious if you feel the music of her history 
Rattling the links adjoining arms to shoulders

Contemplating if the air sweeps under the arches of your feet 
As if you were flying through the songs she sang 
To an admiring Sunday sun

Imagining if you had a heart made of dust that climbs 
Higher into happiness as she stomps 
Her blood-born bongo into the face of insignificance 

Black Barbie
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Until it has the bruises of her meaning

Hoping that you know she carried the equator around her hips 
And dangled the planets from her pierced earlobes
All completely normal and divine until someone 
Snatched her with fingers made of gravity 
And auctioned off the fertility of her womb 
Piece by piece 

Until you appreciate her beauty 
I believe you be an ideal no little black girls should reach for

You will be just a mahogany scrap 
That some profiteer whittled a little too far downtrodden

A voluntary slave impersonating the essence of a free woman

Understand that I am a realist 
Who isn’t interested in brokering caricatures 
But desires actualization in the accentuation of her features
Since so many girls will experiment on themselves 
Like they do your body during play dates
Failing to comprehend why it seems 
Their womanly curves come standardized
In contrast to observation 

Why their hair strands 
Weave and yours 
Don’t 

I hurt because buying your slave ship box won’t give you freedom
Just perpetuate the system
And I can’t give you to a daughter one day 

Instruct her to play with the murderer of self-esteem 
Who wears a strained smile and comes in a color 
That divides blood sisters

And I don’t want my baby girl 
To be as dead inside 
As a doll

Cortney Charleston ‘12
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