
"Live with purpose and passion and 

your ambition will always          

surmount your fears."  

“When we speak we are afraid our 

words will not be heard or welcomed. 

But when we are silent, we are still 

afraid. So it is better to speak.‖  

It was awesome being the editor of the zine this year! I 

got to collect all your thoughts, feelings, and words 

and present them to your peers, in turn creating   

something that is representative of you as a            

community. I hope you have enjoyed reading as much 

as I enjoyed putting it all together.  

 

I’m graduating this year, so in the fall you will have a 

brand spanking new editor who will continue to serve 

up lots of Herizon goodness. Thank you for all your 

great work, interest and support! 

 

Baboosh, 

Cindy Amoako 
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I.doc 
Abby Johnsen 

 

II. Falls– 

 

I need to shift this process.  

 

how 

                              if we are indefinite articles 

                                                      iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii 

                                     do we have names 

                                          emotionsvoicesknowledges  

                                                       

                                questions. 

 

can I spit out enough, 

 see it and 

  taste it and  

   touch it and  

    never want to  

 

put it back. 

 

 

IV.  Fourteen– 

 

I need to know 

 

why. 

 

  I am beginning to understand  

  othernesssamenessonesness   

  sex 

 

there is no static isolation, 

there is no lovelustlucklostlink 

 

 

no i’s  

no we’s 

          just– 

 

 

noise. 
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Hush 

Nancy J. Hayden 

  

Tierra stands apart, immovable, a black statue shimmering in the tropical sun. A 

woman tourist walks past, a sneer on her mouth as she watches the man, his fleshy 

white skin, scorched and patchy, trying to start the motor scooter. 

The man steps down hard three times then stops to catch his breath. His pals from 

inside the dark interior of the bar call out something in English. He laughs and 

waves his hand. The scooter tilts and he catches it before it falls. He looks back at 

Tierra. 

She doesn’t look at him. 

In the bar, the stink of exhaled beer, smoke and rum had masked the man’s sour 

smell of decay, but now in the heat of the afternoon sun it rises and spreads in the 

air like the green acrid smoke from Auntie’s secret fires. Tierra remembers that 

bitter smell from before, from François, from Mami after she sat on François’s lap 

or lay in his bed. It clung to her like his cigar smoke and stale breath that clung to 

everything in the house, even Tierra’s skin and hair. That smell followed Tierra, 

like François’s lazy blue eyes and his soft white hands when she ran past.  

Then that time when François caught her and reached under her skirt, between her 

legs, his hot breath against her neck as she struggled to get away. Mami came 

home in time to stop him; screaming, cursing. François laughed, made a joke of it, 

but Mami kept Tierra away from him after that. 

Sometimes at night, Mami would come into Tierra’s bed, the smell of François 

strong on her, so strong that Tierra’s stomach would turn, but she lay still and lis-

tened to Mami’s tears, and her stories of Tierra’s birth and Tierra’s Papi, a spirit of 

wind, rain and storms. 

―He came to my village by the ocean. I was a silly young thing, fresh and sassy 

like the sea on a summer day. He stirred my waters into great foamy waves. You 

were born from those waves, and he called you Tierra because you were so dark, 

like rich fertile earth.‖ 

Always Tierra listened in silence, afraid that the smallest sound would shatter the 

fragile memory. 

―The police took your Papi away before you were old enough to remember, but 

even they could not hold him. No one can hold the wind. No one can tame the 

storm, not even the sea.‖ 

―Listen daughter and I will tell you a secret. When you feel the wind from the 

ocean upon your cheeks and hear the sound of the waves rushing against the shore, 

then you will know your father’s caress and your mother’s hush.‖ 

 

She explained freedom as an attainment of power, freedom represents an 

attainment of masculinity.  The way in which  we engage with freedom is 

this triumphant feat of over the one(s) who is holding us in chains. 

 

 When she unearthed some of the meaning of ― Freedom‖ I became 

bothered by this masculine notion.  Under our binary system of gender, if 

freedom is indeed masculine, when do we fall as  feminine female bodied 

persons? What power is there for us to gain? Is access to freedom a spoke 

of maleness? And to take it further, is freedom just another word that po-

sition one closer to dominance? 

 

 When I looked that the word, ― FREEDOM‖ I immediately try to 

understand what is this word really saying. What is trying to tell me with-

out really telling me? Free–dom =  free from dominance.  This is the way 

I understand freedom, however according to Davis it’s freedom  to domi-

nate. How can it be both? Is this just an etymological conundrum? 

 

 The way I see freedom, freedom for womyn, is an attainment of 

power, but power that empowers. Not power takes power. Womyn Free-

dom is a complete liberation that surpasses the individual needs of one.  

When the individual focuses on their own freedom, they are undoubtedly 

freeing themselves from one dominance to another  to dominate.  But 

when we free each other, we empower each other. We can be free to lib-

erate, free to support, free to invite whomever into our loving circle 



Listening to Free-Dom 
Mon!que Wright 

 

 The last few days have been littered with parties of ideas and minor reve-

lations. Earth shattering notions among new eyes on old sites. I sat in a room 

filled with a thousand people and lights dimmed to an array of speakers. We all 

joined the space to enter to begin the following days filled with innovation, con-

nections and scratching those intellectually curious itches we were all dying to 

appease. Although the messages held true and were the same gifts in new wrap-

ping paper, one thing I held close. I clutched in a way to never let it go. 

 

 Two Native people, one husband one wife from a mixed tribal marriage 

proceeded to tell the room full of people how pleased they were to be there. The 

scent of the room smelled of burning sage and the prayers and blessing begin. He 

blessed the ancestors, sun, the moon, the earth, the trees, plants, and animals, all 

in acknowledgment that we as humans are constantly receiving their gifts.  He 

said ―We were given two ears and one mouth, so we could listen twice as much 

as we speak.― 

 

 Although listening seems like the ultimate form of generosity, and the  

perfect complement to compassion, there is a treasure in opening ears and clos-

ing mouths. As he blessed his ancestors, and various earth elements, I wondered 

how often do we pay proper listening respects to our ancestors, the people who 

have made significant contributions in our lives? For me its not waiting until 

someone passes and leaves this life, but the very act of listening is the best 

thanks anyone can give. It’s one of the highest forms of respect. 

 

Today I listened to Angela Davis and the many women who came before me. 

 

When we listen to those who have come before us, we are not only recipients of 

gifts but givers as well.  Listening to Davis, one of the great leaders and thinkers 

of our time reminds me of the brilliance that surrounds me. More importantly, 

listening allows to me see the brilliance that I each day embody.  As she spoke of  

the message of freedom, she stirred my intellectual pot. As a person aspiring to-

wards liberation in all of it’s illustrious beauty, the thoughts of the concept of 

freedom and how it’s painted rarely crosses my mind. Before she pulled off one 

of my intellectual lids off, I thought of freedom in a very hegemonic-one dimen-

sional manner. The way our society visualizes freedom is this proverbial release 

from chains, ― emancipating ourselves from mental slavery,‖ etc… As she un-

earthed this simple term freedom, I reflected on my own definition of freedom, 

and particularly liberation. 

 
 

 

 

That was before François died, when there was only his smell on Mami, and plenty 

of food.  After he died, they moved in with Auntie who smelled like peanuts and 

frying grease. She made fried cakes, and she and her boys sold them in town and 

on the beach. When Mami went out, Tierra would go with Auntie and see all the 

bloated tourists, with tall icy drinks and plates filled with food. They did not buy 

the cakes even though they had lots of money; only the real people bought them. It 

was a long day though, and so little reward for all that work. But Mami would pay 

for most everything then, food and clothes. No day laborer or taxi driver could 

feed them all on what he made in a day, but a pretty young woman could.  

The motor scooter sputters and smokes, and finally starts. The man struggles to 

keep it steady as he pulls forward on the seat. He turns back and indicates with a 

grin to Tierra. She climbs on, but doesn’t touch his sweaty back. She breathes in 

the exhaust of the scooter, but underneath she still smells the man. Her stomach 

heaves. 

She closes her eyes as they drive through the streets, the sounds of music and 

laughter blurring into a high-pitched whine. She opens them only when the scooter 

slows down and pulls into a driveway. A small black man creeps from the shad-

ows and stands nearby, his eyes vacant and staring. 

The white man laughs and talks as he leads Tierra forward. His words sound 

chipped and brittle. Tierra does not speak. She wishes she would not think either. 

But she can’t help it. She remembers Mami, so strong just a few weeks ago, and 

then in a moment, gone. Crash.  So sad, they said, but it happens all the time. 

And then there was no food. No money. 

That morning, Auntie cried as she gave Tierra Mami’s dress and shoes. Tierra did 

not speak, she just sat on the chair fingering the clothes, afraid and sad and angry 

all at the same time. She was only fourteen. 

All day she sat and held the dress, smelling the faint scent of her mother’s skin and 

perfume that still clung to the clothes, feeling her spirit hovering nearby. In the 

afternoon, Auntie came and helped Tierra with the dress. It was slippery and cool 

and only a little too big for her. Auntie talked all the while she tucked and tied the 

sash, and helped her with the shoes which were stiff and pinched. Auntie gave her 

a small purse, and then kissed her wet cheeks. Tierra smelled peanuts. 

Now she smells mold and rot and death. 

The man opens the windows and a breeze blows in. It’s salty and cool against her 

skin. The sounds of children’s laughter and the waves upon the shore blot out the 

noises of the man as he moves about the room, as he sits on the bed, as he snaps 

his fingers and calls, ―girl, chica.‖  

Tierra walks toward him, arms relaxed at her sides. The man sucks in his breath. 



  

Untitled 

Briana Martin 
 
Here is where I found my voice. 

I feel  the courage rising in my vocal cords... 

This little girl lost 

has found her reflection... 

A young woman stares back, 

pupils the color of confidence, 

a gaze that lightens the world. 

Who knew education would be her escape? 

No longer tied down to the titles that limit her. 

She discovered her life has no barriers. 

With her pen she draws doors and methods of transportation to take her to the 

sky. 

Reassuring words and gentle nudges of encouragement repeatedly mold her 

future. 

These words no longer fall silently against walls of insecurities and low  

self-esteem. 

She believes them now. 

A journey of self-discovery... 

a voyage to navigate her future, 

a telescope to discover what gives her life meaning. 

She sleeps in the stuff dreams are made of. 

In the darkness before daybreak she sees other stars lighting the sky, 

paving the road, 

and igniting other uncertain sparks of light who in turn burst and reveal  

themselves as  

shooting stars. 

This is just the beginning. 

This moment, right here, right now...is full of endless opportunities and  

possibilities.  

This hope I have has manifested itself within me. 

This hope flows through my being and heals every wound and dries up every 

seed of doubt. 

This young woman turns from her reflection, 

looks to her left and right... 

she's surrounded by supportive, brilliant, loving individuals 

who glow around her as they all look at the sky. 

  

 

We Were the Daughters 
Wind Paz-Amor 

 

My daughter will be a warrior. 

She will hunt and fish 

learn how to gather and nurture 

all with a spoonful of my love. 

I will raise her to be strong and proud. I will teach her that self love is 

preservation 

and that only knowledge and wisdom will give you salvation. 

I will regard her as a goddess instead of my princess. 

I will teach her the beauty of her spirit will take you farther then a tight 

ass with  

loose hips or a fake weave and liquid tips. 

I will make sure she understands that love is freedom. 

And peace is a revolution of the soul. 

I will assure her that tears can be a catharsis and not a weakness accord-

ing to 

those who fear your power and want to oppress your spirit 

my daughter will be sharpened for battle. 

And when the time comes her eyes will be wide and alive and full of the 

power she holds  

from the way down-inside, 

all within the flowing rivers of herself. 

She will take the world by storm, 

and like her mother’s possess the power and the form; of the wind. 

My daughter will be a warrior 

Birthed from my womb 

With honor and sword in hand 

With wisdom from those before her imprinted deep within her palms 

She will walk through a blood tainted earth remembering hymns and 

psalms sung by women  

who have broken their hips and backs in the name of being strong. 

My daughter will be a warrior. 

Stronger and wiser with her-story based in the victory of the silences I 

have battled 

She will speak it, breathe it, and live it knowing the women before her 

Took up space allowing for the grace called her to exist. 

My daughter will be a warrior. 



 

 

 

 

 

 



Education 
Kylee J. Duplessis     

 
         Education. The word is often close to the front of my consciousness. 

It is often rolling off my tongue. As in, I'm studying Early Childhood Edu-

cation. I say, Yes, I'm back in school. My son goes to the childcare center 

on campus. My son says, My mom and I are both UVM students. And peo-

ple laugh, but he doesn't know why. We are. I am on campus with a group 

of toddlers. We are have just visited the fountain on central campus. We 

have touched flowers, climbed the statue, run around and around the round 

fountain. Now we are waiting for the campus shuttle to being us back to our 

building for lunch. Two men walk out of the medical building. One looks 

down at the toddlers and laughs. He looks up at me. The new college stu-

dents look younger and younger each year! I give a half smile. A half nod. I 

feel older and older each year that I am still am undergraduate student here. 

         When people in my program complain that it is going to take them an 

extra semester to graduate, I tell them that I will be thirty by the time I fin-

ish my bachelors degree. Their voice goes high, and they say, Oh, but that's 

not too old. And it's different. You're a mom. It's always different. I'm al-

ways aware of how different my education is here in this undergraduate 

program as a mother. Every step I take when I walk from class to class on 

campus I am conscious. I think about how I walk. I think about how I am 

dressed. I wonder about how the younger undergraduates see me. Do they 

notice that I am older? Do the things that I have done in the years in be-

tween when I was their age and now make any difference here and now? 

They do to me. When a group of girls look at me critically and I feel vul-

nerable and old, and I wonder how they are judging me, and what they see 

when they look at me, I suddenly want my son. I want to have him with me. 

I want them to know that I am not like them. My life is not like theirs. I am 

a mother. 

          I am not just a mother. I am a student. I work. I am have a compli-

cated relationship with my husband.  I am living apart from him, since last 

semester, because we needed to be apart to have space to be ourselves, to 

breathe, to remember who we are alone. And I thought about dating other 

people, and realized that my life was just to messy, too busy, to complicated 

to be all these things at once. And my relationship with my husband. That 

relationship of years and years. It is more than an inkling. I am quite aware 

that our relationship began to deconstruct the way it is now because of the 

business and messiness of my education. My education seems to be this gi-

ant, demanding all my energies and all my time. 

          Last week when I was in my evening class I heard my cell phone vibrat-

ing in my bag. I looked around, like it might be someone else's phone interrupt-

ing. A boyfriend wanting to make dinner plans, a friend wanting to go out later. 

After class, I saw that I had a voice message. Mama. When am I ever going to 

see you again? I didn't see you all day long. It's night time. When am I  ever go-

ing to see you? Okay. I love you. Bye. Okay. That broke my heart. Am I a terri-

ble mother for doing this? So do I drop out of school? Do I take my son out of 

his school and be a ―full time‖ mom again? Maybe my husband can quit his job 

and we can buy that RV like we used to talk about, and we can get back together 

even though we probably should not live together right now, and travel the 

country, and home school our son, and he will get to see us both all the time, 

and we can make sure he learns all the important things.  

        Like that family is most important. Work can always be found. It's okay to 

quit your job. It's okay to have little money. People live all kinds of ways, and 

the way that your grandparents live is not the only good way. We can teach him 

that. Like we always said we would. Since before I was pregnant. We would 

travel. Show our child that people can be happy. We would travel the world. All 

together. The three of us. Not be all separate at work and school. But we are. 

This is the way things are. This is what we have to do. And we love my son's 

school, and value what he gains there. And I need to be in school now to do the 

things that I want to do with my life, and to learn the things that I have decided I 

need to learn about. I am giving my son the model of a Mama who is creating a 

life for herself, building the education I need to meet my goals. Hi, baby. It's 

Mama. I'm coming over to see you and Dad now, okay? I just got out of class. 

I'll be there in a couple of minutes. I love you too. 
 

 

 


