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The Black Lesbian Rises
I welcome everyone to the June Issue of Lesbians are Miracles Magazine, a collaboration between 
the Black Lesbian Archives and Lesbians are Miracles. 

The takeover in NYC was like a movie! We got to catch up with Lisa from Henrietta Hudson, one 
of the last lesbian bars to exist, and Ms. Alyce Emory and Wen Peguero from Beyond Bold and 
Brave, who organize the Black Lesbian Conference. I also want to give a shout out to Salsa Soul, 
one of the first Black lesbian organizations in the U.S. All representing NYC! You are appreciated 
and your stories will forever live on!  

The Black Lesbian Rises speaks to the embodiment of the Black woman, the Black lesbian rising 
from the ashes like the phoenix! Throughout LGBTQ+ history, there has been an intentional 
erasure of lesbians, specifically Black lesbians, and of our revolutionary contributions around the 
globe!

I’ve seen the Legacy of our Elders (Owl and Wise alike), the shoulders that we stand on be 
disrespected within and often suppressed from the community. Young and even elder lesbians shy 
away from claiming and being lesbian because of stigmas, societal expectations, and the lack of 
understanding of our true herstory. 

But if you only knew how rich we are! How rich our stories are! It’s a time to get back to our 
roots. We come from lineages of godmothers, elders, and ancestors that had a vision, not for 
just lesbians but for the entire world. Archivists, builders, artists, holistic health practitioners, 
astrologers, warriors, activists. Everything we are. 

We Rise because there’s a transformative power in the Black lesbian.

We Rise for the women that have paved the way for us. 

We Rise because we’ve always been here! 

For those of y’all reading this, know that you are heard, seen, and loved! Take time to go on 
that journey of self-discovery, start the conversation, whatever that looks like for you. Ask the 
questions, talk it out, cry it out, laugh, research, listen to understand, and remain open. This 
world is changing every day and we need each other right now more than you know. 

Sending my love. 

RISE! 
Krü Maekdo 
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Welcome to the Lesbians Are Miracles and Black 
Lesbian Archives Collaboration, y’all! Shout out to 

Lia and Lory over at Lesbians are Miracles for creating the 
space! 

My name is Kru Maekdo and I’m the founder of the Black 
Lesbian Archives. The BLA was created on June 25, 2017, 
in Williamsburg, Virginia, to build community, educate, 
and preserve our culture! 

After searching the ethernets for lesbian content, I found 
myself craving something deeper to get a better sense 
of myself, who I am now. I stumbled on a documentary 
called “The Last Lesbian Bars in America” and realized 
that the spaces we go to connect were slowly closing down. 
I figured that if these places were no longer available to 
us, “then where the hell could you go?” The same day, the 
Black Lesbian Archives was born! 

Much love to Tracy, the Windy City Times, the Chicago 
Reader, and Imani Rupert-Gordon at Affinity Community 
services and the National Center for Lesbian Rights for 
your support and seeing the vision when I got to Chicago. 

Thank you Kristen Kaza and Ruby Western for the 
inspiration during the “Lost and Found: Exploring Dyke 
Spaces of the 70s & 80s” exhibit at Reunion Chicago, 
Gerber/Hart for the BLA opening reception in 2018, 
Artemis Singers, E Nina J, and Lucy Lu at Womb Poetry! 
The Affinity Family! And everybody who showed love in 
2019 for the nine day tour stop, Philly, DC, and NYC!

Gearing up for the Mobile Herstory Bus Grassroots Tour 
in 2022!

(blacklesbianarchives.wix.com/info/projects/herstory) 

patreon.com/blacklesbianarchives for behind the scenes 
footage of the BLA!

Stay tuned! Follow the @blacklesbianarchives! 

If you would like to support the Black Lesbian Archives, you 
can visit blacklesbianarchives.wix.com/info/support. t

Black Lesbian Archives x Lesbians are Miracles
by Krü Maekdo

http://(blacklesbianarchives.wix.com/info/projects/herstory)
http://patreon.com/blacklesbianarchives
http://blacklesbianarchives.wix.com/info/support
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I’m writing this from St Thomas at 5:30 a.m., watch-
ing the sun rise from the patio. And it’s breathtak-
ing. This is my first time being here and my first 
time catching the sunrise. All of this is to say that as 
I sit back and reflect, waiting for this issue to drop, 
it really hits home for me how far I’ve come. Every-
thing has come back full circle...up until this point. 

There was a point in time when I was masking who 
I truly was, living life day by day, going through 
the motions. After graduating college, I had a good 
job, my own place. The fam cool because at least I 
got a “real” job with benefits. I 
remember waking up the first 
couple of months, going to work, 
thinking, “I can do this...this is 
life.” But I was struggling inside 
because I knew something in 
me was missing. As months 
began to pass, I really started to 
question what life, what living, 
truly was.

I had my first spiritual awaken-
ing, and my perspective of the 
world began to shift. I started to 
grow tired of keeping up with 
appearances just to appease soci-
etal norms. I remember showing up to work, finding 
a quiet place where no one could see me, and just 
letting the tears fall. I didn’t understand at the time 
what was wrong. I started to ask myself more and 
more questions. Deep down, there was a FIRE 
BURNING in me that was screaming to come out. 

The calling grew stronger to the point where I 
couldn’t ignore it. (By the way, y’all, I was out lesbian 
at this point; I just didn’t claim it till later.) There 
was a point where I felt like I was living a double 
life. One included a wig on my head and clothes I 
bought for visiting family so that I could “keep the 
peace,” and the other was where I was free to do me. 
One where I was working the 9-5 that paid the bills 
and the other where I was producing a radio show 
and DJing the other half of the day. 

The two lives contradicted themselves. I was tired 
of feeling like a fraud and I wasn’t fulfilled. I needed 
more. I became so exhausted because I could feel in 

my soul who I was becoming. The docile, coopera-
tive (always been a rebel at heart, though—don’t get 
it twisted) being who lived a life for everyone else 
but me was slowly dying. The Phoenix was ready to 
emerge.

 I decided to pick up and eventually leave to ATL. 
Some thought I was crazy because I didn’t have a 
plan, but something was calling me to go, to blaze 
a new path. I listened. I was over the idea of lead-
ing my life for other people. I took a real look at 
myself in the mirror and realized something had to 

change; something had to die to 
be reborn. It wasn’t anyone else 
outside of me...it was me. The 
real me. So, I dropped my mask 
and started to feel that fire RISE 
within me as I embraced my 
wings. 

It’s an ongoing process, like the 
Phoenix’s cycle of death and 
rebirth. But each time you go 
through, you come out stronger, 
more raw, and wiser than the 
last time. I no longer fear these 
cycles. I’m starting to embrace 
them, lean into these uncomfort-

able yet exhilarating changes in my life. Once I truly 
began to accept myself for exactly who I am, my 
world started to look different.  

I no longer needed validation from anyone else but 
me and I started to see life clearer. I started stand-
ing firm in my own decisions and the vision I had 
for myself, my community, and the world. I grew 
through my ascension process, but my spirit re-
mains the same, and that will never change. 

To my fam, spiritual guides, ancestors, and every-
body who has supported through this journey: 
Nothing but gratitude and love for y’all.

THE BLACK LESBIAN RISES

 Krü t

ASCENSION OF THE PHOENIX by Krü Maekdo
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Niki Lopez

Take Off My Mask
by Niki Lopez

I want you to 
take off my many masks 
and see me 
naked.
 

Not physically naked, 
see my soul.  
My being.
 

Not my eyeliner, 
but my third eye. 
My aura.
 

Not my foundation, 
but my heart.  
My secret thoughts.
 

My victories, 
my past, 
my demons, 
my fears, 
my future.
 

See me.  
All of me.
 

Take off my mask  
And hug me
from the inside.
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Beyond Bold & Brave
Krü Maekdo speaks with Alyce Emory and Wen Peguero of Beyond Bold and Brave, 

organizers of the Black Lesbian Conferences of 2016 and 2018. (Photography by Lory Lyon)

on Madison, and the reason she created it is 
because she went to other Meetup groups, 
and she was the token. She was fetishized 
and all sorts of things, and so she created 
her own group. I got invited to one of the 
parties, which was an interesting party for 
me because I had to explain myself, and 
that was the first time that people asked me 
how I identified, and I didn’t even know 
what the terminology was, so I just said, 
“I’m me.” And then from “Me,” it turned 
into, “I’m no label,” and things progressed 
from there. The scene at the time was very, 
I would say, based on heterosexual norms. 
So, it was who dressed or presented as 
feminine, and who was masculine. Anyone 
in between was seen kind of like an outcast. 
I think that people in my age group are still 
suffering from that kind of thinking. So it 
was a very interesting time, and we also had 
to deal with a lot of discrimination. Our 
parties would get canceled day of, we would 
show up to venues after a deposit would be 

paid and we’d be locked outside, sometimes promoters got into 
fights so you’d be in the middle of a party ordering your first 
drink and the fire department would show up, so there was a lot 
of interesting little things that would happen at lesbian clubs at 
the time. But the club for me was how I created community in 
the beginning. Even when social media and smartphones and 
personal computers became more prevalent, I preferred interact-
ing with people personally, so the club was the place where I met 
people, created the first connection, and the ball just kept rolling 
from there. 

Alyce: I came out later. And that was tied into my wellness 
journey, if you will, with therapy and such. So I had to make my 
way, I don’t want to say by myself, but I was scared. I didn’t know 
where to go, I wasn’t a club person anyway, and I’m still not, to 
this day. But I didn’t know, and I got in a relationship with this 
woman, and we went to some places. We went to Henrietta’s, 
we went to RF Lounge, which was not far from Henrietta’s. It 
was called Rubyfruit. This was way back in the days. Rubyfruit 
Lounge is actually a book, one of the books that brought out—I 
can’t remember when it was published, in the 60s or 70s—that 
centered on lesbian life. The lounge being called Rubyfruit—that 
was groundbreaking, that was historical. 

Anywho, I had a relationship, and the relationship was cool 
because she helped me navigate some things, but I had to leave 
it because it wasn’t a healthy situation. But as I navigated I began 
to meet people who were very kind, who were Black lesbian, 
white, what have you, and we were able to do some things to-
gether. I was forming a community, and part of that community 
was, “What kind of work am I supposed to be doing?” And that 
morphed into going to things like African Ancestral Lesbians 

When y’all came to New York, what was 
the community like in that time? Were 
there particular spaces that you used to 
go to? And what was it like being able to 
cultivate those spaces in those times? 

Wen: Well, first of all, I identify as gen-
der non-conforming. I do identify as a 
lesbian, but I’m also gender non-con-
forming. I have been queer since the 
minute I opened my eyes. When I didn’t 
have the words, I had actions. My mom 
tried to put me in a dress all the time, 
and finally I just got naked in school 
for two days in a row, and she got the 
message. But, with that said, I tried, 
and I attempted to be as heterosexual 
as I possibly could. When I got to the 
dating age, because I was kind of slow, 
it just didn’t work out. I didn’t really 
come out until my late 20s. And I don’t 
call it “coming out,” I say “confirming,” 
because everyone was like, “Oh, yeah, 
we knew.” No one was ever shocked. Not even the men I dated. 

But even before I was out, I was always participating in the 
LGBT community, because my mom started me early as an 
activist in the community, and we would go to different types 
of protests and marches. The first protest that I marched on my 
own was the AIDS walk. I was probably a teenager. So I was 
always somehow in the community, but I didn’t realize that I 
was part of the community at the time. 

My first lesbian bar was on Seventh Avenue, and it was called 
Nanny’s. It seemed to be the bar of preference for Black lesbi-
ans. Everyone else was either at Henrietta’s or Cubbyhole, and 
then there was Nanny’s. Nanny’s was a very interesting place, 
and I remember the first time I went there, it was probably the 
same feeling children get when they go to Disneyworld. It was 
an experience of, “Finally. I am home.” Because I saw people 
that looked like me, that dressed like me, and that were doing 
all the things that I wanted to do, and I just didn’t have the 
place for it. Nanny’s was just the best. If you were questioning 
or whatever, and someone asked you and you were Black, they 
sent you to Nanny’s. 

And after Nanny’s closed down for the millionth time and never 
opened back up, some of the promoters from Nanny’s started 
doing parties at different venues. So the party would move 
around. And you would have to look out for posters, and then, 
when these chat rooms came around, and this service called 
Meetup.com came around, Black lesbians began making dif-
ferent groups. I’m actually also the director of a Meetup group 
called Dollhouse, which is, to date, the largest Black lesbian 
meetup group. It was not created by me, it was created by Dev-
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all of those things. 

So then I went to a very dear friend of mine, she’s also a mentor. 
Her name is Kim Ford. Kim Ford has a history of this city of 
strong, legendary work, advocacy for women, Black women, les-
bians, all that. She’s done work with Astraea, she was on the board 
of the Audre Lorde project, and she’s just a wonderful sister. And 
she knows everybody. So I said, “Kim, we’ve got to do something. 
I want to create something for us.” She says, “Let’s do it.” And after 
a few days, we’re sitting like this, at the kitchen table, for hours, 
writing down the notes. What do we want it to be, who is it for, 
why are we doing this, and then, how do we make it happen? You 
gotta know the why and then the who before you can step out 
there to get support. And we had focus groups who consisted of 
brains that had gone before, legs and arms and bodies who had 
done the work. And sure indeed, that’s how it started. This is in 
2014. 

Then, we put it together. We 
wrote it up. We said, this is what 
we want to do. We want to create 
this space for Black lesbians to 
come together. Non-exploitive, 
authentic and supportive, so we 
can hear what folk are doing. 
And we just did it. One of the 
toughest things we had to do was 
define, what is a Black lesbian? 
We had to make a definition for 
ourselves. And the first thing we 
both agreed on was that it had 
to include our trans sisters. So, 
we are a collective of cisgen-
der, transgender folk who live, 

identify, and present as lesbian. And that includes Afro-Latina, 
Afro-Latinx, Afro-Caribbean, Diaspora, all of those folk who also 
identify as queer, gender-nonconforming. That took a long time. 
It’s not about being exclusionary, it’s about being inclusionary 
as we possibly can. We also believe that before we can really do 
strong work in the broader community and environment, we have 
to be strong ourselves, and we get strong home. 

The conference came first because we wanted to hear from 
community. The name was there, but the organization, we hadn’t 
developed yet. We had the conference in 2015. Barnard said 
yes, come. They hosted us. And it was a smash. We sold out, the 
presenters were dynamite, we got the Proclamation from Gale 
Brewer—thank you, Gale—that year, as well. That one was for 
Beyond Bold and Brave and the conference. And we decided to 
keep moving. We did another one, same thing. And through that, 
we have been connected to, in some very tangible ways, folk who 
are doing work all over. We start thinking about New York City, 
New Jersey—we ended up with people coming from Manchester, 
UK, coming from Canada, sisters came from Belize—so, again, it’s 
great work, but it’s also very satisfying work. And that’s how this 
happened.

Now, some of our partners that we garnered for this, I had worked 
with before. Again, NYC Black Pride, The Circle of Life Celebra-
tion and Pride Memorial, the one and only here in New York City 

United for Societal Change (AALUSC). They hosted Kwanzaa, 
they hosted different events, and I would just go. I would walk 
into the Kwanzaa, and there are all of these women, Black, queer, 
lesbian. And I gravitate towards butch, masculine of center sisters. 
I love y’all. I walk in that room, and you talk about overwhelming. 
All colors, shapes, sizes, presentations, you name it, they’re there, 
and we are all there together, as a collective, celebrating Kwanzaa, 
and what’s important—celebrating family. I loved it. And I said, 
“Oh, this is home. This is where I’m supposed to be.” I started 
signing up for committees, doing that kind of work. The places to 
meet were the organizations—AALUSC would hold something, 
sometimes the LGBTQ center would hold something. And it was 
moving through those communities and individuals that I made 
my way to NYC Black Pride. I ended up working with them for 
about five years. And through my work with them, received a 
Proclamation. We were on the planning committee, as was Wyn—
that’s when Wyn and I met. 

NYC Black Pride opened 
up the door to even more 
things, grassroots work, 
LGBTQ Black folks, opened 
up my world to the ballroom 
scene, the families. Hector 
Xtravaganza, legend, icon in 
the ballroom community—
he was at those committee 
meetings with us. It was 
beautiful, and I learned a lot. 
The Proclamation is because 
I launched the very first, and 
only at the time, activities 
centering on Black LGBTQ 
Elders. We called it a Salute 
to Our Seniors. We had health information, one year we had what 
we called a Senior Spa, we had these intergenerational discussions, 
and it was just a joy.

What year did y’all start the first Black Lesbian Conference? 

Alyce: In the 1980s, there was something out in the Bay Area. 
There was also something here, too, at Hunter College, in the 80s. 
We acknowledge that whenever we talk about our piece, because 
we want folks to understand that Beyond Bold and Brave Inc. and 
the Black Lesbian Conferences we’ve been producing, we do not 
do this in a vacuum. Yes, we had the idea, but the idea had already 
been developed and happened in the Universe, and we just see 
what we’re doing as part of a continuum. 

We developed this project in response to something that hap-
pened to me. I went to an event that advertised programming for 
Black lesbians, our trans brothers and sisters, intersex brothers 
and sisters. So I came, and the queer brothers go first. Great pre-
sentation, but they were allowed to go longer, which meant that it 
encroached on the time for the Black lesbians to go on. So when 
they finished, the event producer decides to combine the panel for 
Black lesbians, and the one for our trans brothers and sisters, and 
our intersex brothers and sisters. If that was the intent at the be-
ginning that’s one thing, but it wasn’t. And I was insulted, because 
I felt, here we go again. We’re being disrespected, dismissed, and 
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specifically designed for—but welcoming to everybody—but 
designed with LGBT folk in color in mind as a place where they 
can grieve in a healthy way, because so many lost so many fami-
ly members, partners, lovers and such, to HIV/AIDS in horrible 
conditions. This was a means for them to do that. I worked 
with them for many years. Then we have Astraea. Then we have 
Lambda Legal. Then we have the New York Women’s Founda-
tion, who has been with us from day one and said yes, let us 
support this and let us know what we can do. And AALUSC—
African Ancestral Lesbians United for Societal Change. 

What do you have in the works, either virtually or in person? 
What’s coming up for you? 

Alyce: We’ve received our 
Articles of Incorporation 
for our nonprofit, and we’re 
waiting to be approved. All 
that paperwork is in. In the 
meantime, myself and board 
members are going to par-
ticipate in some professional 
development activities, i.e., 
what does it mean to be a 
nonprofit? And then devel-
oping plans. Work plans, 
fundraising goals, program-
ming plans. And just on the 
surface, we have a couple 
of new projects that we’re 
considering, launching very 
unique things for us that will 
focus on Black lesbian work 
here in New York State, pri-
marily. We believe in starting 
small. At least if it’s small it’s 
workable, and we can grow it 
as we see fit. For Black Lesbi-
an Conference, that is a part of that conversation. At this point, 
we don’t know when the next one is coming, because we’re 
developing our foundation, and then we have to decide how we 
move forward with Black Lesbian Conference, particularly with 
these other two projects that we’re thinking of. But we will have 
another one. As we said in all of our materials, the conference is 
postponed. We didn’t cancel it. It is a serious pause. I envision 
us coming back, I can’t say when, but when we do, everybody’s 
gonna know. We’re going to sing it from the mountains. We 
envision it potentially being longer because we have so much 
more to talk about—there’s more content, more perspectives.  
We will, I will say, probably keep the same programmatic 
thrust, which is Revolutionary Wellness. That was going to be 
the theme for our conference, and that is so applicable now, 
so necessary, even before Corona. Now you add Corona in the 
mix, and conversations will be different. 

Wen: Covid has exposed a new set of problems that have always 
existed, and that many, many community activists and advo-
cates have been raising awareness about, but they fell on deaf 
ears. But now it’s in everyone’s face and there have been serious 
ramifications because of the lack of viable healthcare for the 

Black lesbian community. And what I wanted to add, besides 
everything that Alyce just spoke about, we’ve also been taking 
care of ourselves, taking care of our wellness. This is a commu-
nity event, and we’re also part of the community, so when we’re 
not facilitating a conference, we are supporting the other mem-
bers of the community. The part of the history of, I’m sure every 
person under this rainbow umbrella but I can only speak about 
our experience here, when you are part of the LGBTQIA+ 
community, unfortunately, many of us lose support from our 
biological family. So, the connections that we create and the 
networks we create take the place of a family. And just how 
families gather for Thanksgiving, and ceremonies, and gradu-
ations, we gather for conferences, and events, whatever it may 

be, even parties. So, 
for us, we know that. 
Because that’s where 
we come from, so 
we support other 
organizations and 
other events. We 
support them and 
we stay relevant in 
the community so 
that we can come 
back when we 
regroup and start 
the programming. 
And we can have 
programming that 
aligns with the 
needs of the com-
munity. What are 
the conversations 
that are not being 
had, that should be 
had? And then, we 
provide that space in 
the conference with 

people that are knowledgeable, so that those conversations can 
hopefully give birth to new ideas, new projects, and perhaps 
other conferences. 

So, within this time, how we’re working is building commu-
nity, building connections. Supporting each other, taking care 
of ourselves, because if something happens to us, then we can 
no longer be at the conference. This took so much work, to get 
where we are here. As Alyce spoke about, I don’t know how 
many meetings we had, just pivoting on the name of “Black 
Lesbian.” The “L” in “LGBT” is first for a reason. It has always 
been there. Some people in our community, in our demograph-
ic, that identify as lesbian—they’re also parents. And some of 
those parents have birthed children under the umbrella. So the 
“L” should not disappear. And that’s part of our fight. There 
are still people who identify just as lesbian and as nothing else. 
We can’t force anyone to see things the way we see, but we also 
cannot forget that people died for that word. Because of that 
word. Called that word. And we stand on their shoulders, and 
that’s why I’m so invested in this project. I didn’t birth a child, 
and I don’t want to. But I still want to leave a legacy. My legacy 
is my work. t

“Even though we’ve been very progressive and a lot of things have 
changed within the past five to ten years, speaking candidly, openly, 
and with pride about indulging in self-care and going to therapy—
those are still novel concepts for the Black lesbian community. It’s even 
worse in New York City, because the resources are here, and we still 
have all these barriers against that. And the fist barrier is stigma and 
ignorance and lack of knowledge. It’s okay to speak to someone about 
any of your issues. We still have not, as a community, got to the place of 
understanding that mental health, that your mind, is part of your body. 
And just like you are supposed to get a physical annually to check that 
everything in your body is going well, we still haven’t normalized the 
fact that everyone should have a mental health physician or clinician 
and should be doing spot checks, even if you haven’t had a traumatic 
experience. And I think that no one under the LGBT umbrella can say 
they haven’t had a traumatic experience. When you are not part of 
what is the greater population, you’re traumatized. And it’s not because 
of who we are—anyone in that situation, when you immigrate to a 
different country and you’re the only person representing your country, 
that’s trauma because you’re the only one in a group of many. And we 
haven’t normalized that yet.” –Wen Peguero
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What Is It Like? 
What is it like to live in a world where you cannot hide? 

Where every time you decide to take a step out outside, 
your identity is immediately assumed, questioned, and ridiculed?

What is it like to be fearful of walking down a dark, lonely street?

What is it like to make a fake phone call just so that you do not get 
harassed or stopped in the middle of said lonely street?

What is it like to feel uncomfortable walking into a bar and realiz-
ing you are the only person of color?

What is it like not to be able to live your best life, with your best 
hairstyle, without having it tugged and pulled at like you are an 
animal in a petting zoo?

What is it like to have to censor yourself, to change your speech, 
to change your demeanor depending on the demographic you are 
speaking to, just so that you don’t stand out? (Even though you 
know damn well you still will either way.)

What is it like to live with debilitating depression and anxiety 
that hovers like a dark cloud over even the happiest moments of 
your life? What is it like when each year you begin to remember 
some of the trauma that you have blocked out of your mind just 
so you can be a functional adult—but now you remember...you 
remember why you react to certain things in certain ways? And 
you cannot even afford the help that you need because prices for 
therapy are astronomical for the unwealthy? 

What is it like to realize that whether you are honest and tell them 
you are queer or lie and tell them you are married, they will still 
ignore it all and try to aggressively pursue you anyway?

What is it like to be silenced as you try to explain the very things 
that they claim not to understand?

What is it like when people think that pronouns are the ONLY 
thing that the trans community struggles with even though it is 
literally not even scratching the surface of the economic dispar-
ities, egregious violence, bigotry, and anti-trans laws brought 
against people simply trying to exist? 

What is it like?
What isn’t it like?

The only word I ever come back to is exhaustion. 

We are tired here and we want more than the blatant exploitation 
that so many corporations are flashing in our faces during our 
special month. Yes, this is a month of PRIDE and like so many 
others I will be partaking in celebrations, but it is more import-
antly a RIOT. It always has been a riot and always will be. Flashing 
rainbows in our faces and exclaiming “YAS QUEEN” at every 

inappropriate interval will not bring true restorative justice. It is 
time to stop coddling and allowing “allies” to virtue-signal their 
way out of actively doing the work and helping to bring about 
solutions. 

Put your money and your time and your energy where your 
mouth is. 

Back up the support you vocalize on your cute Instagram stories 
and your Facebook shares and your trendy TikToks with actual, 
tangible action.  

I want to believe deep in my heart, no matter how naive it may 
seem, that we will redefine what it’s like. We will deconstruct this 
system and build it back up. We have come so far and are forever 
thankful and indebted to those who have come before us and 
paved the way. They sacrificed so much, which is why we must 
step up and continue the work they began.  

The work is not complete. 

Maybe, just maybe, one day our future babies (especially our black 
and brown queer and trans babies) can ask, “What was it like?”

And the elders will tearfully and joyfully say, “Here is what is no 
more...” t

by Mona Williams
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When a Woman Is Loved Properly 
by Kamaria J Hodge

When a woman is loved properly
Her arms and fingers become petals
Her legs and body become
A seemingly unbreakable stem
And she blooms 
Oh how she blooms
The wind becomes a song
And she dances
She gives herself wholly 
To the sun
Consensually entrapped in her fiery kisses

When a woman is loved properly
She spreads her roots through
Callous concrete
She makes herself known among
Rubble and man made structure
Gaining the sort of beauty that only
Comes with stretching yourself
Without regard to the consequences
That doing so many bring
This is a beauty that comes 
With spreading yourself

Infinitely

When a woman is loved properly
Her unfurling - an audacious proliferation
Would make the tallest tree keel over
In envy
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Souls in Sync 

I still think we’re soul mates. You’re right. We were meant to be.

It’s finally night time. We’ve travelled to Colorado. We find a lake. The water is bathed 
in starlight. Its dark and cold and I don’t want to be here. The air feels so cool. I take my 
shoes off. My deep skin fades into the night, the water is the only source of light. I step 
away from the car to dip my toes into the lake. I look blue in the moonlight. The moon is 
waning. It’s cold and I don’t want to go in. You don’t hesitate to strip and dive in. It takes 
me so long. We’re still. We’re the only people here. The water was unbothered before we 
entered her. I take the plunge. I feel my entire body: My lungs. The hair that surrounds 
my body. The stretch marks that caress my back and thighs the way you did last night. 
My rolls of fat. The water takes me in and holds me. I forget you’re here. The water takes 
me back. Back to that place. I began in the water. I feel safe—I’m freezing but I can’t 
leave because she keeps me safe. Once I float to surface, you look to me as I watch the 
stars reflecting in your beautiful deep brown eyes. The dewiness is present as  delicate 
droplets that begin to bead against the oils in your hair. It’s our eyes and our lips and 
your hips and our unapologetically black bodies that are enveloped in this safe place.  
The stars are so beautiful. We aren’t touching, but we’re one in this body. We are soul 
mates. I love you. I love this indigo sky. I love myself. She loves me back.

by Morgan Brownlee
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Henrietta Hudson

They asked us to merge with them, and we said yes. When we 
merged, I was the Vice President of Marriage Equality USA. Edie 
Windsor was my friend—you know, she lived in the Village. 
And I had the privilege of going to the Supreme Court and being 
there with the president of Marriage Equality USA, my still good 
friend, Cathy Marino-Thomas. And the reason I’m mentioning 
all of this is because—a couple of things. I knew—now remem-
ber, Barack was in office—I remember being at the hearings, and 
we had the best attorneys maybe in the world. And the other side 
had somebody nobody knew. The first day of arguments, we left, 

we felt really good, we weren’t cocky or 
arrogant, we just felt happy. By the end 
of the few days of arguments, we felt 
confident marriage equality would be 
the law of the land. I knew when I was 
a part of this whole marriage equality 
movement that it would adversely affect 
my business. And I’m going to tell you 
why. 

Lesbians can more easily assimilate 
into mainstream society than gay men. 
Straight men are uncomfortable with 
gay men, and for whatever reason, they 
don’t want them around their families. 
Lesbians, on the other hand, we know 
straight men have that silly fantasy, 
which is never going to happen. A good 
amount of straight women have consid-
ered it. So, I was right. Marriage equali-
ty was passed, it was the law of the land, 
lesbians moved to Maplewood, New 
Jersey, they’re drinking at a beer garden 
in Astoria, at a pub in Bay Ridge, Brook-
lyn, and I don’t blame them. I mean, it’s 

easier, right? So I had to make Henrietta’s  more interesting, I had 
to reboot, regroup, I did it, I’m not going to get into the minutiae 
of it, but I did it—I got them back. Then, the last president that 
we had—I knew when that person got elected, everybody would 
be running back to the bars. Out of fear, the hatred, the vitriol, 
the divisiveness, the normalizing hatred, the normalizing bigotry. 
And, sure as hell, the weekend after the election, it was a forty 
minute wait to get into the bar. I was calling my friends, because 
I’ve been an activist from the womb, and I was calling really 
good friends, like, “I feel really bad that this is what’s happening.” 
And they were like, “Lisa, you’ve been doing this activism since 
the 80s, Henrietta’s has always been a safe space, and a platform 
for social change, thank God you’re still open.” So, to that point, 
yeah—thank God we were open, and not only did they come 
back—they were fearful of hanging out in Bay Ridge, in Astoria. 
Anywhere, you know? It inspired me to be better, and to make 
more bold changes to Henrietta’s, creating a more inclusive space. 
And we started calling the bar a “lesbian-centric, queer human 

It’s good to see you again! It’s beautiful in here—the décor, the 
decorations, the renovations. Tell us a little bit about what’s been 
up—how we got to this point. So, about you. 

I was born in Brooklyn in 1962 in Park Slope, when it was not a 
fancy neighborhood. All folks lived there. It was fantastic. A lot of 
fun. And, so, as a New Yorker, and as somebody who comes from 
Brooklyn, I really feel that gave me the grit to withstand the pan-
demic. It never was an option for me not to reopen. And I think a 
lot of that comes from my upbringing in Brooklyn. 

Tell us a little bit about the community, 
growing up in Brooklyn. What did you 
see as far as the LGBT community? What 
spaces do you remember going to? What 
was that like—being in New York and 
being open and out? 

So, I came out in the early 80s, and back 
then it wasn’t like this big acceptance of 
LGBTQ folks in New York. But we had 
our community, and the community 
was the West Village. There were hun-
dreds of bars, and there were restau-
rants, and there were get-togethers, and 
of course, we always had the Pier. And 
we all just held each other up. There was 
a lot of violence against queer folks back 
then, a lot of gay bashing, so, you know, 
we got together—there was a lot of ac-
tivism, as well. I jumped into the activist 
scene right around when the AIDs epi-
demic hit, in the mid-80s—that’s when 
I got to the West Village. I was a part of 
Act Up, a very radical group—we had to 
be. We stormed St. Patrick’s Cathedral; we took over Grand Cen-
tral Station. We had to shed light on the AIDS epidemic, because 
the government would not even say the word “AIDS,” or have any 
consideration of helping us, because it was predominantly gay 
men dying. And I mean dying within a two-week period of being 
diagnosed. So, I was all over that. 

That was definitely a pivotal time. And I feel like the times that 
we’re in now, it’s not exactly the same, but it’s mirroring the ener-
gy of the AIDS epidemic. 

So, this is an interesting fact. I was the Vice President, and now 
Emeritus Vice President, of Marriage Equality USA when DOMA 
was struck down. I was a part of the whole marriage equality 
movement—I was on the board of Marriage Equality New York, 
and when marriage equality was passed here, we dissolved, and 
we fused with Marriage Equality USA, out in California, because 
they had the right to marry, and then lost it because of Prop 8. 

A QUEER HUMAN SPACE BUILT BY LESBIANS
Krü Maekdo in coversation with Lisa Cannistraci, 

owner of New York City’s iconic Henrietta Hudson bar. (Photography by Lory Lyon)
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bar.” That was the last iteration. The newest iteration that we’re in 
right now—we are a queer human bar built by lesbians. This way, 
you know, so many women who love women do not identify as 
lesbian. And now they have the space and the language to really 
emote precisely who they are. And that’s where we’re at with 
Henrietta’s. We’re always going to keep growing and keep listen-
ing, and keeping our ear to the community. 

Attesting to that, I really do want to talk about what it’s like to have 
a space that is built by women. As a young baby dyke, there weren’t 
really spaces for us to go. Sue Ellen’s in Dallas was a place that we 
went, but we never had a central bar. Could you talk about the 
importance of that—having women owned spaces, specifically by 
lesbians in the community that run bars and have spaces for people 
to come and feel comfortable?

Sure, that’s an easy question for me. I feel like Henrietta’s is more 
in tune to the community and more willing to morph into differ-
ent iterations of itself because we’re women. We’re women owned, 
we’re gay women 
owned. My interest in 
people is big. It’s under 
a big tent. So I’ve al-
ways hung out with all 
aspects of the LGBTQ 
community. And we 
never came right out 
and said it, because 
it was just obvious. 
We always were an 
all-inclusive space, but 
now we’re singing it to 
the community. We’re 
saying, “this is who we 
are, and we’d love to 
have you come by.” 

I’ve done lots of 
interviews in my life, 
and I get asked similar 
questions here and there, but to answer the question, “Why is the 
space so important?” I can tell you that folks will arrive, they hit 
the pavement, they get to the front door, they’re greeted lovingly, 
and they walk through the front door and you can immediately 
just see the exhale, and the shoulders go down. And they slide 
into a bar stool and they’re just like, “Thank God.” You know, 
you can see it—you can see it in their faces. And there’s so much 
gratitude around it. People are always saying thank you. And it’s 
not that I need to hear it, but when I hear it, it keeps me going. 

Let us know what you’ve got going on at Henrietta Hudson. What’s 
going on with y’all?

Henrietta’s is back with a bang. Like I said earlier, we are a queer 
human bar built by lesbians. I love the whole of the community. 
Over the past, I would say seven or eight years, we’ve been really 
fortunate to bring in these diverse groups like Trans in the Wild, 
singer/songwriter showcases, and of course hundreds of nonprof-
its that represent a variety of the community. And we’ll continue 
to do that. Right now we just opened on May 15th.  We opened 
the outside, and it’s absolutely stunning. The changes I made at 

Henrietta’s, currently, were not due to Covid. This was something 
that was in my mindset for five or six years. I wanted Henrietta 
Hudson to have more levels of experience. We were a packed 
dance club. This iteration of Henrietta’s includes a different kind 
of experience, which is more intimate, quiet, one-on-one, looking 
in each other’s eyes. We have this beautiful cabana outside—the 
whole new vibe is like a midcentury modern, living room lounge. 
Dancing will be back, but you’ll have two experiences—you can 
have the quieter one, or the more raucous one. 

What we’re doing for Pride this year is offering three experiences. 
One is sidewalk seating, one is cabana seating, and one is dance 
party. They’re all two hours each, so you buy a ticket through 
Eventbrite, you pick the day, the time of the day, and there will 
be a seamless entry. You’ll be accommodated immediately. The 
dance parties are all-inclusive, premium open bar, and I have the 
best DJs booked for the event. I have, from Friday the 25th at 8 
p.m., to Monday at 3.a.m., which is Pride weekend, continuous 
go-go dancers in the window. But, not just your average go-go 

dancer—trust me, I would 
not say something and not 
be able to back it up. I do the 
Siren party every year at Pier 
15, and it is polished, it’s the 
best event of the season. I’m 
not doing the Siren party this 
year because of the build-out 
and Covid restrictions, but 
I’m bringing the Siren dancers 
to Henrietta Hudson, in the 
window, on the street, and in 
the bar. 

Go online. One price pays for 
everything. It’s premium open 
bar, DJs, dancing. Ten percent 
goes to a local community 
nonprofit, and each two hour 
delineation is geared towards a 
certain part of the community. 

As the night goes on it caters to different demographics and age 
groups.

It’s only one hundred people per session for the dance party. 
Henrietta’s, on Pride, is way more than that. And they’ll have 
access to the whole front bar and the back, up until the tiny back 
bar. So, you’re going to have air conditioning, you’re going to 
have tons of restrooms, and you’re going to have service quickly. 
It’s going to be great. I stand by it. 

So, where can we find you, Lisa? 

For Pride, we’re doing three nights in a row.  Check it out, it’s 
going to be incredible. I’m not joking, we have the best DJs and 
the best dancers in the business.  Visit www.henriettahudson.com 
for more information. t

http://www.henriettahudson.com
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Stormé DeLarverié
both thrown out of the community. Stormé did not receive 
a birth certificate because she was mixed race, and she had a 
very tough childhood. She was very light-skinned, and so the 
Black kids didn’t really want to play with her, and the white kids 

literally would try 
to kill her. She was 
left hanging on a 
fence, and she still 
had a limp until 
she died in her 90s 
from that particular 
incident. She loved 
singing, and that’s 
what made her 
whole, and that’s 
what got her out of 
her, I guess, trauma, 
right? 

In the south, if you 
were a woman, and 
by the way, I need to 
say this, Stormé was 
a butch dyke, peri-
od, end of story. She 
was a cross-dresser; 
she was a drag king. 
We’ll get into that, 
then. So she left 
Louisiana and went 
to Chicago, to get 
out of, you know, 
the deep south, and 
she worked for the 
mob. She worked in 
after-hours clubs. 
This was probably 
like the 40s into 
the 50s. And she 
cross-dressed, she 
dressed as a man in 
beautiful, slim-fit-
ting suits, and she 
met the love of her 

life, who was a showgirl. A real showgirl. She was beautiful, 
her name was Diana. And Stormé and Diana were married, I 
guess—but not married, but they lived as man and wife, just 
because it was easier. She was a cross-dresser, she cross-dressed 
in and out of the house. And they lived as a couple. And Stormé 
would have her friends over, and they would drink brandy and 
smoke cigars, and Diana would be at the kitchen table playing 
cards with her girlfriends. And it was beautiful, and it was a 
couple of decades long. 

I remember the last time I was here at Henrietta Hudson, and 
at the time y’all were passing out these flyers that had Stormé 
DeLarverie. Could you talk a little bit about Stormé? When we talk 
about pride, and we talk about the community in general, we have 
to talk about Stormé.

My favorite topic. 
Stormé DeLarverie 
was an incredible 
friend, and we had 
an intimate friend-
ship for thirty years. 

She and I met in 
March of 1985. 
Before Henrietta 
Hudson came to be, 
it was the original 
Cubbyhole, from 
1980 to 1990. Half 
the space, just the 
front of Henrietta’s 
was the Cubbyhole. 
And in March of 
1985, by some crazy 
twist of fate, I got a 
job at the original 
Cubbyhole. I was 
twenty-two years 
old. And the bounc-
er was this incredi-
ble, beautiful, butch, 
Black woman. And 
I thought she was 
like forty, maybe. 
And I would work 
Monday nights and 
certain nights of the 
week, and she was 
my security. And in 
1985, on a Monday 
night, we had to 
stay open till four 
no matter what, 
but the bar was dead at one. So I would study—I was studying 
clinical psychology. I would read my books, and Stormé would 
sit at the bar and take breaks, and we would chit-chat. 

Stormé was born in New Orleans, Christmas Eve, 1920. Her 
mom was Black, very dark-skinned, and her father was white, 
very light-skinned. Her mom was a domestic and worked at 
this family’s home, and the husband fell in love with her and 
left his wife, and Stormé came out of that relationship. To say it 
was frowned upon is the ultimate understatement. They were 

THE LESBIAN LEGEND WHO SPARKED THE STONEWALL RIOTS
As told to Krü Maekdo by Lisa Cannistraci of Henrietta Hudson
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And Stormé moved to New York, and she was told about this 
show called The Jewel Box Revue. The Jewel Box Revue was 
created by two gay men who loved to travel, but whenever they 
traveled they couldn’t find other gay men. So they brought 
a whole show with them. They rolled into town twenty-four 
female impersonators; Stormé was the first drag king, male 
impersonator, that was internationally renowned. And this was 
top shelf, I’m talking the boas, the feathers, the headdresses—
the whole nine.  Stormé was the MC, and she would also sing. 
And, I mean, she was stunning. Handsome. She would speak at 
the beginning of the show, and say, “Listen, y’all, somebody on 
this stage is not the gender they appear to be.” And everybody 
would stare at all the cross-dressers, the drag kings, and try to 
figure out who might be a woman, right? So they’re staring the 
whole show, and at the end Stormé reveals that she is in fact a 
woman. And the place gasps, and they clap, and they sing. And 
she did that for quite a few years. 

And then, you know, Diana passed away, and she kind of got 
depressed, and she left The Jewel Box, and she was there on that 
fateful night in June of 1969 when the Stonewall Riots hap-
pened. And there is a guy, a man, a friend, his name is Tree, he’s 
80, and he still bartends at the Stonewall. I’ve known him since 
the Earth cooled, you know. And Tree was in the Stonewall 
the night of the riots—he was like 16 or 18. He was a little boy. 
Young, gay boy. And he saw Stormé throw the first punch. And 
it went down just like this, and these are Tree’s words:

Lisa, the cops walked in, and inadvertently they would throw 
drugs on the floor to up the charges, and they would say to 
whomever they were going to arrest, “Step on that”—they 
wanted to get their footprint on it. Stormé was very anti-drug, 
and anti, you know, cops being, you know. So, the cops said to 
Stormé, who, I think the cop thought she was a man, because 
she had a slim-fitting suit on and a little tiny, skinny little 
mustache, and the cop said to Stormé, “Step on that,” and she 
looked at him and she said, “NO.” You know, that’s Stormé. And 
the cop just grabbed her arm, and just out of reflex, of survival 
reflex, she threw a punch and knocked him out. One punch. 
He was out cold. He went down, and Tree said Lisa, it took two 
cops to carry him out. That’s how out he was. They carried him 
out, the riots happened, that’s it. 

Stormé and I worked together a long time, many, many years. 
And in the early 2000s I told her, just retire, go home, and she 
still came every week and we paid her, no matter what. And 
then late in life, she needed somebody to take care of her, so I 
went before a judge and became her legal guardian for three 
years, and I made sure she was respected, and happy, and well 
cared for, and it was the privilege of a lifetime. 

Now, Stormé used to live at the Chelsea Hotel. I mean, of course 
she did, right? That’s where she lived. So when I was a young 
bartender, I used to live in Brooklyn, and after our shift I would 
drive her to the Chelsea, drop her off, and jump on the FDR 
and scoot back to Brooklyn. I get a phone call in April of 2010 
saying that Stormé fell at the Chelsea Hotel; she broke her arm. 
She went to St. Vincent’s Hospital, which is, by the way, a very 
famous hospital, it cared for all the AIDS patients in the 80s, 
and the 9/11 trauma patients. And it’s gone, because it’s condos 

now. But, that’s another talk show. So, Stormé went to St. Vin-
cent’s, and while she was being cared for, for the broken arm, 
she was diagnosed with dementia. The hospital closed the week 
Stormé was there. It was the week it closed. Stormé disappeared. 
She went into the system. Nobody knew where she went. So I 
got this phone call, and I was like oh, I’ll find her. So I called 
everybody I knew—I know all the electeds, you name them. We 
found out she was absorbed by a random social service agency. 
Just random, not LGBTQ, they didn’t know who she was. And 
she was—I’m going to use the word warehoused, because she 
was thrown into this horrible facility in Brooklyn, it was called 
the Oxford Nursing Home, and it was in Greenpoint. And she 
was thrown into this facility, and I found her, I went in, and it 
was horrible. You went up and there was one main room where 
all the residents stayed, they were all overly medicated, com-
pletely tranquilized. And then where they slept at night was in 
barracks. I was like, oh, hell no. She is not staying here. 

So I found out the social service agency she was given to—I 
won’t say who they are, but—they would not give me access to 
her. I wanted to know what medicine she was on, I wanted to 
know this, I wanted to know that. They were like, “You’re not 
her family.” I said, “She’s a 91-year-old lesbian, yeah of course 
she doesn’t have any fuckin family.” So I reached out to Con-
gressman Nadler and he was incredible, and he turned me into 
this attorney who took my case pro bono. His name was Peter 
Strauss—amazing—and we went before the judge, and I was 
granted guardianship. And I ripped her out of that place, she 
got off all the medication, she came back—she was disappear-
ing. I got her just in time, I think. And I got her into the right 
space, I got her detoxed, and brought her right back. And she 
came back, you know. There she was again. And she was in a 
beautiful, beautiful space where they knew who she was, and 
they respected her legacy to the community. 

Interestingly, in this space, it was called CABS—that’s condos 
now, too, but—it was in Bed Stuy, it was conceived by this 
Puerto Rican guy like twenty years before as this utopian facility 
for older folks who didn’t have a lot of money, and no joke, it 
was beautiful. But the nurse who was assigned to her, named 
Sebastien, she was from England, West Indian—she looked like 
Diana. Like, she really resembled Stormé’s wife. I mean, she was 
gorgeous. And she loved Stormé. And Stormé liked to flirt. So 
she had this beautiful woman who took care of her,  and when I 
took Stormé to outside events, Sebastien would come there on 
her own time, just to be with her. 

She’s with me every day. During Covid, during the renova-
tion, you know. I still have her ashes because I have to find the 
perfect place for them, and I just haven’t. But it was a privilege. 
Even at the very end, she still retained that elegance. It was 
innate. She was amazing. t

Photograph of Stormé DeLarverié (center), surrounded by 
three female impersonators at Roberts Show Club, Chicago, 
Illinois. Schomburg Center for Research in Black Culture, 
Photographs and Prints Division, The New York Public Library.
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Praise Song For a Woman I Don’t Deserve
by Mekleit Dix

My baby doesn’t believe in prayer.
Psalm comes in the shape of her lips

The ministry she makes of
Quiet mornings
And fast food dinners in parked cars at sunset

The miracle that lives in how the refrain
“But I still love you anyways”
Sojourns across coasts to keep me

My favorite bedtime story will always be
The love epic her fingers tell the crown of her head as she plaits her curls down neatly
I float towards dreams on the fragrant cloud of oils she anoints herself with

I have never known triumph like cutting through the boggy glares of passersby to pad my thumb across
the soft stretch of skin under her palm

My baby is the patron saint of abundance in liminal spaces

The tenderness she spills into every little moment made

She transmutes the haunting monotony of fluorescence into Sacraments

Would that I give anything to partake in worship at the cross of her legs

On bended knee, I would take her Sacraments every Sunday

My girl makes love a lighthouse

The twining of our fingers, a pulpit

An old promise, to our youngest selves that we were allowed to have this kind of love

Her laughter against my skin, is the closest I’ve come to salvation
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Sulay, 

Your haiku of a text informs me you’ve lost
yourself and you are not yet to be found—
we go for stretches without the other’s voice. 
I’m often talking to you as if you are beside me, 
while I clean the bathtub to soak an aching back 
exacerbated from too much sitting and not a place to go. 
I have lost my ass and I’m ready to bring her back.

There’s so much gospel underneath 
your nursing bra. Lost in a state that wants 
to detain you for suspicion of sickness.
Let me not tell you about the rabbit-hole of 
FEMA camps across the Midwest I’ve fallen down 
and rose back up to the streets to catch the tail-end
of your prayers turned white noise, disinfecting and PPE 
and everyone from Jesus to Christ is sucking you dry— 
we do this instead of rage, we swallow.

2.
These moles on my neck weren’t always. 
I panic at the sight of uncertainty, spend my days 
away from the mainstream, then I’m pulled 
into the feed. Black Twitter is tweeting the same 
Black noise. This sea-to-shining-sea has lost its
technocratic mind, and if the home is the supermodel
of the nation, you are appropriately lost
on the beautiful plain of Tyra’s forehead,
breathless reading a meaty list of vaccines to give
Ali, there you departed in his cries. There is no 
exceptional Negro going to convince me 
to reproduce flesh for this nation, even though
you’re exceptionally Negress, my friend.

There are too many threats to immunize against. 
Everything becomes dire when your needs aren’t met.
They are detaining migrant children. Incentives given 
to mothers to send them here—this is the danger
of hope, of dreams, of hardcore realities, the stakes, 
they govern even the heart. The senator calls
this detention a zoo. The children are covered in foil 
and far away from the rainbow. I wonder if a caged 
child’s song is in the key of a rocket falling back to Earth. 

3.
Shit’s just crazy—how many joints
can sisters smoke beneath moonshine
on swings singing from our stoned asses,
Friday on the campus lawn lawning,
passing left passing right down to a roach
we make the zigzag as we walk it
to 7-Eleven for Skittles and Doritos.
I miss your cheeks, their tight bulbs
in laughter and a shock of dark road.

As the veil gets snatched, I’m grateful 
I left Her, myselves who I’ve lost wherever. 
Look at it this way, we made a safety deposit. 
Left Her where She is brave to live Her Life, 
and even She will say goodbyes, distract Herself 
with absences, get hooked on what’s before Her face, 
obey some story She has no business obeying, . . . .
Somewhere out there She’s drinking more water than we are—
presently I’m withering in the mirror and that pucker-duck
pose reinforces this thirst we have for ourselves. 

4.
What now has become of our breasts,
masks are blowing in the wind, 
our chin hairs are longing,
I’m not happy with the approach of my manhood.
We got parentheses around our mouths
and too much to say for voicemail.
For everyday bills, we need readers and realize
compromise is another place to get lost, 
and the strikethrough on another to-do
preserves the small privacies needed
to relieve the blood pressure, let a cry be cried 
in peaces. I’m too tender-hearted and tired 
to tell my spouse what’s the matter.

It is a house of death, marriage. 
A death-do-us-part we kiss an obituary 
for our individual selves, the death of every illusion 
that got us to say yes in the first place. It is 

After Audre Lorde
by Arisa White
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where you lose yourself to build the institution;
it is your touch you lose with friends, your pleasures
are at a loss for you. I’ve been involuntarily 
celibate for eight years, learning no one 
can touch me better. It is an ultimate
confrontation with self, a supreme narcissism
that if I can transcend, I’ll become one 
with the flower, be water, ether, all things.
But it’s the bickering that retards the flame.
I wish I had a child to feed my lost selves to, 
to sate her on days of newborn hunger. 

5.
I don’t blame you, overlooking a Manhattan
skyline, there’re new buildings to replace
your memory of the Twin Towers
and we can talk about it as history and your
morning coffee stays half-empty all evening,
you fear you are becoming pessimistic, 
you‘re disappearing from your hands.
What to call ourselves now,
which identity won’t lose us?
Won’t tell us to cross back
to where we came from, be confused 
by the beauty and displacement of our faces. 
I know nothing but the truth with you. 

In the sunlight of the art studio,
my freshman fall, your sophomore year, 
we were beginners among too many Georgia O ‘Keeffes. 
Our drawings and color theory 
crude as our public school educations—
how is it that they skipped you a grade
when they misheard your “warm” for bait—
you offered me the last smock, balled
and rigid with dried paint, but I came prepared
to get dirty and left you holding
my mother’s petrification, wondering what 
of grandchildren because two women make a mule.
Although, I have five other siblings who will give
her this designation, what I’ve recognized is she
won’t be able to redeem herself, this vision of herself,
her investment in her own grand emergence, 
through the fresh eyes of my offspring.
With me, she remains glacial. 

6.
Do we ever move on, Sulay?
You asking me to have a baby troubles 
this Scorpio moon, disturbs my uterus once willing, 
revisits an old love with regret. Memories are our 
marble and granite and striking is the bronze of NJ’s 
scent twelve years later in my new home in Maine. 
To disinter her from my notion of family and realize 
I turned her into a crutch to transfer blame. Then the facts 
of age, endometriosis, adenomyosis, fibroids making black 
holes and protostars that will move through their own life cycles. 
I’m gestating stellar days when others say thank you 
for the ways I’ve mothered them. 

7.
Here at the tips of our Newports we bought loose, 
our fires fighting the loss embedded in woman.
I’m watching the drama series WILD,
and what few skills the stranded girls have
to make the earth feed them—no literacy
for plants, for reading any of the signs for water. 
We have no clue about our food supply. This Epic bag 
of chicharrones I bought because of its pretty packaging. 
I still think pigs go oink-oink and shoot unarmed Black people. 
I have skills for manmade things and I’m a manufactured good
who has never felt safe in this world to bring forth anything besides a 
poem.

Seriously, we cannot wait for a return perfectly imagined. 
Any moment can summons the thing to be found—
Here, in my journal, on September 12th of 2001, it is written:
Frank’s on Fulton and South Elliot in Brooklyn, Sulay and I sit. 
In 20 years we promise to be able to answer the questions—
WHO ARE WE? and WHAT HAVE WE DONE TO SURVIVE 
THE DEMISE OF THE HUMAN SPIRIT IN AMERICA? Why
are we survivors. On the 12th of Sept 2021, we will remember
this day and the day before and the days after. With heart, 
compassion, and love, we each signed our names in cursive. 
To think, I went through storage boxes looking for a tracing
of your hand, only to find our twenty-something selves
drunk on surviving an attack on our city, in a bar the pandemic
will shut down, setting a date to report who we’ve found. 
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Track One – Opening Sequence

Spotlight on the star.  In her diamond bra. Darkness fills the corners.  Is she rotating?  
Or is the stage?  Or is it the camera.  Waist up with quick cuts, repetition.

 I saw things, imagine, things.  Things I imagine.

Did Solange know when she was when arranging the tracks on this album that her 
opening credits would be laid on top of the cascading synth keyboard rhythms?  Did 

she see it while she made the sound?

Track One – Opening Sequence, revisited

I think she is whirring.  I am remembering Solange all wrong.  When I watch and re-
watch When I Get Home, the artist’s fourth studio album, I re remember that it just felt 
like she was spinning.  The camera is panning from the ceiling, lights up in the corners, 
keeping the room dark but ambient.  There in the dark, a sole figure wearing a glittering 
sheath covering their entire head, face, neck and shoulders, flickering fringe draping all 
around.  Closer, closer, the camera – framing the lanky anonymous figure – then there 
are two.  There she is - Solange- praising.  A tango of arms, a bra, fringed armbands, 
garter and a slick of long straight black hair.  It is the camera, not quite spinning, but 
circling in a way to reveal these two bodies, waving along to the melody.  In and out of 
the shadows.  No lip syncing required.  No fourth wall to break, this is performance – in 
the contemporary sense in the artistic sense.  We are being guided into something sexy 
and self-indulgent, we need only look to the artist.  

In one minute and six seconds time Solange is:
- Repeating
- Chopping
- Screwing
- Doing
- Redoing

Offering up her imagination.  She is:
- Rolling
- Bending
- Twisting

Dancing oddly and off beat.  Modern dance?

In her outfit of crystals, constructed by Lace by Tanya and smooth Naomi Campbell, 
slicked-down, Asian sourced hair, flat ironed and parted down the middle by Jawara; 
she is opulent.  She is luxury, offering us an invocation into the avant-garde.

Saw things   I imagined 
I saw things I imagined 
I saw things I imagined 
I saw things I imagined 
I saw things I imagined.

Memory is pretty fragile.  Dreams are easily influenced by the desires of now.  This is 
what I say when I experiment.  I dream of many homes, the ones I’m romanced by are 
composited and sharply edited in my mind.  A bit of old country road here, a three 
story Tudor in Jamaica estates.  Sounds nice.  Omission has a way of making things 
pleasant.  There’s a filter on top of memory that make it fantasy.  The veil is what makes 
the dream.  

Dreams are often where I find messages.  Did Solange dream of her home, Houston 
Texas when she decided to direct her 41 minute music video, her vision? She is giving 
us a dreamscape, and her interpretation of home.  As she subverts certain influences 
under her gaze, she is newly legible.  Minting her name next to, or perhaps inside of 
blue chip art galleries. Where else can she go – she cannot go where her sister, The Icon, 
is – there is very little air up there.  She instead climbs another mountain, or perhaps 
she floats into a conceptual dream space, there are less limits there.  Plus the pay is 
good.  

The first minute of this demi-abstract music epic is hypnotizing.  

Things I imagined 
Things I imagined 
Things I imagined

Things I Imagine

- Driving down the dirt road to my father’s childhood home.  The road 
is dusty, despite the water living in the humid air.  There is clay but 
the color more closely remembers rust.  The sweltering heat makes a 
moustache of my top lip with tiny beads of sweat.  

Things I Imagine

- In the distance, driving an airport rental convertible down a dirt 
road, is me.  Closer, closer, closer. The wind is whipping the scarf tied 
around my head, neck and shoulders, in the mid 20th century way.  
It is flitting in the wind as I make my way to the family farm, down 
the road bearing my last name. Rust colored soot trails behind me, 
kicking up seconds as I speed towards to the camera, then towards a 
wide angled shot of the wooden house.  I know just how to get into 
the house, know where the old brown photo album housing my par-
ent’s wedding photos is.  The ones stolen one night from my mother’s 
apartment 30 years ago. 

Things I Imagine

- Knowing how to get to this house by memory.
- Having been there more than once.
- Knowing where my paternal grandparents are buried.
- The faces of the remaining seven aunts who outlived their baby 

brother.
- Having pride in my family’s history rather than shame.

I want my dreams, the things I imagine, to become memories. I keep dreaming them, 
they do not become real.

Solange is repeating her words over and over again. She is casting a spell.  Reciting the 
alphabet to the language we must learn to read.  What does it mean to reinvent yourself 
into a hybrid form?  When I Get Home was released in March 2019. I feel hesitation on 
this month and year.  I am unsure of who I am, where I belong, what I do.  I had lost 
hope in myself and could no longer see past my preoccupation with my occupation, or 
lack thereof.  My lover, she wondered where I was, I hid behind sunglasses and ounces 
of weed.  

Taking on, taking on the light 

Seat at the Table brought Solange to new audiences, won her a Grammy and paved a 
lane for her avant-garde sensibilities.  I love this album, it is arguably her Masterpiece.  
It pairs whisper soft vocals, lo-fi r&b rhythms with robotic choreography.  The sound is 
familiar, the lyrics, often political – delving into the collective anger and discomfort of 
the Black millennial.  It’s rage and it’s panache.   

But still, A Seat at the Table brought us modern message-records songs to stylishly 
protest to. We synchronized many of our Black collective intellects and her outfits – 
they were flow-beautiful. Pink taffeta to resemble tulle.  Teased hair with wobbly waves.  
Orange quilted Acne Studios ensembles.  Big square toed ugly shoes, made pretty by 
proximity to sharp lines and asymmetrical tops.  Stylist Kyle Wu made many of these 
looks possible. 

Think, Think Piece. The little slice of internet occupied by my social media account’s 
algorithm, goes nuts.  Screenshots from the videos, lyrics laid over selfies and the criti-

Revisiting When I Get Home, a Film by Solange Knowles
by Jet Toomer
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cism.  How much polemic on one piece of music are we going to get? I grew annoyed.  
Audre Lorde says, “For there are no new ideas. There are only new ways of making 
them felt...” So many of us felt seen when we heard Don’t Touch my Hair, or when we 
listened to her momma, Ms. Tina, talk about Black power, yet so little was discussed on 
what she galvanized, what tiny movements were sparked by her whispering melodies.  
The record is implicitly queer, with no mentions of gendered love or heteronormative 
heartbreak.   There was this carbon copy effect where everyone seemed to share the 
same ideas over, parted their hair down the middle and adopted her silhouettes into 
their wardrobe.  I grew more bothered by the Solange cosplay.

In the hours following it’s public release, I am in New Orleans, at St. Roche’s market in 
Marigny.  I’m getting my grilled oysters from the bar in the back.  Solange is wearing 
a vintage tee shirt, she sighs and learns on to the shoulder of her then husband, Alan 
Ferguson.  Ahh, yes, she lives here.  I want to speak to her, but I’m on a lunch with 
some groveling marketers on a deal gone bad with some local talent.  So I hesitate and 
head back to our table.

When I Get Home– Released March 19, 2019

When the album comes out, this time, I avoid it.  I don’t want to think about, it is hard 
to avoid.  The algorithm is the zeitgeist, the niche queer black creative space I inhabit, 
and I will scroll past dozens of opinions, and it feels like hype.  There is no reason why 
I should mistrust the record’s positive reception – but at first, I am unsure of what I am 
hearing.  I listen to the first song, maybe the second and decide I do not like it.  Only 
playing the reggeae inspired track in Jamaica.

Saw    things      I                                  Imagined 
   

 I check my group chat, where
we commiserate, groaning at all the praise.
we don’t’ feel the need to join the chorus of 

excited(over eager) fans. 
Who would care anyway?

I turn my phone to airplane mode.
 I do not buy inflight wifi. 

 
I                        saw                                 things                             I                        imagined  

There is no plane. A quick check of my electronic schedule, my iCal, I look for March 
19th, 2019, 
There are Six items

- 9:00 AM - Look at Address List in Notes. Find Harlem agent. Call 
real estate agent re: salon

- 9:30 AM - Follow up with Akilah rescheduling
- 11:45 AM - Pay BGB NYS TAXES – research
- 1:30 PM  - Consult w/ Dr. Saez
- 5:00 PM - Meeting w/ Akilah Singer $180
- 8:30 PM - Dinner w/ blkmktvintage

I am resentful of what I imagine Solange’s schedule looks like.  I want to employ cul-
tural call-to-actions, too.  I am certain I will, but I want to do so now, in fact, in tandem 
with her.  While I’m young, while I’m sexy.

Two months shy of it’s two year anniversary, I subscribe to Criterion Channel’s stream-
ing platform.  When I Get Home celebrates its second year of life, with the release of the 
Director’s cut of the Film.  Solange, is the singer, the star and the filmmaker.  Her film 
greets me by proxy.  Her futurism is welcomed, specifically against this background of 
white archive.  

I saw things I imagined 

Solange has a new legibility.  Just besides her is a machine, or perhaps she is inside of it.  
This is always concealed.  This iteration of Solange™ is cloaked in fantasy and financed by 
Columbia Records.  She is living the dream: making artworks that serve as marketing for 
popular music.  The New York Times calls her a “polyrhythmic cultural force,” in tribute 
to her new abstract sound.  A crew of fellas were hanging around the studio collaborating 
with Solo.  Gucci Mane, Sampha, The Dream, as well as her longtime influence Devonte 
Hynes, also knowns as Blood Orange.  The record is undoubtedly delicate and masculine. 
I become fixated with the first interlude.  This becomes the introduction to the visual 
album and starts with her dancing with a masked, presumably male figure, alone in the 

dark. A choir slash dance crew of men and women suggest a robust physical flexibility 
and sensuality.  I watch the film two days in a row.  Then I listen to it often, rarely all the 
way through.  But I will listen to the entire film while writing about her and it.

I saw things I imagined 

I can’t seem to stop thinking about the one man in my life who I understood the least.  
He too was shrouded in a glittering mask, covering his face, head, neck and shoulders.  
Rather than crystals, though he glittered in lies.  A high sheen of dishonesty.  This man 
is my father, he has never been home to me, so I could never go back to him.  He is dead 
anyway.  He was shrouded in white and smelled of oils sold by Islamic men.  He wore a 
version of my face.  It was beautiful because he was dead. He was then lowered into the 
ground and covered with Georgia clay.

I saw things I imagined 

Borrowing tropes and choreography perfected by the black woman soul star of the early 
aughts – Solange has made something very familiar. Wide shots, in flowing dresses, 
hair to the ground, a nude side profile.  She is harkening back to our beloved Black 
nostalgia.  Even soliciting the use of blackplanet.com – a seminal social networking site 
that had all but disappeared.  New and nostalgic.

I saw things I imagined

There are cowboys throughout.  

Things I imagined 

I get a newsletter emailed to me from a collective of gourmet chefs.  They exploit their 
Bronx, Brooklyn and Riker’s affect to differentiate themselves from the vegan food pur-
veyor landscape.  In this promotion they mention listening to the album for 8.5 hours 
straight, in honor of women’s history month.  They prepare food for posh events all over 
the world and I bet whoever wrote this email has met and perhaps fed Solange.

Things I imagined 

Whenever I see the owner of this collective, I look directly into his eyes.  He usually licks 
his lips and shifts his gaze away then back.  In those moments I know he wants to fuck 
me.

Things I imagined 

One of the chefs from this collective posted a video online of him frying different aro-
matic garden vegetables.  Making accoutrement., he slips out of his thug cadence and 
becomes a French chef for half a second.  I look at his personal Instagram, and now I 
want to fuck him.  I tell my best friend.  Then I leave a comment under his tutorial “yum-
mmmmmmm.” It goes unnoticed.

Things I imagined

My wife seeing the comment.

Taking on, taking on the light 

The penultimate scene briefly reveals two other masculine figures, back in the dark room, 
Solange’s hands vogueing, summoning them.  The final images the director introduces 
are of a white amphitheater from a bird’s eye view.  A group, dressed in black jersey knit 
uniforms file into the sculpture, circling around a white disk.  They are in the plains.    A 
film by Solange Knowles.

Taking on, taking on the light 

I am a mystery to myself often.  The ambiguity of the music, the speculation put forth in 
the moving image is as much aspirational as it is erotic.  I understand why people want to 
write about it, want to include their memory in Solange’s line of sight.

Taking on the light t
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Consider This Apology a Blessing 

My mother remembers the sleepovers where we would giggle into mid-
night, how I always wanted my hair like yours, how my deepest laughs 
always came from an inside joke between us. “They are so close,” your 
mother would say to mine and my mother would force a half smile. 
When we were 16, my mother caught us bare and damp in a twin bed 
that could barely hold our bodies. “They are so close,” your mother said 
before she guided you, embarrassed and quiet, into the passenger seat of 
her silver Honda. As I watched your car swing into the dusk, my moth-
er asked that I give you a call before the grief settled. She wanted me to 
apologize to you and not for what we did but for what she did not have 
the courage to bless.

by Ashanti Hardy
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TILTvisual

We are TILTvisual; a Black, LGBTQ+ owned film production 
company based in Atlanta, GA. Our work focuses on 

representation for people like us who live outside of the 
margins. We love it here, and we aim to make work that shows 

the beauty and truth in being BIQPOC.

TILTvisual is an independent, non-union company, and it has 
been a fighting journey to be able to create for our community. 
We take every opportunity to build with like-minded folks and 

hold safe spaces to visually share stories in ways that can benefit 
us all. Our latest project is a short-film called 10 Minutes: the 
truth surfaces when two old friends reunite in Atlanta after 7 

years. It’s a thrilling story of unhinged fate. The public release is 
on July 2, 2021. We look forward to sharing it with you all. 
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Into the Belly of the Earth 
by Unruly Sun

Falling asleep to the sound of her breath  
Her chest like the cycles of the sun, 
Rising and setting against the small of my back  
Her hands softly kneading the land of my chest 
Warmth being excavated from 
Our bodies settling together—black soil on black soil 
As the fact of yours and mine dissipates, 
We drift quietly into the belly of the Earth 
Hearts trumpeting to the rhythm in this core

And then, she tells me she loves me 
Body drunk on aliveness, my ears do that thing where they momentarily turn into butterflies, sometimes birds,  
And fly away on the notes, the sweet melodies, of this love
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Let Us Return to the Sea, 
Let Us Return to the Pond
by George

Let us return to the sea,
let us return to the pond, 
 
to where a prophetic project promised us. 
Through the harmony of the cicadas, and the red sky that affixes 
to your forehead 
the imprisonment, and the hurt, 
and the pain 
that we didn’t yet know. 
[TN: the word used for imprisonment ‘taule’ can also mean 
metal, a reference to the metallic rooftops of Marseille, the 
author’s home city] 
 
The rounded accent: 
bread, hand, uh, a lot, tire, ti-re 
 
ti re 
 
so melodic 
[TN: A rounded accent refers to the Marseillais accent. The 
words listed above have a marked difference compared to the 
more common French pronunciation] 
 
Let us return to the sea, in your bosom, 
since we watched the same film, in the same theater, without 
knowing it, some rows, some seats apart, you were three rows in 
front of me, 
since we have a shared experience : 
those open wounds, those bleeding gums, and those slicked-
back locks, 
those accusations, 
that anxiety-inducing venom, 
that they spat on us because we were Black. 
 
The fear of loving you, of laying on you, your eyes 
your sticky skin, just like D’Angelo’s, overly lubricated by 
coconut oil, 
a glance that would give me away 
 
 
Let us return to the sea, I can only repeat it, 
at the end of the schoolyard, you said it so clearly, there were the 
pine trees, look, the pine trees, the schoolyard that was there, 
inclined, the small garden where we grew fruits and vegetables, 
where only the 3rd graders could go. 
I cried from laughing, in the countless pine needles, scattered on 
the burning earth, 
I remember the distracted gaze, distracted by the bonfire, the 
goalposts and twisted zygomatic muscles. 
 
I tackled the boys when we played soccer, 
sat in the valleys of the undulations of the white anthracite 
bitumen/cement, and 

none of them liked me. 
Let us return to the sea, I will bring you close to the pond, 
the odor of rotten eggs in Berre 
attacks our nostrils between two joints 
[TN: Berre is a pond close to Marseille which is known for 
smelling rotten eggs due to industrial pollution] 
 
Between the tears, the loneliness and the abandonment, 
of being a Black woman in a white family, 
of being a Black woman who loves women 
 
it’s close to the pond where you sought refuge. 
 
A decade later 
ellipses among the waves and the splashes in Clara’s grandma’s 
pool in July 
birthday candles 
too many to count 
too many to blow out every year. 
 
Let us return to the sea, since I said softly 
certain signs, certain things 
 
that are unspeakable. 
 
They say that love can’t be learned, that love is lived. 
But still, I would have liked to learn. 
I, child of Mars, 
who only ever learned impatience, drama and chaos, 
raised by the kayamb, his brother tam tam, and the war songs 
that accompany them. 
 
I, child of Mars, 
would have wanted to feel capable 
of expressing love calmly, 
of leaving tumultuous ancestral trails 
of going off the path of surveillance and distrust, 
of the routine gangrene, of the one who shouts the loudest. 
 
I, child of Mars, 
I sought to reach you and to show you 
the green plains that extend infinitely, the vegetation and the 
hummingbird 
the deepness and the abundance of the river by bringing my lips 
closer 
the stretched extremities, wealthy with words to give you, 
submerging head first in the Chasm of Spirits of the Holy Land, 
and squeezing our bodies together while the Goddesses sung 
our story. 
[TN: Le Gouffre (Chasm) is a rock formation found in Réunion 
island which is traversed by a waterway which empties into the 
ocean. Les Déesses (the Goddesses) is a zouk girl group. One of 
their hit songs, «On a changé» (We Changed) discusses them 
leaving their native island and reconnecting with a childhood 
love interest ten years later, as adults.] 
 
(We were those two girls that were friends in elementary school, 
reunited by zouk, after ten years of silence)
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Intersextional 
Thinking: 
Did Society 
Break My 
Pussy? by Misha Frazier

As I sat in my living room thinking about the last time I 
had the urge to have sex, I couldn’t help but wonder if 

society was responsible for my “broken pussy.” I know this 
may seem a little far-fetched, but this is a real question I had 
to ask myself! The “broken pussy” concept is an exagger-
ation (inspired by one of my role models, Issa Rae) that I 
used to describe the irregularities in my sexual desire. With 
the stress of school, my relationship, and the financial strug-
gles that accompany having low income, sex just wasn’t on 
my mind. On top of that, it felt like I was always on guard 
because I was worried about being a minority in every 
space. I was one of the few Black people in my class and the 
ONLY Black educator at my residency. On a staff of four, 
I’m the only one that struggles through period pains. You’d 
think I’d find relief once I got around my friends, but even 
with them, I’m the lone lesbian. Living life with the identi-
ties of Black AND a woman AND queer gets hectic.   

I sometimes describe my experience as a singular person 
with multiple interconnected identities as baking a cake. 
Recipes traditionally require one to combine ingredients 
such as flour, eggs, butter, and milk before baking at a 
certain temperature. The result is a completely different 
item; it is impossible to deconstruct, impossible to return 
to its original form. Imagine how stressful it would be to 
attempt to distinguish the egg versus the milk components 
after baking the cake. One can spend hours fixated on the 
qualities that create the fluffy texture or perfect flavor. The 
frustration that results as time passes and stress increas-
es can present both physical and psychological problems 
that impact aspects of the individual’s entire life. The same 
occurs when queer Black women move throughout a world 
that continues to oppress them based on their intersect-
ing identities (Black x woman x LGBTQ+). The stress of 
managing microaggressions can even impact an individual’s 
biological functions which can manipulate sexual response 
(hence, my seemingly “broken pussy”).

Kimberle’ Crenshaw, the woman who coined the term inter-
sectionality, describes her experience as a Black woman as 
existing within the overlapping margins of race and gender 
as well as the spaces in between. This accurately describes 
the space many Black women, myself included, have found 
ourselves. Ever too often we [Black women] are expected to 
defend sexist Black men against racism or advocate for gender 
equality next to racist white women. The experience of exist-
ing as a Black lesbian comes with its own stigmas attached. I 
cannot count how many times I’ve had to go back and forth 
with a heterosexual person about the validity of my orienta-
tion. People love saying things like the following: “Oh you’re 
just going through a phase.” “You haven’t met the right man 
yet.” “What can a woman do for you anyway?” “Oh you like 
girls, let’s have a threesome.” It’s exhausting! It is not surpris-
ing to learn that intersectional experiences can trigger stress 
responses.

Anxiety and Sexual Response 

Queer Black women’s role in representing, defending, and 
supporting three marginalized communities potentially 
causes increased anxiety, depression, and insomnia. A study 
conducted in 2017 revealed that mental health dispari-
ties and substance use were frequent in individuals that 
also reported a series of stressful life events. Anxiety has 
a powerful role in regulating, initiating, and preventing 
biological functions (like sexual response). In the sense 
that a queer Black woman wanted to reproduce, her past 
experiences with anxiety, that may come as result of chronic 
stress caused by how the world responds to her identities, 
can be critical factors. As queer Black women balance racial 
microaggressions, hypersexualization, and attempts at era-
sure, they [we] must simultaneously prepare for the nega-
tive results that accompany the anxieties caused by simply 
existing. 

The sexual response cycle welcomes some anxiety, but too 
much impedes sexual arousal. Women who experience 
chronic stress show higher levels of cortisol over time which 
in turn decrease libido. This is where things get confusing 
(and annoying) for me; someone else’s opinion on who 
I should be or should love impacts how often I want to have 
sex. That’s baffling! I’m supposed to make those decisions! 
What happened to “my pussy, my problem?” No individual 
other than myself should feel entitled to patrol my actions. 
The sooner society stops expecting certain behaviors out of 
people, the sooner my waterfall can get back flowing. t
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Princess-India Alexander (she/they), 25, is a California-born 
and Chicago-based artist whose work focuses on the galaxy of 
experiences Black queer people endure. Through pastels, 
paints and outlandishly glittered skins her art breaks down 
what it means to exist in a queer Black body and still manifest 
joy. Princess has been drawing since she could hold and color 
coordinate a crayon box. Art continues to be the mechanism 
through which Princess communicates with the communities 
she loves most. Wildly colored canvases are her love-letter to the 
Black queer world and to be part of the Art by Princess-India 
Galaxy is to validate and endlessly love a world built by and for 
Black bodies. Join the constellation by following 
@artbyprincessindia on Instagram, purchasing merchandise on 
her RedBubble and Etsy or directly emailing 
artbyprincessindia@gmail.com to commission custom
paintings or denim apparel.

Kaylah BIASED (she/her) is from Tampa, Florida and now 
resides in Atlanta Georgia. She is a photographer, graphic artist, 
and creative director. She owns a creative design company, 
BIASEDARTLAND, LLC, which specializes in photography, 
graphic design, and creative direction. She has designed 
and worked for some of the most talented people in the 
entertainment industry and she strives each and every day to 
create the most amazing pieces. Follow her on Instagram 
@biasedart and @biasedartland.

Day Brièrre is a multimedia artist based in Brooklyn, New York. 
Born and raised in Port-au-Prince, Haiti, Day draws her sources 
of inspiration from Haitian folk art, pleasure activism, and the 
reclamation of joy through through bold primary colors. Follow 
Day on Instagram @biomorphia and visit her at 
www.biomorphia.com.

Morgan Brownlee (she/her) is a Black lesbian from Southern 
California. She is a writer, artist, and avid reader. Corporate 
America by day, hopeless romantic by night. Follow her on 
Instagram @averysweetpotatoe.

Nat Burke (she/her) is an independent, self-taught artist and 
graphic designer from Manchester, UK. She has been drawing 
for over five years offering various custom artwork, clothing, 
and canvas prints focusing more on lesbian love and romance. 
Inspired by the universe, she draws whatever she feels and 
tries to create artwork other souls can feel, too. Follow her on 
Instagram @simplesoulart and visit her on www.simplesoulart.
co.uk.

Eel Costello (they /she/hir) is a queer painter and sculptor 
currently residing in the mountains in Southern California (by 
way of Chicago and San Francisco but originally from NY). They 

paint their queer friends and are doing a series of queer long-
term couples asleep together. Follow them on Instagram 
@eelcostello. 

Mekleit Dix (she/her) is a queer, Black sexual health researcher, 
teacher, archivist, writer, and community advocate from Los 
Angeles, California. Some of their previous work has been 
featured in the Black Youth Project and in the Garden  of  Black 
Joy poetry anthology. Mekleit currently resides in New York 
where she is completing her master’s research on the impact 
of cultural specificity in trauma informed sexual health 
interventions. Follow her @mekluuu on Instagram and Twitter.

Arit Emmanuela Etukudo (she/her) is a Nigerian-American 
self-portrait artist whose practice focuses on the simultaneous 
invisibility and hypervisibility of the self, body and existence. 
She earned her BA in Cinematic Arts and minor in Creative 
Writing from University of Maryland Baltimore County in 2016. 
She then earned her MFA in Fine Art from Nottingham Trent 
University in 2019. During her MFA study she took an Erasmus 
at École Supérieure des Beaux-arts to expand her research. 
Her work has earned her achievements such as the 2019 NAE 
Future Exhibition Prize, the 2017 Indie Capitol Award for Best 
Experimental/Animated film, and the 2016 UMBC Senior 
Exhibition prize for Outstanding Work in Cinematic Arts. 
Recent Exhibitions include: Garden, Art Share LA USA (2020), 
Lost Stories, Surface Gallery UK (2020), Prescription, Art out 
Loud LA, USA (2020), Waiting to become: Images from a dream-
state, Attenborough Arts Center UK (2019). Follow Arit on 
Instagram @Arit_Emmanuela and visit them at 
www.AritEmmanuela.com.

Misha Frazier (she/they) is a sex coach and educator that 
specializes in facilitating experiences, seminars, and workshops 
to support both young and adult learners actively pursue 
liberation and advance social justice by exploring identity and 
increasing self-awareness. Her approach to education encourages 
authenticity through poetry, storytelling, and critical discourse. 
She deeply believes that white supremacy is the root of all evil, 
and works diligently to dismantle systems of oppression. Learn 
more at www.jermishafrazier.com or follow her on Instagram  
@mishas.room.

G is a Black, queer and trans multidisciplinary artist, co-founder 
of BEYONDEEP Productions. They feel it is essential to use 
art to spread love, promote healing, and create space for the 
unconventional, controversial, and the erotic. Follow 
@BEYONDEEP on social media!

https://www.redbubble.com/people/ArtByPrincess/shop?asc=u&ref=account-nav-dropdown
https://www.etsy.com/shop/ArtbyPrincessIndia?ref=seller-platform-mcnav
mailto:artbyprincessindia@gmail.com
http://www.biomorphia.com
http://www.simplesoulart.co.uk/
http://www.simplesoulart.co.uk/
http://www.AritEmmanuela.com
http://www.jermishafrazier.com/
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Multidisciplinary and self-taught artist George (he/him) develops 
a political, spiritual and therapeutic art practice that is settled 
in experience. George’s art is a personal exploration tool of 
his identity. He speaks from where he is, a transgender, non-
binary, called upon woman at birth person, Afro Réunion island 
descendant that lives in France, a colonial power and a former 
slavery potent. Video, writing, drawing, fashion (photos, artistic 
direction, clothes creation, make-up, etc.) and drag king and 
queen are production forms that offer him the most freedom and 
amusement. You can find George on Instagram 
@george_caramel, @george.garbage, and @georgemakescandles. 
The poem “Let Us Return to the Sea” that appears in this issue 
was translated by a talented black drag queen from Trinidad-
and-Tobago living in Paris. You can also find her work on 
Instagram @miss_andre.e.

Born in Louisiana and raised between Northern California and 
Hawaii, Eve Greenberg (she/her) found her creative spark in the 
heart of Oakland, California. She was inspired by the unique 
beauty others possessed in the Town, which called forth her own 
unique creative style that she uses to capture images that resonate 
with her inner divine feminine energy. Follow her on Instagram 
@Oaklandoutlook.

Ashanti Hardy (she/her) is a Language Arts teacher, poet, and 
film writer from Atlanta, Georgia. In her work, she aims to 
explore the complexities, nuances, and vitality of both the Black 
and queer experience. In 2020, she published a poetry book, On 
& On that explores faith, memory, joy, and family. Follow her on 
Instagram @ashantih__ and visit her Linktree at 
https://linktr.ee/AshantiH.

Kamaria J. Hodge (she/her) is a director, filmmaker, playwright, 
musician, writer of most things, native Brooklynite and US Army 
Veteran. She is also the second half of the queer and black owned 
production company Golden Boi Productions, a production 
company that uses the mediums of Theatre, Film, and music to 
shed light on the intersectionalities of Black, Brown, and Queer 
stories and experiences. Our mission is to tell POCand Queer 
stories that are not often seen in mainstream media. Recently, 
her theater piece “Golden: Black Boy Joy Conceptualized” was 
produced in an off-Broadway run. As of May of 2020, her short 
film “Bill & Robert” has premiered in film festivals such the 
UrbanWorld Film Festival and Out on Film. Kamaria is an artist 
who uses her own experiences and the experiences of others 
within the many communities she inhabits to write stories that 
are not often seen in the larger media. She is often inspired to 
write about how the past influences the present and always writes 
with the desire to make a viewer, reader, or audience member 
feel something. Follow her on Instagram @woman.of.letters_ and 
@goldenboipr.

JET is a stylish New York native, writing her way through her 
personal parade of anxieties; sorting through myths of herself 
and penning letters to loved ones here and in other worlds. Her 
work straddles multiple consciousnesses, social climbing and 
piecing those voices together through prose and playwrighting.  
She’s currently an MFA candidate at Columbia University where 
she is experimenting her way through forms of Creative Non-
Fiction and as a LAMBDA Literary Fellow will try to capture 
more of herself on the page.  JET is from the Lower East Side of 

Manhattan and will remind you of this often, though now she 
splits her time between Harlem and New Jersey. She’s @izdabes 
on Instagram.  

Sarah Kahle (she/her) is a Washington, D.C.-based painter 
depicting the LGBTQ+ community through the lesbian 
gaze. Her watercolor paintings expand how we understand 
femininity, represent the diversity of women, and allow the 
audience to experience the fluidity of LGBTQ+ sexuality. Each 
painting involves an intimate discussion and collaboration with 
her subject, specifically meant to negate stigmas and sexual 
regression and create a space of sexual belonging in art-making. 
Follow her on Instagram @discothumbs.

Laixxmo, from Brazil, is a designer, illustrator, amateur waver, 
and teacher. She is interested in art education, in Black art 
production, in the studies about Blackness and the relations of 
this theme with affection and violence. Also, she likes to think, 
represent and talk about love and lesbian daily life. Laixxmo is 
currently researching Egyptian art in an attempt to recreate 
the Osiris myth connecting with Black Brazilian reality. Follow 
Laxximo on Instagram @laixximo. 

Niki Lopez (she/her) is an Afro-Latina, Queer-interdisciplinary 
Visual Artist, Curator, Activist, Social Practitioner, Cultural 
Programmer, Placemaker, mother, and an award-winning 
Graphic Designer. Lopez is known for her vibrant color 
palette, masks, and a collection of works dealing with some 
of her past traumas and healing through the arts. She has 
been programming avant-garde visual and performance art 
shows since 2008, including her signature annual exhibition 
combining art, performance and community outreach at the 
1310 Gallery. Lopez is the founder of “What’s Your Elephant,” a 
movement that creates a safe space and uses the arts to address 
the unspoken. Her work is accessible to the general public, 
but her focus has been on underserved communities, LGBTQ 
communities, BIPOC, and youth within the DJJ-Juvenile 
detention centers. She also uses her creative and graphic design 
skills to work with the local underserved communities in 
partnership with the Housing Authority of Fort Lauderdale and 
the LA Lee YMCA. She is a co-founder of Artists for Black Lives 
Matter and hosts and produces “The Circle,” a weekly Facebook/
Youtube live video podcast sharing stories of our creative 
community, activists, and social entrepreneurs. Niki’s advocacy 
includes mental health, self-care, and learning to swim. Follow 
her on Instagram @nikilopez9.

Lydia Metral (Grenoble, 1986) is a French self-taught 
photographer with a Spanish background. In 2012, after 
studying Economics and Business Management she decided 
to concentrate on photography. She improved her skills by 
training with professionals and taking photography masterclasses 
and started to work as a photographer’s assistant in Paris. 
Her work has been exhibited and projected during solo and 
collective exhibitions in France and around Europe. She is 
now working between Paris and Barcelona and her clients 
include communication and production agencies, brands and 
magazines. Her work has been published in many print and 
online magazines (Libération, Marie Claire, NR Magazine, Vice, 
Interview Germany, Dazed & Confused etc.).

https://www.sarahkahle.com/
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Yethu Mtshali (they/them) is a South African born traveler, 
learner, and emerging creative entrepreneur. They’re inspired by 
Blackness, love, queerness, and travel. Follow Yethu 
@yoursandmedia and @yethuismyname. Their “Top of the 
Morning” photo series that appears here is in collaboration with 
Korcelia Saygbay.

Jaz Morse (she/her) is a Black Queer Jamaican woman based in 
Philadelphia. Her older brother, Richard Reid, began teaching 
her how to draw at the age of 4 and she has been self-taught ever 
since. In the “great” year of 2020, she extend her artistic interests 
beyond dance and began to take visual art more seriously. Now 
creates vibrant work and experiments with different artist styles. 
Follow her on Instagram @jazmakes_studios, on TikTok  
@jazmakes_studios, and on YouTube at JazMakes Studios.

Arantza Pena Popo (she/they) is an angsty Afro-
Latinx comic artist, zinester, and animator based in Atlanta, GA. 
She enjoys making work surrounding queerness, her immigrant 
identity, and mental illness. She also regularly make cartoons for 
The New Yorker! When she’s not scribbling she’s rollerskating to 
Mitski and walking her chunky dog, Shakira. Follow Arantza on 
Instagram @ _ara_pena_.

Trinidadian-Canadian visual-illustrator Sarahjean Richardson 
(she/her) is a self-taught, queer artist. Her artwork centers 
on adaptations of realism blended with vibrant, and colorful 
graphic design. Her passion for art began very early in life and 
evolved through exploring art techniques of portraiture and 
color. As a Black, queer woman, she uses her art to appreciate 
and honor Blackness by amplifying the beauty and diversity 
of her community. The body of her work comprises both 
personal drawings and client based commissions. Sarahjean 
resides in Toronto with her partner, and is available through her 
website www.srichartist.com and Instagram @srichartist

Adrienne (Adj) Samuels (they/them/theirs) is a non-binary writer 
and printmaker interested in investigating the textures of race, 
identity, and community and kinship ties in their work. Follow 
their work on Instagram @adjmadeit.

Shaunie (she/they), long time positive light and rolling stone, is 
a QTPOC artist residing in Denver, Colorado. Shaunie’s mission 
within their art is to depict and celebrate various essences of 
figures and how they see these energies through their eyes: 
ethereal realities consisting of colorful energetic beings, bright, 
saturated dream-like images that invoke you to see the beauty 
in all people. They believe life should be a celebration of spirit 
and the divine, and many of their pieces reflect these sentiments. 
Their art depicts gratitude and contemplation for what individual 
essences each of us bring to the collective within this chaotic 
world, hopefully adding some stillness and appreciation to our 
narratives. If you look at their work and feel happy, excited, calm 
or your heart feels content, they have fulfilled their destiny in this 
world. 

Unruly Sun (she/they/ze) is an aspiring writer, raised in Maryland 
and currently based in Boston, MA. As a non-binary lesbian, her 
writing touches on gender expansiveness, desire, and connection. 

Their forthcoming zine, Reflections of an Unruly Sun, will be 
released in the fall of 2021. You can follow them on Instagram 
at @unruly.sun_. 

Tubbiana the Artist (Shayna) (she/they), is a visual artist, raised 
in Washington, DC, based in Baltimore. She works in traditional 
and digital formats and makes jewelry from polymer clay and 
recycled materials. Shayna also has two dogs and two cats 
and will never stop talking about them. In her work, Shayna 
documents her observations and experiences with mental health, 
sexuality, and liberation. Follow her on Instagram 
@tubbianatheartist and visit her at tubbianatheartist.com and 
etsy.com/shop/tubbianatheartist.

Arisa White (she/hers/ma’am) is an assistant professor of English 
and Creative Writing at Colby College and a Cave Canem 
fellow. She is the author of Who’s Your Daddy, co-editor of Home 
Is Where You Queer Your Heart, and co-author of Biddy Mason 
Speaks Up. She serves on the board of directors for Foglifter and 
Nomadic Press. arisawhite.com. Follow Arisa on Instagram 
@arisaawhite and on Twitter @arisaw.

Mona Williams (they/them) started out life as a very sheltered 
little Afro-Latinx in The Bronx. Through lots of time, research, 
and exposure to the real world they discovered how to live life 
comfortably in their own skin. Now based in Brooklyn, Mona 
works in the non-profit world to help ensure that other queer 
folx can feel just as affirmed and safe throughout their journey in 
life. Feel free to follow them on Instagram @CaptainxMona and 
Twitter @TheCaptainMona. 

Ayshe-Mira Yashin is an 18-year-old lesbian artist and poetess 
from Istanbul, Turkey, and Nicosia, Cyprus. She is currently 
based in Cambridge, England, and is a prospective UAL 
Camberwell art foundation student. Her poetry and art focus on 
themes of sapphic intimacy, healing and spirituality, with large 
ties to the occult. She is currently working on her illustrated 
poetry zine, to be published by Zines and Things, and is also 
completing her 78-card Tarot deck. She independently runs the 
Illustration Witch Shop (www.ayshemira.com/the-illustration-
witch-shop) where she sells handmade bookmarks, necklaces, 
stickers, zines, art prints, handmade notebooks, and her major 
arcana Sapphic Enchantress tarot deck. Follow her on Instagram 
@illustrationwitch to stay in tune with her art and poetry! 

Zii (they/them) is a 20-year-old digital artist based in 
Barbados. They are gender queer and their pronouns are “they/
them” exclusively. They do both SFW & NSFW art and their 
commissions are currently open. You can DM any of their socials 
to order. Instagram: @_.king.zing._; TikTok: @_.king.zing._; and 
Twitter: @_king_zing_.

http://www.srichartist.com/
http://tubbianatheartist.com/
http://etsy.com/shop/tubbianatheartist
http://www.ayshemira.com/the-illustration-witch-shop
http://www.ayshemira.com/the-illustration-witch-shop
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