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being yourself     
“Hard to Breathe”

by Jorge “George” Villavicencio
Cuenca, Ecuador

The world demands you to be “perfect.” I mean, you 
are, here, to become a talented, nice, efficient and 
fashion professional, that’s why you spend your whole 
youth going to institutes where they treat you as a clay 
dough with which they shape a “perfect model” to be 
followed. To top it off, your parents agree to create 
those “divine models” and contribute by giving materi-
als, by giving you. 

In spite that many people look for individuality, the 
majority wants only one type of person, that of plas-
tic; that “person” that always must have to be kind, 
efficient, competitive and “intelligent,” but that type 
of person always ends up feeling like if he/she were in 
a deep, dark, narrow and cold hole where is hard to 
breathe. Since you feel trapped in that hole, the only 
way out to breathe, at least very little of the air you 
really want to, is to become that Barbie model that is 
required by the society, and after becoming a Barbie or 
a Ken with a “stable” position, you can do and become 
what you have always really desired to, a person that 
flies anywhere with his/her own wings without fol-
lowing someone else’s pattern. In other words, after 
very long, you have a chance to live as you have always 
wanted to for a little while and break those patterns.

Breaking those “perfect patterns” doesn’t mean that 
you don’t have to respect people; respect is the most 
important thing, that’s why I’m writing this article to 
ask people to respect the others’ decisions and not to 
destroy people’s personalities. Don’t cut off our wings. 

You know, I’m about to feel, fly and breathe at least a 
little bit of the air I have always desired. Why? Because 
I’m about to finish my career and let behind all those 
demands my family, and in general people, want me to 
have and fulfill.  With a little bit I mean that I can still 
taste , in a way, my freedom, my perspectives, my own 
demands on me, my desires and my dreams because  
people already cut off part of my wings and set fears 
and barriers inside me. I am afraid of living as I wish 
once because I feel that if I don’t have a profession or 
a good work, I’m not going to become “someone.” For 
me, it’s already hard to breathe, but I don’t want this to 
happen to you, too. Please, whoever is reading this try 
to be yourself, or if you already feel like having trouble 
to breathe, don’t let others feel the same.

Now, you know of someone that feels breathing hard, 
and you also know of someone that believes in you and 
thinks that you fit well in the world just the way you 
are and want to be.  You are already someone, so trust 
yourself, trust your dreams, keep fighting to show who 
you really are and don’t give up. We don’t want to be 
perfect and arrogant “persons.” Be yourself.

Something that makes 
me special is I’m 

proud of myself. I’m 
too nice; I speak differ-
ent languages; proud 

of my religion.
-Riradh Aljanabi

Riverdale, Maryland
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RESPONSE to “I am an 
answer who wants to break 
the questions”

“I was a boy after all”
by Luis Enrique Romero Tapia

Cuenca, Ecuador

In the middle of the night, a siren 
woke me up. I was scared. I asked 
myself, airplanes? Tanks? Soldiers? 
No, it was just firefighters. I went to 
sleep again trying not to think about 
this problem because I was a boy after 
all. But, why did I have to worry about 
it? My dreams, all this had to do with 
them. I did not understand anything 
about wars, but my dreams showed 
that I always thought about them. I 
was a boy after all. 

I liked going to school. I loved watch-
ing cartoons in our white and black 
television. I loved playing with my 
cousins in the yard. However, at night, 
everything was different, my dreams 
were different. I was in my school, and some airplanes 
were flying over our city. I ran to find a place where 
I could hide. The sirens began to blare. I was alone 
and scared. But, it was just my mother waking me up. 
Another day, a different one, not at all. Nothing had 
changed yet. 

Everybody knew about it. Yes, soldiers were needed 
from the whole country. Mothers afraid, young people 
worried, children just looking and listening to what 
was happening. I did not live on the border, but every 
day we heard news about it. Yes, our country was in a 
war again, a war with our southern neighbor, amaz-

“I am an answer who 
wants to break the 

questions”
by Anas

Jenin, Palestine

-Fuck you!
-Go out!
-Leave my mother! leave my moth-
er!

My name is Anas. I was born in 
jenin in 1992. I am 19 years old, 
and I am here to look for answers.

I want to start this show telling you 
a short story about me, a story that 
happened five years ago.

One day I supposed to go to school, 
but my sister called my father tell-
ing him that my uncle was at home 
beating my mother. My father 
phoned me and asked me to come 
back, to check was going on. When 
I arrived I saw my uncle hitting his 
sister, my mother. I started to fight 
with him, punching him.  I felt like 
if my body was a volcano, wanting 
to be destroyed in million pieces, 
wanting to kill him with each flame 
of my fire.

Why does my uncle beat my moth-
er? Still not having any answer for 
it. 

It was so difficult to see this image.  
I started to shout, like if I were 
a hunger lion opening his huge 
mouth. I saw my mother, the one 
who created me; the one who gave 
me life, unable to move any part of 
her body. Fighting for her existence. 

But the real problem is not this 
story. The real question is

Why am I standing here on this 
stage?

All my friends from Jenin ask me 
this question, and everybody gives 
me their answers.

Just answers, and answers.

And now I want to tell you the 
second story of this show. When I 
was in the school I used to see the 
teachers talking and telling me: do 
shut up, go, come, write read… and 
we have to obey the orders. The 
same happens at home and on the 
streets.

Everybody wanted to tell me what 
to do.

I suffered so much paint every-
where. Not only at home, also in 
my classroom. For example, when 
some student did something wrong 
the teachers start to beat us, to pun-
ish us with a stick. I felt like if the 
stick was fire burning my skin.

Again I ask myself why my teachers 
hit me?

And again, I still here, in front of 
you: Waiting for an answer

I thought the punishment was the 
answer.

I started to hate my school, and its 
way of education, its way of giving 
me empty solutions. I ask myself 
what to do.

And the stage appears like the per-
fect answer; a place to be myself; a 
place where no one controls me.

Do you know what? And now allow 
me to tell you the question I ask 
myself.

Every night I go to sleep. I put my 
head under my pillow and I ask 
why the people, the members of my 
community, are fighting each other. 
There are two kinds of occupations 
in this country. The one leads by 
the Israeli army, and the one that 
the Palestinians have inside their 
minds. 

Allow me to give you an example 
of what “mind occupation” means. 
If the Palestinians seen a match 
of real Madrid-Barcelona, just a 
simple match, a sport game, and 
the Barcelona wins, the fans of the 
Real Madrid will go to the streets of 
Jenin, starting to fight against the 
fans of Barcelona. Arabs are against 
each other, like Hamas and Fatah. 
Seeking for power. Seeking to occu-
py an occupied country.

People just talk for talking, asking 
for asking. Words with no letters
I ask myself: “Why I am here, inside 
this black box?”
I am here to write the missing 
letters. 

ing, no?  A war that had existed for a 
hundred years, and it seemed like a 
never-ending one. All the news was 
related to it, but I could not under-
stand why. I did not ask anybody 
about it. I did not care because I was a 
boy after all. 

War was a strange word for me. We 
used to play we were in a war at 
school. We enjoyed the game. I loved 
it because I was a boy after all. I did 
not understand why people had to 
fight each other. News reporters said 
that we were winning. But, were we 
really winning if we had to kill some-
one that we did not know? In a war 
nobody wins. Everybody lost. Both 
countries lost soldiers. They spent a 
lot of money to have their soldiers 
armed very well. Everybody was 
afraid, and me? I did not know. I was 
a boy after all. 

I thought that only our nations had 
problems, but it was not true. There 
have been hundreds of wars around 

the world. Now, we are in peace. Our countries signed 
a peace treaty. So we do not have to worry about that. 
Should everybody be happy? Yes, we should. I am 
wrong. I am not a boy after all. Not anymore. I see 
news, I hear comments. Every day the world is fighting 
a war. My dreams about wars vanished some years ago. 
However, they continue being true, not inside me but 
inside a million people who right now have this fear. I 
am not a boy after all but a human being, and knowing 
that people from other countries -women, boys, men, 
and girls- are with the same fears that I used to have, 
makes me be scared again. Are we really in peace? No. 
I am not a boy after all.

I am not a boy
 after all but a 
human being, 

and knowing that 
people from other 

countries- 
women, boys, 

men, and girls- 
are with the same 
fears that I used 

to have, makes me 
be scared again. 

Are we 
really in peace? 

No.

IdentIty
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love & relationships
“I am me or am I Ala?”
by a member of the Freedom Theatre in Jenin, Palestine

-Actor, Actor, Actor…

I am an actor. I am 20 years old. I think my name is Ala. Somebody who is 
learning to be an actor, to be a human.

Let me tell you something about myself. Let me tell you my story

One day I was in Gronople, Paris, having a great performance for a fes-
tival.  The manager wonted to open the event with our show. After we 
did the play on the stage the audience began to clap to us. I could feel its 
energy eating the atmosphere.

On the stage it was a lot of shoes. I walk back and 7 centimetres of a big 
hill enter inside my foot.

-Ah, Ah! Lot of blood started to go out of my body. I felt paint in every 
cell of me. I sow a line of blood behind my foot. 

After the accident the manager of the festival, my director, and a translater 
girl bring me to the hospital.  I was confused. I started to think what is 
going on with me. The doctor decided to do an operation. They put anes-
thesia and on that moment I could not feel anything. I was very afraid and 
worried because I have to performance again next week. 

After the surgery I spent ten day walking by helping steak. I saw myself 
like an 80 years old man who needs help for the simplest action you can 
imagine. Help for drinking the water, going to the toilet, eating food. 

I learnt the value of my conflict in my acting life.  The price of an actor it 
was not easy. I learnt the value of my favourite thing of my life, the value 
of being on the stage.

I asked myself what is the reason to be in this different life, different from 
the others. 

When I asked myself that question I felt I had a jungle of animals inside 
me, wanted to make a revolution. 

It was not like the first world or the second world. I felt my soul was a 
space for a war between them. Each animal wanted to go out of its cage, 
out of my body. I felt they were angry fighters in the middle of the forest.  
It was not like a normal battle, where there is a winner and a looser.  They 
were just fighting to go out, out of me.

Myself is not myself. I think myself is land for this war; a war that will 
never end. Myself is light without electricity. Myself will always be a space 
of thousands of animals wanting to go to war. 

“First day of school I 
had no idea what to do. 

Everything was new 
to me. I saw my friend 
and we went to lunch. 
What I wasn’t waiting 
for happened. There 
was a blond guy with 

beautiful blue eyes. He 
was hot. It was my first 
day of school and I was 

in love already. I was 
mad at myself but at the 
same time I was happy.”

-writing (above) and drawing (be-
low) by a student at  Parkdale High 

School in Riverdale, Maryland

“The Road that Leads 
to You”

by Joshua Omidire
Lagos, Nigeria

This road is my hope. I stand here 
watching as it snakes to your heart 
and I can hold my breath no more. 
This road. It corners here, twists 
there, climbs here, descends there 
so that no matter how swift the 
wings of my eyes; no matter how 
many times my lids bat, they just 
would not find the destination 
that is you. So I wait. Earnestly, I 
wait that this road may pour you 
out. Maybe you do not know, you 
walk the walk and my feet feel the 
strain. Maybe you do not know 
what it is to wait, wait and wait at 
the nucleus of motion; standing 
stillstock upon this covert culvert 
at the crucial point where four 
lousy roads meet only to depart and 
spray into countless fragments like 
a welder’s light when he manoeu-
vres the tongs and his electrode to 
weld some stubborn instruments of 
ogun. I wish this road could wield 
and weld us now. This road is all 
that is left of you. So I wait. I wait. 
I still wait. I fold my hands around 
my empty stomach; I tap my feet 
in the cold breathing breeze; I deaf 
my ears amidst the noises that 
threaten to take my eyes off this 
road, this lonely and only memory 
of you. Come, I am the destination 
you seek; come, I am the home 
you made with a thousand steels of 
courage; come, I am the sea upon 
which you sailed into manhood; 

come, you cannot wander now. Not 
now. Not now that I am you and 
you are me. Come, for spirit calls 
spirit, heart calls heart, soul calls 
soul even bodies die to relieve the 
tiny moments of bliss. My savannah 
calls your lion; my sea calls your 
whale; my ant calls your anthill; my 
day calls your night. Look, I have 
pieced the timepiece into pieces, I 
grow old no more but I am fraying 
into a white shadow of myself, this 
self that I know no more.

Seven years have gone. Seven con-
crete years. seven years of chaos in 
my still heart; seven years of heavy, 
strength-sapping loneliness; seven 
years of daylight  nightmares; seven 
years of constant eclipse between 
my sun and your moon in the 
sky of our life. I hope you are not 
waiting for me on the other end of 
this long road: walk to me, I’m your 
freedom, your faithful destination. I 
see that day before me now like yes-
terday, just a day before today. You 
held my hands and told me stories: 
Stories of hope, stories of bravery, 
and stories of love. Deep into the 
night, you were still awake telling 
me of things worth knowing and 
I listened with the devotion of a 
subject to his Lord. It took me these 
several years to realise I am the 
stories you told, you are the stories 
you told. We are your stories.

My heart pounds as if it would fall 
from my chest any moment from 
now. My fingers tremble as they 
move over your face of unimag-

inable sympathy, coloured with 
love that would cost an eternity to 
express. My throat dries leaving a 
comprehensive dictionary of seis-
mic expressions stuck in my gullet. 
You advance and hook lightly the 
inviting fingers of your left hand 
in my fingers. That simple touch 
rushes to my brains making me 
all-heart-no-head moron at that 
very moment. I try to bridge the 
great divide that stands between us 
for some eternal five minutes. Still, 
the words would not come. For the 
time being, I busy my eyes with the 
audience in this theatre of silence. 
My thoughts slowly move over 
these spectators: the four feet bed 
that sits on the soft blue rug that 
makes the floor of this room fluffy, 
my black baby size hand bag that 
leans against the bed with the white 
handkerchief that dangles from its 
side,  the green colour of the wall of 
the room, the black blank TV that 
poses itself on the little glass shelve, 
the white ceiling looking intense-
ly at us like a jealous lover, the 
tall broom and the brown packer 
hiding behind the dwarf refrigera-
tor, the dove grey CD tower beside 
the ash CD player. The only music 
discernable to my literal ears is that 
of the tintinnabulation of time. My 
wristwatch sings, instead of tick-
tack I hear the ding-dong of bells. 
My veins and blood get unto the 
slippery dance floor and move me 
rigorously against the wish of my 
society. I wish these steps were in 
harmony with the wish of the veins 
and blood that are engaged in the 
dance but no! It‘s hard. Too hard. 
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Impact
Sh! Sh! Sh! The forefinger of my 
right hand lays across your lips. 

Don’t say it!
Your eyes said it all
Sing not now
Your heart makes the finest of 
rhythms
Don’t touch me!
Our thoughts have met on
The highway of romance
Don’t fall in love with me
Am already standing in love with 
you
Please don’t!
Anytime we are together like this, 
call me the
Name you wish
Name me a name
And I shall bear it for you
In our private world
That would be my name, my true 
name

Your voice softens and shakes like 
that of an actor struck with stage 
fright as you walk to the dwarf 
fridge,  you open it and  the ice 
smoke  blows unto your face. You 
get a white glass and pour yourself 
a drink to calm your nerves.

You don’t seem to get it.
What is it that I don’t get?
The fact that you are 5 years older
That I find it difficult to introduce 
you
To my people as my intended wife?
That I am a solid member of the 
choir in my church
And you are a Miss Neither Nor?
Who told you I’m neither here nor 
there in religion?
My religion is love,
My temple is you
Open your eyes to our reality
Tell me what I don’t get.
That you can’t take me home to 
mama?
Because you are Ibo and am Hausa?

My fingers are busy fiddling with 
the tip of my gown girdle. It must 
be such a girlish sight for you, like 
a ten-year-old that longs for the 
embrace of her mother. I fix my 
blurred eyes unto the dangling 
white handkerchief beside the 
pocket portion of my bag. I blink 
intermittently. You are the iceberg, 
my present state, the sun. Gradual-
ly, you are thawed. Your searching 
eyes begin to trace my gaze: from 
the white handkerchief to the tip 
of my girdle, from there to my 
nails and then jump to my stripped 
white and black gown. Those eyes 
continue the journey from my na-
vel to my chest tickling me as they 
move slowly. I feel x-rayed from 
the smallest strand of my hair to 
my soles. They crawl up to my face 

and leap into my eyes. They upset 
my eye sky as warm liquid liquefies 
my face. A drop falls unto my left 
foot and a fearful thunder thunders 
outside. The rumbling roar of the 
sky outside instinctively flings me 
into your arms-seeking protection. 
Lips against lips, tit against tat, 
we stand there as your right hand 
pampers my back. My arms weave 
around you like a hungry snake its 
prey. When I look outside beyond 
the slightly parted curtains of the 
window, I see raindrops journeying 
down the windowpane. We become 
wet. Wet. Very wet, even to the 
obscure places of our bones. You 
know how to say your goodbye in 
an extra ordinary way. You are the 
river, I am the sea. Your river flows 
gently into my sea and I moan. Oh! 

You are a master artist. You drive 
calmly, right, left, up, down. Up, 
down, right left and centre. I shiver 
as pleasure and pain commingle 
and conspire to bout me out of con-
sciousness. Then, the next morning, 
you are gone and I am broken. Your 
leaving leaves me blind. I begin to 
feel my ways through the uncertain 
pathways of this colourless life. You 
fold the rainbow out of my sky. The 
only way I think I could escape the 
darkness your absence brings to me 
is to leave this country, our Nige-
ria. Though I leave, I remain blind 
through all the years I spend at the 
human resource department of 
Cosmical holdings, USA. I sacrifice 
all my roads for just one road-you. I 
leave the US thinking you would be 
my home in Nigeria. I touch down 

at the Murtala Mohammed airport 
today and I know I must quickly 
head for you. I check my mails 
every minute, I try to put a call 
through to you every day, you are 
never there to send me mails and 
pick my calls. Your phone is eter-
nally switched off.  Step on it! Step 
on it! I hasten the taxi driver whose 
highest speed seems to me a sprint-
ing snail. I peep here and there out-
side the side mirrors. Then I begin 
to smell you. The smell of you is so 
strong I feel you are sitting right be-
side me. ‘Aunty, na this place?’ Asks 
the Taxi man. Yes! Yes! Then he 
steps on the break device. I already 
open the door before the car finally 
stops. ‘Aunty, you no go collect ya 
change?’ I slam the door and raise 
my voice ‘I give you.’ I hear him 

mouth something like ‘tanki you’ 
but am too preoccupied to under-
stand that at that point in time. 
Your old landlady stretches her 
frail self in the long armchair at the 
veranda of her strangely structured 
one story building, which certainly 
appears older, than her creaking 
bones. That woman certainly knows 
why I am back. She remembers me 
well and lets my name drop slowly 
but loudly from her aged mouth. 
She follows that with a chuckle that 
I strain my ears to hear its faint 
sound. Her face and the shape of 
her mouth amplify that chuckle. 
Perhaps without them I would not 
know the old woman chuckles. She 
now rocks herself out of the chair 
and stands at the terrace rail. She 
throws at me a hot look that thrusts 
my eyes, through to my chest and 
down to my fast beating heart. ‘He 
returned the very day you left. He 
wanted to tell you why he had to 
leave in that manner, he wanted 
to tell you he had won the battle 
with his parents, he wanted to tell 
you the society can go to hell, most 
importantly, he wanted to tell you, 
you are his home, he wanted to tell 
you that you are the meaning, his 
meaning, the only road that leads 
to fulfilment, he followed every 
road that he thought could lead 
to you but you couldn’t wait one 
more moment to hear from him. 
We spent time talking deep into the 
heart of the night. He told me all he 
had to tell you. He said he would 
never leave without telling someone 
about this.’ As the woman tells me 
this, my heart begins to embrace 
rigor mortis. She pauses and looks 
away. I follow those eyes, and then 
I see this road, the road that leads 
to you. ‘He’s gone home.’ She says 
and goes to lie in her chair. Home? 
What home have you gone when 
my home is you?

family
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“The People of Ikota”
by Emmanuel Dairo; Lagos, Nigeria

The people of Ikota are wonderful.
Here, we see baba Alagbada
Bouncing on bulging belly, along
The rusty roads of his hometown;
We all pay him obeisance
For our son has returned from the city
Bringing roads and hospitals along.
Which bastard son
Dare travel with a gourdful of blessings
And return with an empty calabash?
Certainly not Oloye.
The Oba awoke from slumberous sleep
 “What ! Oloye returned! Proclaim a festival
Blow the seven trumpets on Oke Eda,
Beat the seven ancestral drums
On the seven hills of Ikota
The same drums the seven fearless sons of Agbaalu 
beat while their father
Slayed seven hundred men beside Omi Eripo.”

The gone-before crawled out of the ground
Weilding long staves of death
And flogging he who dare obstruct their sacred path.

The seven cocks krookroo in protest,
The seven goats bleat in despair,
As they are led to the sacrificial slab.

We invade our barns
Rob them of the best of harvested yam

Tap tap tap, nimble feet on sturdy stems
Tapping palm trees to death;
Clap clap clap, bangled soles at the village square
Gyrating whirlpools of dust;
Pant pant pant, sweaty breathing of exhausted pride
“Throw him down down down….”

Oloye mumbles tipsy thanks:
Ese eyin eniyan mi
Ao soro lola

Oloye puts “kola” in some people’s hands
And disappears
Vamoose. Just like that
Ah
The people of Ikota are wonderful.
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the city, Catholicism.
This tradition is known as “El pase 
del niño,” and it takes place every 
year from December to February 
–the date will always depend of 
the parish or institution where it is 
organized. “El pase” consists on a 
procession through the streets of 
the parish or institution where the 
principle and most important char-
acter is Jesus child. All the neigh-
bors that want to participate dress 
their children with typical clothes 
of our country, and with clothes 
representing biblical characters, like 
The Virgin Mary, Joseph, the Kings 
of the East, etc.   
“Jesus child parade” was established 
in the city around the 1960s when 
a local bishop went into a trip to 
Holy Land with a sculpture of 

Jesus child. He visited very import-
ant Catholic places, and when he 
came back, people, from the entire 
region, gathered to greet him on 
his arrival to the city and made 
a procession in honor of “Jesus 
Child”. Since this trip, the sculpture 
is known as “el niño viajero,” and 
every year on December 24th, some 
people organize a big procession 
around downtown that finishes 
with a mass on the New Cathedral 
of the city.
There are different parishes and 
institutions that organize similar 
processions, but small ones on 
different parts of the city. One of 
these institutions was the elemen-
tary school where I studied. The 
teachers used to ask the students’ 
mothers to dress every child with 
costumes. I do not remember how 
many times I participated, but at 
least, it was one. I did not like to 
do it because I always felt embar-
rassed, but my mother loved it. She 
always wanted us to participate in 
it as almost every students´ mother 
in that school because the “pase del 
niño” had become a very important 
tradition in our city. 
The “pase del niño” is one of the 
most important Catholic traditions 
in the city. It has become part of 
the citizens’ lives. In addition, the 
“pase” is one of the tourist attrac-
tions of Cuenca. A lot of people 
from different countries have 
enjoyed it. It gives foreign people 
the opportunity to know deeply 
how religious the town is. In spite 
of some changes that this popular 
manifestation of faith has suffered 
through the last year, it keeps its 
essential purpose, to show people’s 
religiosity. One of those changes 
has been the introduction of new 
costumes, especially due to immi-
gration that is another characteris-
tic of our city.

r e l i g i o n

“Cuencanos’ Religiosity”
by Luis Enrique Romero Tapia

Cuenca, Ecuador

Some days ago, I was looking for 
some photos in one of my albums 
because I wanted to find a picture 
when I was just a baby. I wanted 
to compare it with one of my little 
nephew. However, in my research I 
found one that got my attention, it 
was of two children, my sister and 
I. We both were dressing costumes, 
and I was probably eight or nine at 
that time. I was a kind of peasant. 
I was dressing in that way due to a 
Cuenca’s Catholic tradition, the city 
where I live, and where the majority 
of its inhabitants are very Catholic. 
This is one of the characteristics of 

“Why Birth?”
by Ifeoluwa Ayandele 

Lagos, Nigeria
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

Why birth?
Death beckons later
Why birth song?
Epitaph tells:
‘a poet of silent songs.
Rest; the great don’

Ripples of reed beds
Wash away 
In the vain sand of seer

Metallic  pen that telegraphs
Tales of tender  ties—knotty,
Lost… 
The darkness of six feet

Shard of shanty ;
Shallow shadow—
Dumb dream; 
Like a candle
It burns AWAY.

RESPONSE to “Why 
birth?”

“Why Birth Song?”
by Enock Mensah

Riverdale, Maryland
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

Birth song is a lullaby a baby
A child get born and he
Cry. The mother sing a song
To him or her to make her
Okay and quiet.

Rain, rain go away
Go and come another day.
Little Johnny want to play.
Rain, rain go away!
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“The Ship’s 
Awakening and the 

Decrepit Dream”
by a Freedom Theatre member in 

Jenin, Palestine

Translated from Arabic by Kevin 
Butts, University of Maryland student
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  

He declares his arrival from 
the impossible, that his 
nose is lost in the rapture 

of sucking air and he’s ready to meet 
a new morning after almost a year 
of night. He declares, walking the 
streets of the city that bore him in its 
alleys—a child—and raised him in 
its image—a man; the city that didn’t 
forsake him—child or man—from 
whose tumult and pulsing life he 
withdrew; the very place he strove to 
build sparks, gleams of tomorrow—
lest he, a man, forsake it.

As he walks its streets his eyes 
grope at every corner—every nook 
and cranny, every façade—as if his 
gaze, tinted with the spectrum of 
a year’s flight, sent small messages 
beyond language and rebellious 
to sensation, burdened with love 
and regret. He apologizes to cafés, 
streets, buildings, shops; to palm 
trees and garden flowers. He apolo-
gizes to everything in the city, with-
draws from his withdrawal—from 
his slumber away from its hubbub, 
its happiness and sadness, distress 
and tranquility; apologizes for a 
year spent away from it. He who 
thought his distance to buttress 
his views, who wrapped himself 
in machismo, rejecting what hap-
pened: he embraced the truth that 
moment and loosed his hands from 
the shackles of deception, freed his 
neck from begging air from skies 
whose earthly boundaries gave only 

breaths of slow death. He who in 
his distance fancied himself kissing 
the hand of truth now apologizes 
for the error he thought correct. 
He apologizes, keeps on his path, 
casting his gaze over everything 
until his feet rest before a café. His 
reflection stands in the window, 
confronts him, enters his depths 
to bury in his head a question that 
hadn’t found itself an answer. He 
draws onto his face a small smile, a 
cryptic message bearing in its folds 
many invisible spectra and colors. 
He repeats the question: “Why did I 
wear this tie?”

Perhaps because he fears ice and 
doesn’t want to see the glacial re-
flection on everything around him; 
perhaps because he fears admit-
ting that his long rest has that stiff, 
glacial image that accepted a dark 
corner in a small room swallowed 
by the big city. He had returned 
from a year of sadness and solitude 

only to see the ice in his reflection 
in a café window.

He enters the café (as does the ice 
accumulating over his heart) and 
sits on a chair overlooking the 
street, where the hand of life works 
to break the ice. Why can’t his hand 
crush the ice building over it? Is it 
that hard? Are things around him 
less icy? Or is maybe it—not his 
hand—less powerful?

His eyes pass over the things and 
people around him, frantically 
seeking an answer. His gaze stops 
at the waiter. His heart hides again 
behind a smile, and he admits to 
himself before ordering a coffee: 
“The waiter’s changed.” He goes 
back to reading among the wood 
and glasses of juice and cups and 
windows the change that takes 
hold of things when one leaves 
them a whole year, such that one’s 
consciousness swims far off in the 
cosmos of a yesterday beginning to 
vanish completely, its very memory 
seeming a blow from the impos-
sible. The coffee comes, wakes his 
absent self and returns it from its 
long absence. He stares at the cup a 
moment and smiles: “Yes, the cup’s 
changed.” He sips his coffee lazily as 
if sifting the burnt brown swirl for 
omens, then takes a gulp of air as 
he calmly sets the cup back on the 
table. His eyes fall on a young man 
sitting calmly in his chair, papers 
and periodicals spread before him. 
In his hands lays a small book: his 
eyes fix on the book—its cover, 
its title, its editor and layout. The 
young man sits engrossed in its 
pages, while he sits afar, content to 
behold its cover—it’s as if each of 
them had something invested in 
the book. He again hides himself 
behind a thin smile masking a flood 
of words. Then, as if weary from 

sitting, he takes his wallet from his 
pocket and leaves a few bills lying 
calmly next to his cup.

He leaves the café wrapped in his 
smile (it doesn’t have that weight 
this summer), but it isn’t long be-
fore his gaze returns to the book’s 
cover. It’s as if he wanted to check 
again that the book was his, that its 
letters were those same that mixed 
with the scent of squeezed pain 
in his throat. His eyes refuse still 
to leave: the title fell loudly upon 
them. The title he chose that purple 
morning that looked out between a 
hundred rifles—a calm day, beck-
oning him to the ship gliding on 
the water’s surface, inspiring him 
to the title: “The ship’s awakening.” 
He hadn’t sought in the flood of 
words the tough, rugged path; he 
wanted love to set sail like a gliding 
ship. And as the storms battered it, 
so too was his love weathered by 
pain. Thus his novel was an awak-
ening for the smile of a young child 
among the furrowed faces of chil-
dren crying their mothers’ absence. 
His novel was a child, the boat a 
child, the words and love a child, 
his pain—a man.

Burdened with the ship’s awaken-
ing he returns to his house, details 
of his novel moving through his 
mind as if he were again writing 
it: A child awoken by pain in one 
of the West Bank’s narrow alleys, 
made man by pain; carrying stones 
with the Intifada, dreaming the 
collective dream of resting on the 
shoulders of homeland. The ship 
awakes, rocked by “peace treaties,” 
and returns to sea; in its Uprising 
the boy stumbles, falling into the 
sea of martyrs and leaving behind 
him an undecided heart crying at 
a window. In his hands the boat 
awakens. They dream, the dream 

grows; the sails rise, boat sails, they 
awaken. Displaced Palestinians in 
the East Bank shout the boy’s death, 
dream of a nation to come to them 
a guest—a nation in which they 
won’t be guests. Schoolchildren 
seated with their forbidden dream, 
“We want a homeland”: they gather 
tires, ignite them; with each rising 
flame, each breath they take, they 
breathe the homeland.

Such was the ship’s awakening.

His feet hurriedly swallow the 
road. He leaves the door swayed 
by summer breezes, stands before 
the mirror, staring into his face. He 
sees in it the color of dust: the dust 
of a year’s homesickness within the 
walls of this deaf room ignorant of 
his existence, the agony in his lips, 
the tears welled back in his eyes. 
He tries to undo the necktie, to free 

his soul from the cage of memory 
of the last time, a year ago, that he 
wore it. His soul overcomes the 
tempting agony to cry again. The 
voice hits him, drawing in from the 
desert of the East Bank—the voice 
that shattered speech, and with it 
the specter of a dream: “The Na-
tional Supervision Board has decid-
ed that the contents of your novel 
incite refugees against the peace 
agreements and cooperative inter-
national efforts to solve the Middle 
East issue.” His hands clamp over 
his ears; he tries to ignore the voice 
but it rises and rises, igniting a fire 
in his ribs. They killed the book 
to keep the ship—our forbidden 
dream—from waking.

His calm reflection shakes, trembles 
as if beholding a thing unforeseen 
and horrifying. He stares through 
the mirror, not daring to face the 
young man behind him, to look 
into his eyes and see the censure 
borne by all youths that taught 
themselves those nationalistic swin-
dles. The two look on to blankness. 
The boy breaks the silence and calm 
and extends the book in his hands. 
He mouth launches into sudden 
speech: “The picture on the book is 
more powerful than what I see in 
you now. You were strong, stronger 
than what you’ve kept in the mirror. 
You were stronger…” He repeats it, 
over and over, before throwing the 
book into his reflection. His face 
shatters with the mirror and the 
man smiles. They both do: a calm, 
ecstatic smile.

Translation Credit:
This piece was translated from Ar-
abic by Kevin Butts, a University of 
Maryland student with majors in 
Arabic and Spanish. Butts is a for-
mer Honors Humanities student.
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His reflection stands 
in the window, con-
fronts him, enters his 
depths to bury in his 
head a question that 
hadn’t found itself an 
answer. He draws onto 
his face a small smile, 
a cryptic message 
bearing in its folds 
many invisible spectra 
and colors. He repeats 
the question: “Why 
did I wear this tie?”

He hadn’t sought in the 
flood of words the tough, 
rugged path; he want-
ed love to set sail like a 
gliding ship. And as the 
storms battered it, so too 
was his love weathered 
by pain. Thus his novel 
was an awakening for the 
smile of a young child 
among the furrowed 
faces of children crying 
their mothers’ absence. 
His novel was a child, the 
boat a child, the words 
and love a child, his 
pain—a man.
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“A singer who just wants to go 
to the toilet”

by Saber Harold Pinter
Jenin, Palestine

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

My name is Saber Harold Pinter.
I am singer and actor. When I wake up in 
the morning I look to myself to the mirror. I 
do my acting. I record the music, the music 
I choose. I become to think which costume I 
will take to entertain people.
-Saber: Listen to me. You have to be a liar to-
day because in your society everyone hides the 
truth, like turtles walking to nowhere. 
I feel I am in the middle of a mask dance, 
where everybody is smiling each other, but 
behind the mask they are sly fox.
And now I have to tell you something: “I have 
to go to the bathroom and come back”.
(Saber leaves the stage)
When I wake up in the morning I look to my 
image in the mirror. I make myself “shikh”. 
I do not care for anything. I go outside my 
home. Hunger to conquer the world. I see 
everybody looking at me.
- Hey Saber, what is wrong with you? 
You look like Hamas. Saber, you are crazy 
man. What is happening to your mind?

I open my wardrobe and I start to look for an 
outfit to define myself. To know who I am. 
Sometimes I just get lost in my mind, get lost 
in my wardrobe.

feeling judged by others
I choose what I want to wear. I do not care what 
people will think about it. 
I start to pray coming back to God.
-It is great that you are praying Saber, but do not 
be like Hamas- They said me because they sow 
me “Shikh”. Again I feel like I am in the middle of 
the mask dance, where I am the only one who is 
not wearing the costume.

Next day I wake up again, I look myself in the 
mirror and I decide to be a businessman, why 
not? I am what I choose to be. I do not allow any-
body to stop me. I respect their opinion but I keep 
on going my way.
And Next day I decide to cut my shirt, to put 
glasses and some around my neck. 
The people start to say again:
-Why you wear this?, do you Know is Haram? 
This is not good. This is bad. Please wear some-
thing else.
I start to speak to myself, like If I have another 
Saber inside me.
-Who you are man? What are you doing in your 
life? I ask myself. I start to become stupid.
I do not want to wear the mask. I prefer my cos-
tumes. I think if I put the mask myself will disap-
pear. I do not want to disappear. I want to change 
something in my life. I just want people leaving 
me alone, without judgment. To respect what I 
want to do.
-You know what?
-My friend Motaz told me that he dreams to be a 
great actor and going to Hollywood.
My dream is to go to toilet without people talking 
about me.

RESPONSE to “A singer who just wants 
to go to the toilet”
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

`Being myself and not your 
longed “I”

by Jorge “George” Villavicencio
Cuenca, Ecuador

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

People always criticize people. Well, at least that seems. 
They think they are critics, but what they really are 
are faultfinders. I mean what they do is to destroy you 
when you just turn your face away. I don’t know why 
they do it; however, we should try to survive among 
them. People are not real people because they try to 
hide their personalities with huge, dark and “happy” 
masks, you know they try to be perfect but they can-
not, so they try to make you become perfect. They are 
always telling you how to speak, walk, eat, and dress 
and what you must become in the future. You know, 
that’s stupid because every person should live as he/she 
desires; of course, we must remember that little word 
“RESPECT”.

 Respect is what everyone wants and desires, so I won-
der if people want respect, why are they always asking 
us to be, look and behave like they want to? You know 
that’s not respect. I think we should start our days with 
our own goals, our own dreams, our own perspectives 
with our own personalities! That’s what BEING MY-
SELF AND NOT YOUR LONGED I is about. We don’t 
have to act in a role-play every single day. We don’t 
have a reason why to be actors or actresses in our own 
lives. We simply do not wear a mask and act out what 
they want us to do. You know, we can manage our own 
lives because we are people with intelligence, we are 
not BIMBOS. We can make our decisions about OUR 
future, and you know, if our decisions turn out being 
wrong, it’s ok because we are learning about the world 
and about ourselves, and if you make mistakes don’t 
worry too much! Just learn from those errors and start 
over again. Furthermore, from errors you learn best! 
However, we should procure not to hurt people with 
our mistakes; I mean RESPECT people and LIVE as 
you want. 

As you want to be a crystal-clear person, you give 
your best at being sincere. Many people don’t know 

the word “SINCERITY” because they talk to you as if 
you were their favorite friend, relative, etc. when they 
see you as their main enemy who has to be destroyed 
at any price instead; that’s why you cannot trust your 
problems or weaknesses to them. As soon as you tell 
them about your weaknesses and say goodbye to them, 
they go to others and tell them how weak you are; to 
top it off, they add up something more; you know they 
make up something bad about you, and that’s why Sa-
ber Harold Pinter writes at the end of his writing, “My 
dream is to go to toilet without people talking about 
me.” Don’t try to destroy us because we become more 
powerful every time we see your sadness in your faces 
due to our happiness and success. 

“I’m not that type of person who 
just say ‘I don’t care’ on everything. 
Sometime[s] it just hurts me because 
I do everything whenever somebody 
asks me to, even if I don’t want to. 
I just care too much for people like 
more than they do for themselves. I 
just think people would understand 
my good problems.”

-Writing and drawing above by students at  Parkdale 
High School in Riverdale, Maryland
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“Something that I do not believe 
in is [religion] because there is 
too much [religion] out there.”

-N’fanly Toure
Riverdale, Maryland

religion, faith Hi, I’m Riyodh Aljanobi. 
I was born in Iraq. 

I moved to U.S. 2 years ago because my father is a U.S. 
army. We can’t stay in our country because Iraq has a 
war. I don’t like U.S. life because I don’t have friends it’s 
too difficult to make good friends. We speak different 
language (Arabic). It takes a lot of time to learn new 
language. I don’t wanna stay here I just wanna get my 
education and go back to Iraq work there.

-by Riyodh Aljanobi
Riverdale, Maryland

Hello! I’m Eurock. Something that bother[s] me most 
in life is being with my parent and having fun, because 
I don’t live with my both parent. I live with one dad 
and my mom, elder sister and my elder brother are all 
in Ghana- West Africa. I don’t feel happy because my 
mom and dad divorce and because of that am [I] am 
the only person to have the chance [to] come to him 
in the state. After they divorce they share me and my 
sister and my sister went to my mom and I went to my 
dad. My elder brother isn’t my dad’s son. He is [his] 
stepson, so he went to my mom. But anyway I was 
still seeing my mom before coming to my dad in the 
State[s]. 

I do miss my mom because she is so awesome and I 
love her.

It doesn’t [worry] me most because she do call me.

Sahid Conteh
An issue that bother[s] me is that people that who 
don’t understand anything [a]bout me. Like when 
people call me African in a mean way, they don’t 
know jack [a]bout where I come from and what I go 
through anywhere. My desire is to just exclude any-
one who doesn’t know to be messing with me to wipe 
off the face of this earth. But to stay on the positive 
side I want to be able to say something without being 
made fun of.

Something that bother[s] me is not speaking fluently 
English because some people start to call hisscho??? or 
insults me. 

[I am] worried about money for college because I want 
to go, but if I go I’ma be the first generation to go to 
college, and I don’t know what to do, what…to begin 
like the requirement[s], so I can begin to work on it.

-by a student at Parkside High School
Riverdale, Maryland

Well I’m from Iraq in my freshman year and I came to the U.S. when I was 
in my sixth grade middle school year. I felt sad leaving my country, friends 
and family. My life changed completely.
I feel different because my race, language, religion and the way I live. I know being in different country not easy 
and needs time to get used to it. I really want to develop my English so I can communicate with my friends and 
school life. I want to be something. Some people really make fun of my race because of culture I came from so is 
my religion being a Muslim doesn’t mean I’m bad. But I want to be part of this country so I trying my best. 

–by Nour Albu; Riverdale, Maryland

struggling with a new culture

“We speak diffferent language (Ar-
abic). It takes a lot of time to learn 
new language.” -Riyodh Aljanobi

“If I go I’ma be the first generation 
to go to college, and I don’t know 
what to do...” -Student in Maryland

“...when people call me African in a 
mean way, they don’t know jack [a]
bout where I come from and what I 
go through anywhere.”
-Sahid Conteh; Riverdale, MD

by Uchenna Etach
Riverdale, Maryland

What bothers me the 
most is time to finish 
everything I want to. One 
example would be, in my 
case, me being able to 
talk for hours and hours 
at a time but not even 
once being able to finish 
my long conversations. 
That’s just an example of 
something that bothers 
me, in another case of 
not having enough time 
to finish things. I would 

lack of time
say not having enough 
time to fully think and 
talk about my ideas to 
the fullest…in a situa-
tion being maybe let’s say 
you’re having an argu-
ment with your parents 
or adult figure or any 
person or situation in 
general. Because there 
are a lot of things I would 
like to say at that time 
that I would be thinking 
of saying after the situa-
tion in question, maybe 
alone in my room where 

I [go] over every big con-
frontation I go through 
in my life. If as to a 
question or anything, 
I would get very angry 
that I didn’t say what I 
wanted to say if there 
was enough time to fully 
think things over, in my 
room I could be saying 
to myself, if I had enough 
time to think everything 
through to the best of my 
ability I would have been 
able to fully express my-
self the way I see fit. 
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“Feeling Different”

Everyday I ask my 
friends how they feel or 
why [they’re] said when 
[they’re] sad, and I lis-
ten. But nobody asks me 
when I depressed. Not my 
family members and now 
not my friends. � People 
taking away my friend. Or 
just friends leaving!

I thought friends and 
family was suppose[d] 
to be there! But [they’re] 
not!

-A student in Riverdale, 
Maryland

“The Hungry 
Lion and His 

Prey”
by Sodiq Yusuf
Lagos, Nigeria

He stood there 
gazing into 
nothingness, his 
arms akimbo 
and his head 
bent low...

...as if he had been 
submerged by some 
powerful reasons, as 
if his head had been 
endangered by flighty 
thoughts that fly in the 
ways of the sick, when 
their heads 
started to 
mal-

function. 
Suddenly, 
he turned, 
facing the 
entrance to 
the room. 
He wore a 
mean look; 
such that 
is found 
in the eyes 
of desti-
tute chil-
dren, when their luck 
had shone upon some 
miserable meal. There 
were contours on his 
face, a wrinkled front 

“Fake friends; 
people who I ap-
preciate and they 
disappointed me”

-Brenda Barraza; 
Riverdale, MD
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head with raised 
eyebrow, round, white 
eyes supported by bony 
cheeks. His healthy 
condition betrayed his 
countenance, almost 
resembling a tramp, 
one desperately in 
need of something he 
may never get. But a 
closer regard would 
give an impression of 
a man in danger. But 
far from what was 
to be the truth, the 
danger was within. In 
his present position, 
standing, arms akimbo, 
swerving his head up 
and down, one could 
never have imagined 
better the clear picture 
of a thinking lot. Then 
like someone under a 
spell, he sank into the 

four-sitter 
cushion 
chair 
magnif-
icently 
placed by 
the wall of 
the lavish-
ly decorat-
ed sitting 
room. 
Now 
every 
object in 
the room 
seemed 

to be calling him to 
embark on a delicate 
journey of no return. 
He felt possessed by 
some powerful feelings, 

which evoked in him 
some sense of fleshy 
signals. Everything: 
the creamy colour of 
the wall, the sparkling 
daintily lit 
bulb with 
its ravishing 
decoration, 
all were 
acting out 
voluptuous 
functions 
in his mind. 
As he sat 
there, on the 
long chair, 
couched like 
a feverish 
little baby 
and his 
hands rapped over 
his desire-enraptured 
body, he created a 
picture of one who was 
reminiscing into his 
childhood. Immediate-
ly, he sprang on his feet 
and dashed towards the 
shelf, which was sitting 
comfortably near the 
window. His hand was 
shaking as he flipped 
through the pages of 
Flaunt It magazine 
and was peering into 
it like a worked-out 
student who had just 
discovered an expo. 
His eyes on the pa-
per, he noticed he 
was now sweating. He 
became tensed and 
uncoordinated. As if 
he had satisfied himself 
enough of the steamy 

views gleaned from the 
magazine, he went and 
sat on the chair. Tired 
of sitting, he decided 
to spread himself on 

the chair, 
and with 
his hands, 
he held 
the paper 
close to his 
eyes. Some 
spasms 
went down 
his spine. 
His hands 
were 
trembling; 
desire had 
consumed 
him. 

Then there was a knock 
on the door. Suddenly, 
he jumped up from the 
seat and asked:
“Who’s that?” He said, 
“I’m coming.” 
He went to the door 
and asked again, “who’s 
that?”
“It’s me, Ronke,” came 
the voice from the door.
“Oh Ronke, it’s you.” 
He said politely as he 
opened the door for her.
As Ronke came to view, 
he examined her from 
head to toe, as if he had 
just seen her for the 
first time. But Ronke 
was no stranger in her 
friend’s house; she had 
been a regular caller 
even before the marital 
bliss between her friend 
and his husband. A girl 

adultery

His healthy con-
dition betrayed 
his countenance, 
almost resembling 
a tramp, one des-
perately in need of 
something he may 
never get. But a 
closer regard would 
give an impression 
of a man in danger.

of about twenty-three, 
Ronke was carelessly 
dressed in a red top, 
shoulder-bare, tight-fit-
ting and body-hugging 
kind of see-through 
material marched with 
a mini, thigh-revealing 
pink skirt. Her face was 
yellowed with some ob-
vious artificial treatment. 
And her lips glowed with 
more radiance; her hair 
adorned like tilted humps. 
She catwalked her way 
into the large and lavishly 

decorated room.
Having relieved himself of 
the sight that greeted him, 
he asked her,
“Do you care for some 
drink?” 
“Yes, thanks, I’ll prefer a 
glass of water.” She said.
As he took a step back, 
she said: “You told me 
Yetunde hasn’t returned. 
Well, I’ll wait for her.”
“Okay, feel at home.” He 
said and turned to get the 
glass of water.
Four hours after, Ronke 

was on the long chair, 
fast asleep in an awkward 
position, half-dressed 
from the waist downward. 
There had been a knock 
on the door and Ajayi was 
struggling with his belt, 
his shirt was lying on the 
floor near the chair. He 
was breathing heavily. 
He seemed not able to 
discern what next to do. 
First, he went forward 
and then he came rushing 
back. But as he was trying 
to carry the sleeping fig-

ure for the purpose of hid-
ing her, he became stuck 
instantly, glued to the floor. 
In awe, Yetunde was stand-
ing in front of her confused 
husband, as though she 
was lost, as though she had 
entered a wrong room. 
“What, in my own matri-
monial home,” she shouted, 
“and with my best friend!” 
Unable to contain this 
odious display of fleeting 
flab of flesh as championed 
by her husband, Yetunde 
fainted. 

problems with friends
“Something that 

bothers me is peo-
ple who talk behind 

me. I think they 
should come and 
talk to me in pri-
vate about their 

issues rather than 
telling to everybody 
else and make me 
feel so devastated.” 

-Atoumane Sow
Riverdale, Maryland

      “In our lives, their 
times when we feel like 
friends are part of our 
daily lives. They could 
stand by as when in times 
of need or they could 
just pretend as if they are 
the one thing we cherish 
the most. I feel mostly 
different in certain times 
in life, but tend to hide 
they the most. I really 
like to make friends, but 
sometimes it just seems as 
if I’m chasing an unstop-
pable race that was just 
meant to be won by this 
one particular racer. I 

look myself in the mirror 
everyday and ask myself 
here do I just happen to 
stand. The thoughts haunt 
e of knowing that some of 
the people I think are my 
friends could just happen 
to hate me or are just act-
ing as if their for me. Cer-
tain situations really show 
me who my true friends 
are, but their times I walk 
away from my friends and 
feel like they are laughing 
at my life or making fun 
of me.” 
-by a student in Riverdale, 
Maryland

“I had a problem with a fake friend. She was like my 
sister. I talked everything with her but she was doing 
the wrong way. She wasn’t doing like she talked ev-

erything I talked to her with other persons. I resolve 
this problem doing leave her alone and don’t talked 

to her anymore.” 
–Javier Perez; Riverdale, Maryland18 19

... He decided to 
spread himself on 
the chair, and with 
his hands, he held 
the paper close 
to his eyes. Some 
spasms went down 
his spine. His 
hands were trem-
bling; desire had 
consumed him. 



“Alasela”
by Sodiq Yusuf
Lagos, Nigeria

Ori mi sin mi gbemi kobi re
If it is to languish so much in 
the swamp 
of oppres-
sion,
I wasn’t a 
luck-born
If it is to be 
brow-beaten 
black like 
the back of 
the darken 
pot,
I wasn’t a 
luck-born
Olodumare, the kindest
Look at me
Please regard me
Flatten up! my pressed eyes 
have been, four suns have set
Upward my wretched hands 
have been 
I cannot count the numbers of 
time
Stars have fallen from the 
endless sky
I cannot count the number of 
times nights have darkened

“Aso Rock: 
A Parody”

by Emmanuel Dairo
Lagos, Nigeria

Permanent basement
Of power.

Perpetual harvest
Of forex.

Bread basket
In pot bellies.

Rocks and Irokos
Crushing pebbles.

Silence of silenced 
ghosts
Boomed by vengeful 
guns.

Sourness of common 
water
Sweetness of reserved 
milk.

Spouse of the groundnut 
chiefs
Married to the chicken 
farm.

“Consequences”
by Kelechukwu Ogu

Lagos, Nigeria

When a surge stricks
And a gun fires,
A life could be wasted;
It can only be painted
But cannot be recreated.
When harm is done,
People made to mourn,
Sadness is the effect of the action;
The aftermath is reciprocation.
When the sun rises and 
The stars pass by,
Greatness is born
Sin is unborn.
When power is your tower
Authority or glory
A poor script is the produced 
story.
When vanity is made sanity,
Insanity is sane to humanity.
When your desires are ignited by 
fire,
Your trails become like mere 
feeders’;
When corruption is made an 
option
Satisfaction has no caution;
When the trumpet is sounded
Actions are traced backward.

“Corruption”
by Adebowale Yewande

Lagos, Nigeria
    
PART 1
Seed of destruction did you 
sow in every noble mind
Sense of self is unknown, 
light we cannot find
Fruits of this viable seed 
abound in every nook and 
cranny in sight

S
o
c
i
e
t
a
l

oppression, corruption

This epidemic spreads with the 
speed of light

To the young and old, male and 
female you are a close acquain-
tance
You reign supreme with no op-
position or resistance
Hero is your name, for you does 
everyone save the last dance
Fragile minds fidget in the 
strength of your presence

To the reprobate, ignoble and 
incorrigible, you are the reason 
for their existence 
The vein of their essence
Your roots plunge deeper with 
each feat
Those whom you defeat serf at 
your feet
Allegiance and diligence do they 
pledge
To a conception with no life we 
cannot challenge

PART 2
Our leaders should have known 
better
But they have not been loyal to the 
letter
A deal with you they struck
With a rise to the privileged posi-
tion they could not believe their 
luck
Now they treat us like those whose 
foreheads are tattooed fool
We have been used and dumped 
like a worn out tool
With our funds do they move from 
pillar to post on tour
While the masses live in misery and 

I cannot count the number of 
times night birds have flown 
pass me
As if I were a statue, night 
birds, with grey wings, have 
flown pass me
Even the roving sky has shed 

tears, each drop 
the size of akara    
And my sweaty 
palms, still 
stretched heav-
enward, are 
blood-denied
Do we not have 
it that one’s lined 
palms are no tor-
toise-brained?
Olodumare, the 

kindest
These sore knees bleed tears 
pleading for mercy
Sebi, as we rest with the left 
knee so we should with the 
right one
But this knee bleeds
This very one, it bleeds out of 
fear for mercy
Both the knees, both the 
palms
Are quaking
As though Ajanaku has begun 
to shake the bush jigi jigi

squalor
They have indeed bitten the fingers 
that fed them
And have despised and blotted us 
out like phlegm
Our funds do they siphon to ac-
counts unknown overseas
For their generations yet unborn do 
they keep the proceeds
With the cat out, their nakedness is 
an open secret that I know for sure
And this malady shall eventually 
have a cure

PART 3
The lamentation of a bereaved 
youth
This leaves a bitter taste on my 
tongue
And sorrow in my heart, for justice 
I crave and long
You shall not go scot free, never, for 
they have put innocent to death
Force[d] to confess they should be 
tied to the earth

For the loss of my brothers and 
sisters on the ill-fated road
Will you pay you slimy God forsak-
en toad
For the millions whose hopes and 
dreams you have usurped and 
destroyed 
Wicked ones, your days are num-
bered with blood your hands are 
soiled

I speak for the destitute and pros-
titute, male and female, young and 
old
Thou hast neglected us; your gener-
ations shall pay a thousand folds
For this grave injustice meted on us
We are repressed, depressed, and 
de humanized, we no longer have a 
voice
For what I plan to do, I refuse to be 
judged by you
For thou hast lead the way, I have 
taken the cue.

Stars have fallen from 
the endless sky
I cannot count the num-
ber of times nights have 
darkened
I cannot count the num-
ber of times night birds 
have flown pass me
As if I were a statue... 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

(above) 
RESPONSE to “Aso Rock: A Parody”

by Marly Arekalo
Riverdale, Maryland20 21

The lamentation of a 
     bereaved youth
This leaves a bitter taste on
     my tongue
And sorrow in my heart
     for justice I crave and long
You shall not go scot free, 
     never, for they have put 
     innocent to death
Force[d] to confess they 
     should be tied to the earth



Jenin, Palestine     

My name is 
Motaz Mal-
hees. My age is 
19 year's old. 
I am  an actor. 
But what  makes 
me  special and 
unique it is not 
my age, not my 
name, not my 
acting: It is the  
Internal body.    
The madness.
 When i  mad  my age 
is working, my name is 
working, my acting is 
working. I have a massege 
by my acting, I can send 
it by my madness, but if 
you have masssege and 
your interal body it does 
not work, there is no one 
going to look to your 
massege. Our situation is 
so hard, here in Palestine 
we have a lot problems: 
we have occupations, the 
women have fucking hard 
life here. I am looking to 

RESPONSE to 
Malhees’ piece

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
“Power Within”

by Sitra Adem
Riverdale, Maryland

It is a true honor 
to find somebody 
that inspires you 
so much so you 
can feel it deep 
inside. 
Not everybody 
gets this chance. 
A chance to find 
somebody to look 
up to. 
This type of pow-
er stays within 
you 
Even when that 
person is gone. 
Use this power to 
inspire another. 
Always pass the 
power on.

violence, war
the women rights.  we 
have no freedom here if 
we have something and 
it  looks like real, then 
you will know it's not 
real, as soon as  there is 
nothing tangible. After all 
of that. you have to look 
to find hope and dreams, 
but i have to 
believe there 
is a hope, 
a dream to 
find the free-
dom, to find 
what ever 
you want. 
But i believe 
to have all 
of theese  
things you 
can not find  
it without 
the madness.  
There is no 
one here 
asking me about my fam-
ily . Does any one know 
anything about them?  
No. Does anyone know 
the wife of my brother? 
she was killed by the is-
raeli army . Do you know 
my oldest brother ? No 
. He killed himself after 
his wife was killed . They 
have two sons . They live 

in the house of my par-
ents , they do not know 
their  father and mother : 
Beacuse they disappeared. 
They are not part  of their 
lifes. Not any more.       
     When i was 16 years 
old. I remeber a hard day 
, it was a party unedr my 

house, from 
11:00 pm 
untild 9:00 
am , i was 
so fraid they 
was shooting 
all the night 
boom boom 
boom . Then 
when the 
party is fin-
shed i opend 
the window, 
i saw all the 
people run-
ing i went to 
see what's 

happend under my house 
i saw two  young gay's 
the fell in the floor , a lot 
of blood i thoght it is the 
Halloween i saw it on the 
TV the halloween , they 
shooting every where in 
the boudy and the faces, 
a lot of blood .  then i un-
derstood they are killed .  
That's why i am madnees .      

There is no one here 
asking me about my 
family . Does any one 
know anything about 
them?  No. Does any-
one know the wife of 
my brother? she was 
killed by the israeli 
army . Do you know 
my oldest brother ? 
No . He killed him-
self after his wife was 
killed .

“Something that bother[s] me is when 
I see when people kill animals for no 
reason, or they mistreated them for 
nothing.”
-Brenda Barraza; Riverdale, Maryland

pain & rain
“Rain”

by Adebowale Yewande
Lagos, Nigeria

Droplets of water fall 
from the sky
The rain from on high
My fears come to life 
As the anxiety of a new 
wife

The plants dance to this 
rhythm with ease
Created by the drumming 
of leaves of trees
The wind doing the hon-
ors 
Blowing the horns

Welcoming the rain is the 
earth 
With all its worth
Grateful for a much de-
served interlude
From the tyranny of the 
scorching sun most crude

All of nature bow in sub-
mission
The clouds are making a 
rendition
Eulogizing the prowess of 
the rain
The dust, servant most 
loyal without gain
Following suit
In preparation for the 
regale visitation, clearing 
the route

Oh! The massive publicity
Symbolic of a massive 
downpour in this city
All that are alive know 
what it means
All that are experienced 

know what it brings

We are yet to recover
From the rape of our last 
encounter
You took away all we held 
dear
Destroying everything 
both far and near

In a third world, a twofold 
experience

A two fold nightmare 
replete with ghosts
For those of the islands 
and coasts
The flood, the loss

The rain is back
My heart in sync with the 
pace
Of a determined athlete 
on a race track
Laced with worry are the 

lines on my face

Even the rain from my 
eyes
Are about to drop
A silent prayer, a humble 
plea for it to stop
For I know what it brings, 
the cries
The flood, the loss, this 
snare
A living nightmare.

Drawing above: RESPONSE to “Rain”  by a student in Riverdale, Maryland. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
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“To My 
European Moon”

By: Joshua Omidire
Lagos, Nigeria

To My European Moon,

     The sun has 
woken up in 
Africa and it is 
slowly journey-
ing to the west. 
The dawn has 
blown open like 
the explosion 
flower when 
kissed by the 
butterfly and 
I do not know 
whether to antic-
ipate the sunset 
or return to the 
sunrise...
...or simply stay in the 
mercurial twilight of my 
vacillant zone. Anyway I 
find myself sitting on the 
crawling roots of Araba 
tree and this mulish sun 
still breaks through the 
luxuriant fur-like foliage 
to bathe my fuming face. 
Pardon me for not start-
ing this letter with greet-
ings and asking you how 
you are fairing: the hills 
that sit before me have 
hidden from view the 
hills that lie ahead. I am 
now on a special staircase, 

a staircase to maturity 
that when I eventually 
attain it (that is if I do 
at all in this life time) I 
would not know what I’d 
have become. As you peep 
into this letter, you’d see 
the wrinkled flesh of my 
young and battered face. 
Let me make a clear-
er presentment of the 
staircase I told you about; 
I am climbing gradually 
the staircase of maturity 
and my special staircase 
is Pain. Life has involun-
tarily brought together its 
nails like the claws of a 
crab striving for survival 
in the hands of death. My 
Moon, life has pinched 
me hard and unlike Sam-
uel Tailor Coleridge, this 
letter is my opium. I hope 
you have started your art 
lessons which you told me 
about last summer. Please 
don’t joke with them for 
they may one day be your 
opium too. I have stopped 
wondering why William 
Wordsworth, William 
Shakespeare, Robert 
Browning, T. S Elliot, 
John Milton and Alex-
ander Pope wrote such 
painful verses of love, 
childhood and freedom. 
I ponder no more why 
Henry Thoreau, Ralph 
Waldo Emerson, Vir-
ginia Woolf, and James 
Joyce produced such 
interminable works of 
unparalleled significance 
– they were all brethren 
in pain. Remember how 
we rose and clapped for 
you when you performed 
your short story? Remem-
ber you shed tears when 

your poem won the TKA 
poetry prize? I know you 
would not forget so soon 
how we pitched our tent 
with the gurgling stream. 
That night when you ran 
your hands over me like 
a woman tends her baby. 
My veins came alive and 
I could almost see the 
red lines of countless 
conduits through my 
quaking skin. I mounted 
you like a warlord his 
horse and together we 
rode down the luscious 
lane of bliss. Was it all 
pleasure? It was hard to 
determine through your 
continual yeeeeeeeeeeeh! 
Haaaaaaaa! Hmmm! 
Shssssssss! You broke my 
name into sounds but I 
did not break your gate: 
I got the key from your 
willing body. And the 
red fluid surged forth. It 
was a cold night but we 
sweated exuberantly like 
sinners in the furnace of 
hell. Yet, My Moon, that 
joke has refused to last 
us a life time of laughter 
and orgasm for here and 
there the fusty stench of 
yesterday’s pain contin-
ue to harass our days. 
You gave me your body 
but I cannot lay claim to 
your seemingly alluvial 
heart for I see you are yet 
to forget the pieces of it 

that your father and your 
former lover snatched 
from you. Look at me 
too, I trudge on in this 
withered forest we call life 
and my tongue seemed 
to have been eternally 
damaged for even honey 
is now bitter than orogbo 
(bitter cola) in my re-
pressed mouth. I scream! 
Why does pain linger 
longer? All the occasion-
al glories and pleasures 
are not potent enough to 
usurp the pain of yester-
years.  I would not mind 
if breaking some parts of 
my heart to mend yours 
would rid you of the 
pain, I would gladly do 
it. I wait for you to be my 
guest once again (next 
December). My honest 
heart craves your touch-
ing touch. I wish I had 
enough time and words to 
write this to you, it would 
have been the shortest 
and the weightiest thing 
you’d ever read. Lagos 
greets you. My regards to 
your mummy and Mysty, 
your little cat. Say me 
well to Manchester city. I 
know that I will be there 
someday to return your 
visits.

From me, your 
African Sun.

I am climbing gradually the staircase 
of maturity and my special stair-
case is Pain. Life has involuntarily 
brought together its nails like the 
claws of a crab striving for 
survival in the hands of death.

School…that’s all 
I think about! I’m 
always thinking 
about the grade 
I will get. I feel 
like I can’t en-
joy my weekend 
without thinking 
about my due 
assignments for 
every Monday. 
All I need is to 
really be focused 
to get my perfect 
grades. School 
is very stressful, 
but I know it will 
help me in the 
future.

I want to go to college with a scholarship to any field that 
I don’t know yet. Most of my family didn’t go to college. 
Only my mom and dad, 3 brothers, and now I want to go 
to college and continue what I want.

money & education

“One thing that 
bothers me is 
money. Mon-
ey is the second 
thing that bothers 
me most, and it 
is hard to earn 
money to pay for 
college and sup-
port my family 
needs.”  
- Stephen Cole

Drawing and writings by students at a high school in Riverdale, Maryland

Drawing by a student at a high school in Riverdale, Maryland
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Though my voice seems hoarse in 
your ears,
I shan’t stop to tell you:
Listen to me stranger-girl
For I have travelled through the 
ways 
Of prime and clime.
So I have learnt from mouths
That never eat their words;
So listen very well to me strang-
er-girl
For I have come to
Light the dark side of you.
Our ways are not your ways, I know
I know because I have listened
To mouths that never eat their 
words.
Eledumare, the kindest,
Has bestowed on every man
The will to multiply;
Stomachs shall beget more stom-
achs 
That’s how it has been.
Yours are the eyes that always 
beckon
To more eyes

“That Posterity May 
Yet Smile”

by Oluwakayode Odumboni
Lagos, Nigeria

That posterity may yet smile
Providence must by the aisle hang
That history may no longer cry
Our lives must be held in our
     hands.
That the wails of fate may soon
     dry;
And smiles sweep the shores of
     our sand
That tomorrow may yet feel life
The moment, a battle must band.

For now on days of yore we look;
A singing soul inherited;
A tale of worth left on our lips.
Equal a feat we owe our wombs.
The men in us must not be dead
That posterity may yet smile

ImpaCt

hope in future generations

& working for peace

And this, a thing you cherish, I 
know.
You’re happy your eyes are magnet,
But you will be happier
If your eyes are salts:
Whichever way you turn,
Honour and blessing trace you.
But, dear stranger-girl
Happier eyes are not rare
And their saltiness stings
If unwatered by the flower
Of life.
My dear stranger-girl
Every one desires a beautiful flower
Yours, why not?
In your womb   
This flower dwells
Yes, in your fruitful womb, my dear
Is neatly placed a most cherished 
gift 
Harness it and be happier 
Till it, like the farmland, 
And life will smile at you.
I know this:
I have travelled through the ways
Of prime and clime.

“Stranger-Girl”
by Sodiq Yusuf; Lagos, Nigeria

“A Beautiful World”
by Kelechukwu Ogu

Lagos, Nigeria

I feed on crumps.
A morsel a day,
Makes me shout hurray!
Upon my birth,
I was inducted in to a class rooted 
to the ground.
A thousasnd spontaneous voice
Of ours could make a significant 
sound.
Our Christmas tree,
Was a ten of ectasy a new 
     year gift,
A heap of red earth,
Our closiest neighbour,
Was always death,
Our decomposed skins,
Served as nutrients,
To plant seedlings.
Seldomly I view,
The television screen,
The only scene that 
     registers,
In my brain is the life of 
     celebrities,
A life so pleasant, while mine 
Is full of miseries.

On an expedition,
To improve my crippling world,
I was astounded by the wisdom, 
On display, 
By an erect Creature of flesh and 
blood.
The following words, 
Caused a surge in me,
I evolved,
From being a scourge,
That catalised the expulsion,
Of my former nature of brutality.
“The continuous renewal,
Of your life brings with it,
The gift of hope.
Each life has a purpose,
To find yours you have to,
Eliminate vices which are your 

major foes.
Stand tall and defeat all,
Who trample upon you,
With their feet,
Using the barrels,
Of their weapons for destruction,
Rise above  the cloud,
Of violence, 
and find peace within yourself.”
From that glamorous event, 

I became creative,
I transferred my energy towards 
being productive,
Instantaneously,
I revesrsed the stagnation,
Of my impoverished class.
The world could be beautiful, 
If only, we are peaceful,
And helpful.

RESPONSE to 
“A Beautiful World” 

(by Kelechukwu Ogu)

-By Jayen Daisy; Riverdale, 
Maryland

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . . . 
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“Something that bothers me a lot is wars. I am really frustrated 
about people dying everyday. Every single person in the world 

should be thinking about PEACE which can lead us to 
COLLABORATION that will move everybody to SUCCESS.” 

–Justine Wairimi; Riverdale, Maryland

“Hope”
by Adebowale Yewande

Lagos, Nigeria

One day consensus opinion will hold sway
Sadly, that day is not today
With the happenings in the Nigerian socio-political scene
One cannot but think the end is near
When all and sundry live in fear
The conditions under which the poor live, simply obscene

In the midst of all this, the Nigerian spirit is always one of hope
For there is no situation under which we cannot cope
A voice refusing to be drowned
Even the guns cannot quench our thirst
For true democracy must be crowned
Once upon a time we always came first

As giants we once were
Oh! How the mighty have fallen here
For avarice and self-centeredness has taken its toll
The long term effect has made heads roll

The Nigerian spirit, the Nigerian dream
One day, our streets will be clean
One day, our leaders will be true, that day I’ll scream
The day they start saying what they mean
That day power will be stable
That day every Nigerian will have food on the table

One day the unborn child will leap for joy in its mother’s womb
Saying a silent word of prayer to its maker without pain
For making it Nigerian, even in the tomb
Heroes past will shout in glee for their labour had not been in 
vain

One day, we would wear our green and white with pride
One day, our passports we shall flaunt and not hide
One day, one day maybe I will say,
 I am proud to be a Nigerian, that day sadly is not today

Only feeble souls have wishes
For we all have traded our beauty for ashes
Status quo I shall never maintain
This present mindset I cannot retain
I can, I will, I must
For posterity will judge us
For low morality
We can, we will, we must
Strive to make our dreams, our reality.

“Talk”
by Onafeso Moboluwarin

Lagos, Nigeria

When is time right to feed an evil ear 
with good word?
Why does the righteous mouth shiver 
before the guilty ear?

Albeit the back of the bold tongue carries 
the rod,
And the wicked guilty ears are born by 
the crown,
Yet the jailer of liberation is fear of the 
rod.
He that keepeth his mouth, does he keep 
his life or let it down
Solomon, wise one! illuminate my dark 
skull, let’s reason together,
For woe is a people who lack the one that 
talks

What glory is to the orator? when the 
social weather,
he fails to influence, for how can society 
walk without our talk,
when  your head pays for the usefulness 
of your tongue.
Then  you have kept your life, the life of 
society, the life of relevance

Talk when expedient, say the mind of 
God.
Even if on victory day, your head would 
not be there.

cultural pride
       &
  using words     
    for action
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“I think about 
my family and 
how to help 
them. I can help 
them by getting 
a job and help-
ing them out. I 
can also get good 
grades. I want to 
help them be-
cause my moth-
er is by herself, 
so I would want 
to help her eco-
nomically and 
help her have less 
stress by giving 
her good news 
on my grades.” 

“My issue is I miss my mom. Solution: I will call 
her sometimes, including my sister and brother.”

“I would say I really 
don’t have a resolution to 
solving my problem, but I 
know what I’m supposed 
to do. I could start by 
looking at the real friends 
and think of what makes 
them unique and different 
from those I like to call 
fake friends or acquain-
tances. Supposedly I just 
have our issue of trust 
and opening up to a lot of 
people who may not even 
consider being friends. 
Notice, as the saying 
goes, “a real friend or a 
friend in need is a friend 
indeed.” My real friends 
would stand by me in 

improving relationships

times of pain and sorrow. 
They are there when I just 
broke up with my first 
girl friend and stand by 
me and tell me its ok. So 
what she has left you, that 
doesn’t make her the only 
girl in the world who you 
could some day come to 
love or feel more in love 
with. Relationships and 
friends come and go, but 
sometimes [leave] a great 
scar in our lives. As we 
know, scars always stay 
behind our skins, but it’s 
something we could just 
look into life and target. 
A lot of us don’t just bend 
to target and just move 

Friends and Relationships: My Resolution
on, when we always try 
to imagine the picture or 
impression on a friend’s 
face or loved one and we 
feel like breaking up or 
breaking the friendship 
is best. I feel more aware 
of what gets me close to 
others, friends come re-
ally fast and quick to me, 
but tend to also disappear 
really quick, sometimes 
it’s because I just did some 
unthinkable stuff or they 
just think it’s really… to 
love others. I will strive to 
be a leader with a strong 
head and no matter what 
let my feeling get in the 
way of things.”

Texts above and to the left by students in Riverdale, Maryland
“My solution to my problem would be to take a 
breath and relax. Once I’ve done that I can start 
to find the solution. My problem is ‘where do 
I get money for college?” and “Acceptance let-
ter” for the money I would try to apply to many 
scholarships and cross my finger to see if I get it. 
Apply to as many as I can… I would never get a 
loan because I would put myself in more debt. 
Now my second problem is if I get accepted to 
the college. I would try to apply as many as I can 
and be hopeful I get accepted. Always have faith. 
If I don’t get accepted to any college then the next 
thing would be community college.” 

– Elize Cordero; Riverdale, Maryland

 “The only problem I have in life is financial 
problem for college I applying for financial aid in 
the future also applying for scholarships should 
in case those two options don’t work out, I will 
have to go in for a loan at a bank in order to help 
me pay for collge. Since getting a loan is not free, I 
would make sure I pay every bit of penny I bor-
rowed back after I complete college.”

-Derrick Addo; Riverdale, Maryland

“Lack of money bothers me a lot. I believe you can change this situa-
tion by getting a job. Accomplishing my dreams make me unique. No 
one should stop you from doing what you want. Always be confident.” 

– By Muhammed; Riverdale, Maryland
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paying for school

--- My solution to my problem would be 
to take a breath and relax. Once I’ve done 
that I can start to find the solution...

“My name is Stephen Cole. I am from 
Nigeria. I came to the United States 2 
years ago. English and Yoruba is my 
official language and [I] am hoping to 
learn Spanish and Arabic. My mission 
in the United States is to be intelligent 
socially, physically, mentally and eco-
nomically. I want to joint the U.S. Army 
and Service in the U.S. government 
agency, then later become an “artist.” I 
would like to have a life in the U.S. and 
later with my country later on.” 
Drawing to the left also by Stephen Cole; Riverdale, Md.
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Connected with uni-
versity after “alternative 
break” service trip to 
Cuenca, through which 
University of Maryland 
has a partnership with 
the University of Cuenca.

Worked with professor in 
the English department; 
two students participated.

High school immigrant youth; 
after-school career program 
at Parkdale High School in 
Riverdale, Maryland (near 
Washington, D.C.)

“As the wave of our national 
future, they will strengthen 
our social fabric by not only 
remaining connected to their 
original cultures and beliefs, 
but also by participating fully 
in this country’s civic life.”

Every scar
gets
        deeper
and 
        worst.
They show
my feels
They make me
       feel better.
like I’m not alone
like I’m
        alive a
        way of
     [relief].

“What makes me different is that when I came to United 
states I was in middle school in one of my class I was the 
only black girl in the class. I felt lonely cause I didn’t have 
any friends… My problem already solved because now I’m 
in high school I have black and white friends and in my 
classes I’m not the only black girl and I don’t feel lonely.” – 
MT; Riverdale, Md. 

inner
strength

Poem above by a student in 
Riverdale; Md.

Drawing to the left by Frank-
lin Whez; Riverdale, Md.

solidarity & diversity

Drawing to the left by a student in Riverdale, Md.

Objective : To foster cross-cultural           
dialogue through literary expression.

First, participants wrote creative pieces sur-
rounding three broad themes:
 - Identity
 - Issues
 - Impact

Then, pieces were redistributed to participants 
in other nations. Participants created a second 
piece in response to themes in the piece they 
read that resonated with them.

Through reading about others’ identities and 
issues written in their own words, the goal was 
to inspire more understanding about others 
of different cultures and the realization that 
people from different places deal with similar 
problems. Ultimately, the purpose was to fos-
ter dialogue about how to collaboratively and 
peacefully address common problems.

Creative writing group at 
the University of Lagos, 
Nigeria

“The Weavers ... is not 
just a writers’ group; we 
have, as our objectives, 
the strongwill to write in 
order to right the wrongs 
in our society.”
-Sodiq Yusuf
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Jenin Refugee Camp

Motto: “generating cultural 
resistance”

“For the oppressed, the arts 
have always been and will 
always be a powerful tool 
against oppressors. For the 
Palestinian people, artistic 
expression is an integrated 
part of the struggle for justice, 
equality and freedom.”

-- participating groups -- 

The Weavers The Freedom Theatre University of Cuenca Liberty’s Promise

Methodology About the Author
Annika McGinnis, 19, is a University of Maryland stu-

dent majoring in journalism and (proposed) inter-
national development. She has minors in French and 

international development and conflict management.

As a college freshman and sophomore, McGinnis par-
ticipated in the two-year Honors Humanities program, a 
living-learning academic community that culminates in a 
“Keystone” project, an individual humanities-related cap-
stone. Interested in literature, building connections between 
developed and developing nations and working toward 
peaceful social change, McGinnis chose to create this mag-
azine in the hopes to foster cross-cultural dialogue about 
social issues through creative/literary forms of expression. 

McGinnis has experience serving and learning in Guate-
mala, Ecuador, Haiti and Nicaragua, through her school’s 
“alternative breaks” educational service program and the 
Social Entrepreneur Corps, an educational internship pro-
gram working with microcredit businesses in Nicaragua. 

She has interned for the McClatchy Newspapers Wash-
ington Bureau and Amnesty International and works as a 
senior staff writer and assistant news editor for the Dia-
mondback, the University of Maryland’s student newspa-
per. She hopes to serve in the Peace Corps and work as an 
investigative journalist in developing nations. 



identity
issues

IMPACt.
The world is globalizing. Previously isolated peoples, cultures and societies are 

becoming increasingly interconnected in a web stretching across economic, 
environmental and social sectors. But at the same time, stereotypes, intol-

erance and barriers between cultures abound. These issues hinder effective cross-    
cultural dialogue based on understanding of our common humanity. 

This magazine seeks to break down those barriers by exploring what makes us simi-
lar, rather than different. It utilizes the ancient medium of literary expresision, based 
on the historical success of “liberation” and “resistance” literature, to help people 
express themselves and seek creative solutions to their problems. Such literature in-
creases others’ understanding of peoples and problems and unites people under their     
common issues. 

Over two years, youth at a university in Nigeria, a refugee camp in Palestine, a 
university in Ecuador and a program for immigrant youth at a high school near 
Washington, D.C. contributed short stories, poems, essays, and drawings to this                    
magazine. They explored their unique identities, the issues they found in themselves, 
their homes or communities and ways they could begin to solve their problems. 
Through a system of exchange and creative response to other participants’ submis-
sions, the youth realized their similarities in problems they faced and began to work 
toward collaborative solutions. In our globalizing world, it is essential to develop 
such cross-cultural dialogue, especially for youth, who represent our hope for the fu-
ture. Only then can we begin to move beyond our differences to work toward global 
sustainability. Peace can, and will, begin with the pen.


