


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Femellectual is a multimedia feminist publication assem-

bled and edited annually by the Miami University Women’s 

Center. This year’s issue is an homage to the Zine format. Zines 

are self-published magazines that focus on art and stories ra-

ther than profit and marketing. 

We believe Zines showcase voices that are not often represent-

ed in mainstream media. The theme of this year’s publication is 

“Voices of the Voiceless” and we hope the text, art and poetry 

will inspire and challenge you. 

The Femellectual is a literary publication of the Women’s Cen-

ter; the contents reflect the views of the individual authors and 

contributors and not necessarily those of Miami University or 

the Women’s Center.  We continually solicit contributions for 

the Femellectual and are interested in highlighting the voices 

of Miami students.  If you are interested in submitting an es-

say, poem, or art piece, please contact The Femellectual  

editorial staff at femellectual@gmail.com. 
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The Autobiography of Alice 

Ilana Feldman 

 

“It means I could never be a model.” 

“What?” I had been investigating the shoes of the girl on the walk 

ahead of us. I was reminded then, a cosmic thought you could say, that the 

modern stiletto was invented by a man. Salvatore Ferragamo, if you partic-

ularly give a shit. I don’t.  

 “One of my eyes, it turns down in the corner like a cat’s. It 

makes my face kind of asymmetric.” 

“Tragic.”  

The girl swayed, and I counted the seconds before she righted 

herself. Through the last light of an already-sunk autumn sun pealed a cho-

rus of male laughter.  

“Stop guys,” she said with the affected lisp of the absurdly femi-

nine. “Ohmygod stop.” 

“Yeah, when you look at a model they aren’t necessarily always 

pretty. It’s just that their faces are so balanced.” Leah pulled out her ciga-

rettes. I counted. 

One-one-thousand. Two-one-thousand.  
“In that case I’m fucked,” I replied. “One of my eyes is smaller 

than the other.” 

“Well that’s true anyways because you’re short.” 

“I already knew that.” Bitch. “Anyways, I have no interest in hav-

ing a career being an object.” 

“Oh please.” She rolled her eyes. 

Three-one-thousand. 
“It’s true.” But it isn’t. The truth is I’ve never told the truth about 

anything important or trivial in my life, which basically amounts to I’ve 

never told something that wasn’t at least partially a lie. I used to do this 

thing where I would steal the pencil, say, or the hand cream of the girl next 

to me in school. Just right out of her desk when she wasn’t looking. Just 
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because I thought that it was better than mine. It wasn’t, but neither 

was that the point. The point was that I couldn’t have it; therefore I 

had to have it. Even if it meant having the damn thing in secret, 

pushed up between the pages of my math book until, eventually, I 

would forget it ever existed. That’s how I knew I would be the type 

of woman, the ideal woman, to do what I do. I could break a mar-

riage and carry that fact around with me like a pencil or a bottle of 

hand cream, put it down and forget about it. 

Leah coughed. “They’re not objects. To be an object you 

have to be sexy, and please illuminate for me a universe in which a 

freakishly centered nose and no ass equates to sexiness.” 

I chose not to reply. Simply nodded to the girl in front of us 

and the inverse relationship between the height of her shoes and the 

length of her skirt. One of her companions had his hand draped 

around her shoulders.  

“It’s because you’re single you’re so bitter.” Now I was the 

one being cruel.  

“Maybe I enjoy being single.” 

“Don’t lie.” 

 

The official 18th century answer to the question of the fe-

male libido was termed hysteria. Chinese men bound their daugh-

ters’ feet so they couldn’t run away from their future husbands. The 

first marketable form of birth control was a pill about the size of a 

horse tranquilizer. Two years out of grad school and I’d never 

fucked a stranger on a whim. This seemed to be the first essential 

step as I recalled increasingly distant female sexuality classes cen-

tered on the works of American expatriates and mustachioed reclus-

es. This thing called life, said stunted Chinese women to Sylvia 

Plath, only comes around the one time. And so I did. The distant 

friend of a friend, and at the end of the night when he offered me a 

roll of bills for the cab home I took it without counting. Four blocks 

from my apartment later and I had to ask the cabbie if he would stop 
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at the nearest ATM, as I doubted he could make change of a hun-

dred.  

Sex itself is the oldest trade in existence. But I wasn’t some 

child in lace up boots or a junkie in a back alley. I didn’t feel cheap. 

I was an independent, free-thinking woman with a liberal arts educa-

tion and a veritable bouquet of student loans. I could count my ro-

mantic tumbles on one hand while adding up the money I owed to 

friends on the other. Who was I to complain, then, that this world 

wasn’t forward thinking enough to dispel the essential trope of cen-

turies of human existence? Why shouldn’t I make a meal of it? In 

the end I donated the money to Goodwill and lay in bed with both 

hands folded neatly over the stifling sheets.  

 

“You never go out much. I never see you go out.” We were 

flipping through absurd CDs at the thrift shop around the corner 

from my flat. My roommate had brought back something tattooed 

and pierced the night before from the bar she tended. I had thought it 

best to make myself scarce.  

“I get out,” I said defensively, picking up Classic Christmas 

with Barry Manilow. “Honestly, why would someone ever want to 

get rid of this?” 

“You’re dodging.” 

The second day after the cab incident I had skipped work, 

walked all the way to the Victoria’s Secret on 5th Avenue. I’d pro-

ceeded to stare at the tourists milling around the entrance for a good 

five minutes before walked all the way home again. The third I spent 

thumbing through the phone book at my desk, looking for the very 

specific commercial subcategory of “boudoir photography.” On the 

fourth I took a phone number down in permanent ink on the back of 

my hand but didn’t call. A week later I was having a lunch meeting 

at which neither of us ordered anything and I was told I had excel-

lent tits. “I hope,” my companion had said with genuine regret. “You 
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will not make us pixilate them.” 

“We’ll go out. This weekend I’ll let you take me out.” 

This was clearly what Leah was after. 

“I knew you had it in you. Look, I’ll pay for the first 

round,” she offered. 

“It’s okay,” I said. “I’ve got it.”  

 

 Seven summers ago in Paris a friend and I agreed we 

would stop in one of the little tourist shops. The kind with the fluo-

rescent naked women illuminated against sheets of black plastic 

like garbage bags. Across the street les deux moulins rotated and 

burly Malians spit dip and hawked miniature Eiffel Towers. Inside 

we would find American specialty films from the ‘70s and water 

bottles shaped like penises. We would thumb something vinyl and 

shake our heads dismissively at vanilla scented and strawberry 

flavored. Only of course we never did. Never even made it over 

the threshold, just giggled nervously on a sidewalk lined with dog 

shit and recalled works by Gertrude Stein read and interpreted at 

the bottom of my back garden, our forearms pressed hotly together 

on a shared hammock.  

On the way back to our hotel we didn’t speak a word, just 

adjusted our summer scarves silently so the old women in pearls 

drinking absinthe at three o’clock in the afternoon wouldn’t know 

we weren’t fit to kiss their shoes.  

In bed that night I lay awake, listening to drunks shout 

smutty things from atop cars and garbage piles in a language that 

was already poetry, wanting desperately to shout back what they 

thought of a night with an American girl. 

If you’ve ever seen the Venus de Milo then you know two 

things. The first is that all mysteries eventually lose their attrac-

tion. The second is that you still desperately want to pull the sheet 

from around her hips. What you don’t know is that Venus, in her 

left hand had she one, is holding the golden apple that started the 

war for the most beautiful woman in the world.  
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Invisible Black Girl 
Amber Taylor  

 

11/3 
Dear white guy who sits next to me in lit class,  
 Today, you told me that I wasn’t like the 
others and you were obviously relieved by that 
discovery. I didn’t know what you meant by 
“the others” until you started to elaborate on 
how nice and well spoken I was.  
 Thank you for implying that the facets 
of my personality make me less in tune with 
my African American culture while also imply-
ing that most other black women are noisy 
and ignorant.  
From,  
 The only black person you’ve ever 
shared a classroom with. Ever. 
 

1/14 
Dear white girlfriend, 
 Don’t ask me to teach you how to be 
black ever again. How in the hell do you expect 
me to respond to something like that anyway?  
 No, just because your ass is fat, you 
date black guys, and you listen to music creat-
ed and performed by black people does not 
make you “practically black” or “blacker” than 
me.  
 Stop being a culture vulture.  
From,  
 Your only excuse to make yourself not 
seem racist. 
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p.s. Please stop saying your hair is “nappy”. And 
no, it will never be okay for you to use any vari-
ation of the word “nigga” around me. Black 
people’s oppression is not something you can 
take and use to make yourself look trendy.  
 

1/18 
Dear black man from Saturday night,  
 You assumed that I got off the wall be-
cause I wanted to dance to “Anaconda” and 
said to me, “I don’t see any point in you danc-
ing--you ain’t got no ass anyway.” For your in-
formation, I got up to get myself a drink. I had-
n’t planned on dancing for that specific reason 
anyway. You are not the first to tell me to not 
dance because of my body.  
 Don’t you find it funny that people as-
sume I need to know how to dance because I’m 
black, but then they take a second look at me 
and tell me that I don’t look black enough and 
that I need to leave the twerking to the “bad 
bitches only, thick bitches only.” 
 Many people, white, black, asian, mexi-
can, have told me these things. But dear black 
man, I wonder why you felt the need to go out 
of your way to make a complete stranger feel 
so uncomfortable about her body? Just from 
the look of your skin, anyone would be so quick 
to call you a thug, uneducated, and lazy, and 
any day of the week I would go out of my way 
to defend you from that kind of negativity. And 
any day of the week you are so quick to call 
black women “hoe,” “thot” and “bitch”. Why? 
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From,  
 A black woman who will always defend 
you from negative stereotypes  
 

1/20 
Dear black peer,  
 You are the president of the black femi-
nist group that I’m a proud member of. Or 
used to be a proud member of. Some days like 
today, I don’t feel so proud. In today’s meeting, 
I wanted to address the recent confrontations 
I’d been having. I thought it would be a good 
way to open up a group discussion on body 
shaming at least. But then I had to take a step 
back and look at the kind of organization 
you’re running.  
I wanted to come to you with these issues be-
cause I thought the group would be a good 
place to do it, but then I realized who this 
space was created for…. 
 This group caters to all the black women 
who have been told they have too much atti-
tude and too much ass to be considered wom-
en. Those black women who have been told 
that their skin was too dark and hair was too 
nappy to be considered beautiful. This group 
gives these black women a safe space to vent 
and be uplifted by other women. And I respect 
this space, and I am in some way a part of this 
space, but I am not these women.  
 I am an introspective girl, with a small 
frame and according to many, I am more 
“white” than “black.” I am not these women at 
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all, and this group has made it very clear that 
while it supports the stereotypical black wom-
an and her struggles, it doesn’t reach me.  
 This black feminism is for the “average” 
and I am not that. This feminism is not for me 
because it makes no room for me. So with that 
I would like to tell you that I will be leaving the 
group for a few weeks, so that I can have time 
to make a safe space for myself.  
 
With love,  
Invisible black girl 
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Reflections on my Birthday 

Anonymous 

I know how I should feel, how I am supposed to 

feel. It is my birthday today after all; only a handful 

of emotions are acceptable: gratitude toward those 

who send birthday greetings or gifts, happiness for 

some general reason, hope for the future, and so 

on. I'll try to feel these things, perhaps by the end 

of the day I will succeed, but for now I don't. I feel 

the opposite: weak, alone, afraid, vulnerable. There 

is no particular reason for me to feel this way, but I 

don't need one any more. 

 Ideas and feelings do not fall from the sky, 

they have a distinct material basis. The society we 

live in provides the material basis. It is a society of 

alienation, isolation, and individualism; a society of 

fear, death, and hopelessness. Our society is ruled 

by the blind forces of the capitalist economy; every-

one is vulnerable- just so many dollars and cents on 

some corporation's ledger and poverty is often 

more profitable than prosperity, failure more profit-

able than success- everyone is weak and alone- just 

isolated players playing a game rigged from the 

start. 

 Well I'm not playing. I don't like losing and I 

don't like watching other people lose for no reason- 
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lives, hopes, and dreams needlessly thrown away. 

Let's play a new game, one where everyone wins 

and has a chance to experience what life can really 

be. Yet before one can start playing a new game, it 

is necessary to put the old one away. That means 

revolution. It means the conscious entrance of the 

proletarian masses, who have hitherto been ex-

cluded from any meaningful participation in politi-

cal life, into the social sphere. It means building up 

vanguard organizations as the expression of the 

most politically conscious segments of the popu-

lation. It means irreconcilable struggle against rac-

ism, sexism, homophobia, transphobia, and all 

other such oppressions that stem from the funda-

mental oppression of class society. 

 Oppression does not appear out of no-

where, but has a definite material basis in the so-

cio-economic superstructure of society. No op-

pression can be said to be more important than 

any other or harder to endure- each experience is 

different and many impossible to compare without 

piling on assumption after assumption- and all 

must be ruthlessly struggled against, but as differ-

ent oppressions intersect and build on each other 

they create a hierarchy of sorts based on how 

closely each is related to the material superstruc-

16 



ture of society. The social superstructure can be 

simplified to the class relations within society. In 

that sense and that sense alone is it correct to 

speak of class oppression, the oppression of the 

bourgeois by the proletariat, to be the fundamen-

tal oppression in our society from whence all other 

oppressions ultimately stem. Class society is not 

the immediate cause for every oppression and in-

stance of oppression, but it is the root cause of all 

oppression (except ableism, which is its own mate-

rial basis and would exist as an idea- but not as 

social form- without class society) and the factor 

which makes the ideas of oppression possible to 

begin with. 

 Once the material basis of an oppression is 

removed, that oppression is in itself removed. It is 

necessary to struggle against all other oppressions 

in order to muster the forces to alter the socioeco-

nomic superstructure- to destroy class society- 

and once that has been achieved it is merely a 

matter of time (which is not to say that waiting 

around will achieve anything- history, after all, 

does nothing, achieves nothing, and possesses no 

armies, without the action of individual people) 

before all other oppressions are liquidated. The 

liquidation of oppression is the end of alienation 
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and individualism. It is the establishment of social-

ism and the only real hope for the future. 

 It seems that I'll succeed in inspiring the 

typical birthday emotions in myself. But that hap-

piness is merely superficial and transient; dust on 

the wind to be blown to pieces the instant I glance 

at anything beyond what is immediately to hand. 

The hope is the hope for the socialist revolution. 

And the gratitude for those who raised me not to 

be satisfied with anything less. 
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 As Far As the Voiceless Go, I Have a Lot to Say  

 Warning:  Raw and Unedited… but Honest 

                                 Anonymous 

 

 You want a voice?  I’ll give you a voice.  First 

off, I didn’t think I was unique enough to submit 

this because I’m white, straight, and male.  It 

shouldn’t take courage to be vulnerable, but that’s 

all anyone has ever told me.  Or that it’s a weak-

ness.   

 My friends have told me that I’m overbear-

ing when I’m happy, and I’m impossible to be 

around when I’m sad.  I’m sad because I’ve been 

dealing with anxiety and depression since I was 8 

years old, and ever since I was in middle school 

there have been days that I’ve woken up in con-

stant pain, vomiting and cramping.  Doctors told 

me that it was in my head, and because of that I’ve 

always had issues with self-loathing and guilt.   

 Only last year I learned that I had Crohn’s 

Disease.  It’s chronic, but treatable.  It had never 

been my fault.  Surgery got rid of the pain.  But I 

still have days where I’m afraid of what the future 

holds.  I’m not afraid of dying.  When someone 

learns that about me they think I’m lying.  I’m 

afraid of pain.  That’s what I have to overcome in 

my daily life, my friendships, and any time that I try 

to do something big.  I’m afraid of the pain.  Of 

someone telling me they don’t care, or one more 

person telling me I have too much baggage, or 

telling myself that I shouldn’t try because the pay-

off of effort is outweighed by my fear of failure. 

19 



It’s not always like this, though.  Less and less every 

day of my life.  I have three things in my life that 

allow me to recognize that I’m worth something: 

1. Writing 

2. Philosophy 

3. God 

These are the three things that tell me that it’s 

okay to hurt.  That it’s okay to try.  That’s why I de-

cided to major in Creative Writing and Philoso-

phy.  While you’re looking at Yik Yak, I’ve thought 

of three new plotlines and planets by dinner every 

day.  The real struggle is to put it onto paper.  I 

have to fight the feeling that I’m not a good writer, 

that nobody will read what I write, that I’m wasting 

my time.  It doesn’t help when all of my friends, at 

best, are patronizingly apathetic about my life 

choices, and at worst, openly jab me about my de-

cisions.   

 Doing something for yourself is ultimately 

more rewarding, but it’s much lonelier than going 

with the crowd.  Nietzsche taught me that.  Lots of 

other philosophers taught me that.  Socrates was 

killed for doing what he loved.  Something I’ve 

been thinking about recently is the fact that free 

will might not exist, and in reality we only think we 

have a choice in the matter because we don’t know 

what’s going to happen.  Baruch Spinoza.  That fas-

cinates and terrifies me.  I want to talk about that 

with someone.  But whenever I try to, what I’m re-
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ally doing is wasting the time of a business or pre-

med major, who has real work to do, and real aspi-

rations.   

 I do believe in God.  Before you click the X 

in the corner, it’s not the white bleeding Jesus on 

the cross.  I believe in a love incarnate, in a story 

too true to be a lie, a lineage and birthright that I 

have experienced every day of my life.  God talks 

to me.  I talk back.  But I can never be a part of Cru, 

or Navigators, or something like that.  And that 

makes me the saddest.  In that way I’m the most 

alone.  In those organizations, they believe that 

homosexuality is something to be fixed, and that a 

woman’s place as a housewife has been ordained 

by God.  As if God sits in heaven with a penis, and 

actually chose men to be better. 

 My mother has always been the breadwin-

ner in our home, and growing up, many of my par-

ents’ friends were gay.  They often came over to 

my house for dinner, and they became those 

adults that occupy your life in the background 

while you play with Legos.  I was introduced to the 

concept of homosexuality at a young age, and 

honestly it never bothered me.  And if you really 

think about Jesus, or God, why would it bother 

them either?  The answer is it doesn’t.  God has 

one command:  love.  That’s it.  And telling a group 

of people that how they were born needs to be 

changed isn’t love.  It’s hate.   

 When I was in the hospital for a month last 
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semester, nobody from the bible study I was in or 

the youth group I was in (I won’t name names) 

came to visit me, and only one person texted me 

telling me they were praying for me.  Let me tell 

you, one text telling you that someone is praying 

for you, when they probably aren’t (I’ve played 

that card before), doesn’t help when you are hav-

ing a garden hose sized tube shoved down your 

throat as you vomit blood.  My “heathen” friends 

came.  They showed me more love of Jesus than 

what I’ve ever known from college Christians.   

 I like writing.  I like talking philoso-

phy.  Most importantly though, I love talking 

about God.  But my friends immediately all clear 

the room whenever I mention the topic.  No 

joke.  And the people that want to talk about 

God think I’m wrong.  Which is fun.   

 

In review:  I write about my thoughts and about a 

loving God, and nobody seems to want to hear 

what I have to say.  I am a liberal Christian in a 

conservative ecosystem, and I have to deal with a 

chronic disease at the point in time when most 

other kids my age just have to worry about their 

fake ID or hangover. 

I might not have a voice, but there’s no way I’m 

keeping quiet.   
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Black Faculty Stand Up:  

The (Risky, but Necessary) Fight for Equity 

Dominique C. Hill, Stephen John Quaye, and  

Mahauganee D. Shaw 

 

There is this illusion 

academe is absolved 

Absolved from racism, sexism, and homophobia 

somehow it is post injustice, 

We 

Know 

Better 

 

As critical educators invested in enhancing, in par-

ticular, the quality of life for people marginalized 

and dismissed by structural inequality, we bear 

witness to (and experience microaggressions that 

everyday remind us of how many perceive our 

Black bodies as problems.) These moments that 

appear and are discussed, on Miami’s campus, are 

but symptoms of a larger cultural ailmentthe 

inability for us to empathize with those different 

from us and see how our own humanity is tied in 

others’ humanity. As a result, the three of us 
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came together to create space for recognizing 

and utilizing anger as a tool for change. Aware 

that anger is often situated as a fleeting emotion, 

we sought to engender a movement, to make 

room for collective ongoing action. 

 So what does it feel like to be a Black (in all 

of its complexity) faculty member at Miami?  

It feels like...exhaustion, mentally, emotionally, 

physically 

an inability to find the words 

anger bubbling over onto itself 

disconnecting to reconnect as a healthier version 

of yourself 

an intense need and desire to act, to be seen and 

heard 

a desire to be a catalyst for the changes needed 

in this environment 

*** 

We are Black faculty members who work on a 

predominantly White campus. Death and violence 

that result from fear of Black bodies do not make 

sense to us. So, we choose to devote portions of 

our time and energy to providing space and op-

portunity for ourselves and other likeminded 

people to give a platform to our voices and 

movement to our hopes. This year, we have creat-

ed space, opportunity, platforms, and movement 

through the Mobilizing Anger Collective (MAC). 

The 
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MAC was borne in 2014 in the wake of multiple 

killings of unarmed Black males by local police 

officers in different cities, and resultant grand 

jury decisions not to indict the officers responsi-

ble for their deaths. Out of a collective sense of 

urgency to act and a shared need to connect, 

discuss, reflect, and emote in that moment, the 

group was formed. The MAC is a stratified group 

of Miamiaffiliated people (undergraduate and 

graduate students, staff, and faculty) and institu-

tional neighbors who are committed to disrupt-

ing the daily norms that allow systemic issues 

and social injustices to perpetuate. 

 On April 8, 2015, the MAC held a silent 

protest on campus to bring attention to the 

ways in which the daily norms of Miami’s cam-

pus are marginalizing and alienating for many of 

us who exist in this space. We chose to engage 

in a silent protest to draw attention to the ways 

our bodies are often seen as a problem and to 

use our bodies to disrupt normal practices that 

contribute to oppression and being not seen. As 

the late Civil Rights Activist, Bayard Rustin, stat-

ed, “The only weapon we have is our bodies, and 

we need to tuck them in places so wheels don't 

turn.” Following Rustin’s guidance, we used our 

bodies as our voices to interrupt, shake up, and 

awaken our campus and community to the ne-

cessity of justice. 

 The protest was powerfulmany gathered 

the evening before to create signs for 
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themselves and others to carry during the protest. 

We wore shirts that read: “Ask me how it feels to be 

labeled a problem.” Although many people passing 

by read our signs, some even commenting, we do 

not think anyone ever actually asked any of the pro-

testers how it feels to be them on this campus. The 

protest moved through the heart of campus, stop-

ping at three prominent and symbolic locations 

along the way: the front lawn of Roudebush Hall; the 

HUB, where the University seal is inset into the 

ground; and the stage of the Shade Family Room, 

where Miami’s “Code of Love and Honor” provides 

the backdrop. At each stop along the way, more 

people gathered into the protest, many carrying their 

signs that they made at home. It was encouraging to 

watch the group grow in numbers (around 65 people 

at its peak) and diversity as the protest continued. 

 At the end of the protest, we noticed that our 

protest had become a topic of discussion on Yik Yak. 

Many of the yaks (that would be messages posted 

inside YikYak, for the Yik Yakless among us) were 

negative, racist, and sexist, indicating the annoyance, 

disrespect, and lack of understanding with which our 

bodies were viewed as we silently moved through 

the campus. It was surprising to learn how aggres-

sively our silent presence was received by those 

“yakkers” whom we encountered along our path.  

 Our presence was viewed aggressively,  

our purpose was assumed to have illintent, and the 
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discussion of this continued inside of the anony-

mous environment where many members of Mi-

ami’s community gather to dispense the hateful and 

disparaging thoughts that do not deserve to be 

spoken or engaged. Seeing this, some within the 

MAC, and likely others within the Miami community 

who are supportive, began to yak back with positivi-

ty and challenge the problematic statements.  New 

yaks about the protest were still being posted so far 

into the afternoon that people logging into YikYak 

later in the day were actively asking where to find 

the protesters on campus. With a goal to disrupt 

campus norms, privileged thinking, and discrimina-

tory behavior, we count the protest a success. Not 

only did it provide a space for the MAC to be to-

gether and active, it created chatter around campus, 

in both physical and virtual spaces; chatter that on 

more than one occasion, hopefully, turned into con-

versations about the dominant culture on this cam-

pus and the environment that it creates. Ultimately, 

we want to see our surrounding community infused 

with justice, positivity, love, equity and hope, and we 

are determined to work continually to spark move-

ment in that direction. The MAC is a group that is 

and will remain flexible enough to be reinvigorated 
and redirected by exigent issues and energy as time 

passes.  
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It means resisting the illusion presented 

and perpetuated. 

It means taking a stand 

Asking difficult questions 

Demanding answers 

taking up space 

creating entry points for others 

showing compassion for everyone, espe-

cially those who don’t receive it regularly 

accepting the risk of being misunderstood 

and undervalued 

staying awake 

It means 

Since we know better, 

We do better. 

We stand for justice. 

SO WHAT DOES IT MEAN TO STAND UP AS BLACK 

FACULTY COMMITTED TO EQUITY AND ERADICAT-

ING INJUSTICE? 
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Untitled 

Anonymous  

 I bought a Snapple today. On the in-

side of every Snapple lid is a fun fact some-

thing to read while you enjoy your drink. 

Mine said “Thomas Jefferson invented the 

coat hanger”. Upon further research he actu-

ally invented the predecessor of what would 

be the wooden clothes hanger as believed by 

some historians.  

 I chuckled at the fact that Snapple 

would commemorate such a deed from a man 

who had such a hand in much more histori-

cally significant innovations. But the mind of 

a modern person has come to the habit of 

darting in so many directions that they prob-

ably cannot be bothered to sit down and in-

vestigate the feats of Jefferson in all of their 

entirety.  

 I do think it’s important to remember 

though that he invented the wooden hanger 

or at least what is arguably a predecessor of 

it. He lives in infamy for accomplishing so 

much of such significant value and none of us 

know the full extent of his influence.  Yet, 

that Snapple bottle could help us to redeem 
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him to the spot in history he deserves.  

 I think that it’s rather appropriate to 

name Thomas Jefferson as the proprietor of 

a tool that is so routinely used for scrapping 

out the blood and flesh from an unwanted 

encounter from a woman who has been in-

vaded against her will. How fitting to be 

deemed the grandfather of an invention 

used for the ripping and tearing of fragile 

flesh that gathers scars and heals awkward-

ly. To cite him for his efforts in inflicting 

wounds always ripped open and festering 

because they cannot be given time to heal 

before they are invaded over and over again. 

How tactical to remind us of the only type of 

incident when the voiceless finally got to 

speak. Screaming in pain from the efforts of 

an American hero. 

 What an appropriate epigraph to sum 

up the massive history of a figure who con-

tinues to dodge the credit he is due. Right on 

Snapple right on.  
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