
Our country is deeply 
fragmented in this 
moment, or more aptly, 
fault lines have always 
drawn boundaries between 
our communities. But this 
election has cracked and 
exposed the broken rock 
beneath us. In the weeks 
since the 2016 presidential 
election, we continue to 
feel the aftershocks of 
such a divide. Many of 
us—or at least those of 
us who are of color, or 
Muslim, Latino, a woman, 
immigrant, queer, disabled, 
Jewish—have spent our 

recent days reminded that 
a large portion of this 
country does not recognize 
us as quite human. 
Even if some of Donald 
Trump’s supporters do not 
consciously hate us, they 
see us as acceptable forms 
of collateral damage in 
pursuit of a larger effort 
to “Make America Great 
Again.”

As so many of us sensibly 
experience fear in the 
wake of the election 
results, and thus, scream 
our dissent  

from the streets, others—
those who voted for 
Donald Trump and even 
many who did not—
suddenly claim that now 
is a time for unity. Within 
a couple of days after the 
election, white moderates 
and liberals seemed to shift 
from passionate Facebook 
posts of “#NeverTrump” 
to passive well-wishes for 
his administration. In her 
concession speech, Hillary 
Clinton acknowledged 
the divisions throughout 
the U.S., and implored 
her supporters to “accept 

this result and look to the 
future.” She added, “We 
owe him an open mind and 
the chance to lead.” 

Even President Obama 
advocated for similar 
displays of bipartisanship, 
arguing that Americans, 
patriots before anything 
else, must respect the 
democratic process by 
respecting a Trump 
presidency and anger is 
irrational. 

continues on  page 9

OUR SILENCE WILL NOT PROTECT US
When we’re told to be quiet and respect the presidency, think about this:  

 Questioning bigotry is not divisive—bigotry is divisive.

By Maya Isai Acuna-Doig
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   EDITOR’S NOTEmy fellow reader,

Since taking on the role of Editor in Chief for such a long-standing 
publication, I watched history be made in front of my eyes. Whether through 
the actions of the world around us or those of my fellow students. Change 
happens every day and I am thrilled to be a part of that. 

As a result of this past elections, media outles and smartphones have 
exposed violence— both verbal and physical— can rear its usly head without 
shame. Put off by this, my mission here in NAC 1/118 is to shed some light 
on the next four years of madness.

Even though many bumps in the road came while being Editor in Chief, I 
learned to get back up, on my own or with the help of those around me. As 
some of the articles reflect, the time we are in calls for self -perseverance as 
well as unity.

I hope you enjoy reading the issue as much as Professor Linda Villarosa’s 
Race and Media class and my team put into it.

Won’t you come join us!



 “ I DIDN’T DO IT!” 
Too Many Black Men May Be Falsely accused oF Rape

 By Christopher Luxama

Ever since D.W. Griffith’s 1915 movie The Birth 
of a Nation, the image of insatiable black men 

who lust after white women has been crystallized 
into the American psyche. In the film, a white woman 
leaps off a cliff and falls to her death to avoid being 
sexually taken by a savage black man. We know this 
to be a vicious stereotype devoid of truth, but it has 
dangerous consequences. It romanticized The Ku 
Klux Klan justice; doling out punishment via lynch 
mob to men who dared to touch, or even wolf whistle, 
at white women. Cities like Tulsa, Oklahoma were 
burned to the ground, boys like Emmett Till were 
brutally murdered, and riots broke out. It only took a 
sexual assault allegation against a black man to create 
the spark. 

Nate Parker remade the film The Birth of a Nation to 
tell of Nat Turner’s slave rebellion, and fell victim 
to the public’s demand for mob justice. The criminal 
justice system has long subjected black men to harsher 
sentences, and because of the stereotype, some are 
egregiously charged and wrongfully convicted of rape.

 NEWS 
According to the Innocence Project, of the 347 people 
whose unfair sentences they managed to overturn, 
215 have been African-American. If it had not been 
for the implementation of DNA as forensic evidence, 
innocent people would still be behind bars. Of course, 
most times when a woman accuses a man of rape, he 
has done it. According to FBI statistics, only two to 
eight percent of rape accusations are probably false.  
Nonetheless, stories of black men wrongfully accused 
of rape and sentenced to prison continue to be far too 
common. Many of them died behind bars. 

Many are still behind bars maintaining their innocence. 
Famous cases like the Central Park Five, where five 
teenage boys were convicted of the rape and assault of 
a white woman in Central Park, offers a particularly 
egregious case. The District Attorney’s office coerced 
their confessions and they went to prison without DNA 
evidence that put any of them at the scene of the crime. 
The public, especially the man who is now the 45th 
President of the United States, wanted them dead. 

How do we undo this? First, society must recognize 
and acknowledge the history of fear and racism 
attached to the stereotype of black men. Society has 
used it as justification for violence against the African-
American community. Dylann Roof, a 22-year old man 
who killed nine African-Americans in a Charleston 
church, was quoted as saying, “You rape our women, 
you’re taking over our country, and you have to go,” 
right before he opened fire.
 
However, according to the Innocence Project, 63 
percent of those proven to be innocent via DNA have 
been African American. Yes, Nate Parker’s most recent 
entanglement has sparked widespread debate and left 
many unanswered questions. But still: Even though he 
was accused, charged, tried, and acquitted, it wasn’t 
enough for some who viewed him as guilty. Perhaps we 
should be grateful that some merely wanted to destroy 
his career and not hang him from a tree. It’s social 
progress of a kind.

“Society must recognize and acknowledge 
the history of fear and racism attached to the 

stereotype of black men.”

Actor, Nate Parker
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“Even though I missed  
half of my life, I am grateful that  
I am a free, guiltless man.” 

In the 90’s, before the widespread use of DNA 
testing, it was difficult to know with absolute 
certainty whether a person committed a crime or 
not. That’s what happened to Anthony Wright, who 

was wrongfully accused of raping and murdering a 
77-year-old North Philadelphia woman, Louise Talley 
in 1991. Police claimed that after merely 14 minutes in 
custody, Wright voluntarily gave a full and complete 
signed confession to the crime and sent him to prison 
at the age of 20. “The policeman told me to put in my 
signature and then they would let me go,” says Wright, 
now age 45. “He did not let me see what the paper said, 
but just told me to sign it.”

Unfortunately, Wright was not let go. Instead, he 
narrowly escaped the death penalty and was sentenced 
to life in prison. But at age 44, thanks to the Innocence 
Project, Wright is a free man. He now does lectures 
across the country sharing his story. 

Wright remembers the nerve wracking day the police 
took him. He received a phone call, at the same time 
the police knocked on his door. On the phone, his 
friend was warning him that the police were looking 
for him. He was confused, and he answered the door, 
the police confronted him with little explanation. “We 
need you to come in to be questioned,” Wright recalls 
being told, before he was taken into custody. 

Wright says that the officers wrote his confession, 
threatening him with bodily harm if he would not 
sign the document. Witnesses claimed that they saw 
Wright enter Talley’s home, but offered conflicting 

details about what happened that day. Two of these 
eyewitnesses were crack dealers; eventually two people 
from the witness list passed away. “I just wanted to go 
home,” Wright testified, explaining why he had signed 
the confession.

From the beginning, Wright tried to prove his 
innocence. Finally, in 2013, he met Nina Morrison, 
a senior staff attorney for the Innocence Project, the 
non-profit legal organization that uses DNA testing 
to look into cases of wrongly convicted people and 
reform the criminal justice system. During the trial, 
evidence pointed to the fact that law enforcement 
made up evidence against him. In the end, Ronnie 
Byrd, a convicted felon, who died in prison a few years 
ago, was implicated for the crime. His semen was 
identified by DNA testing on the vaginal and rectal 
swabs collected from the victim at autopsy.

Wright, now 45, has been reunited with his family and 
is happy to have his freedom back. “It’s a feeling that is 
irreplaceable,” he said. ”Even though I missed half of 
my life, I am grateful that I am a free, guiltless man. 

         NEWS
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The Wrongful Case of  
anThony WrighT     
    By Anne Jean-Paul

GUILTY 
BEFORE PROVEN 
INNOCENT 

Photo courtesy the Innocence Project



H
ave you heard of Maylin 
Reynoso, a 20 year old Latina 
from the Bronx? She went 
missing on July 27, 2016. 

How about the 14 other young 
women between the ages of 12 and 
19 who’ve been reported missing 
from the Bronx. Probably not. 

Like Reynoso, who was found 
dead in the Harlem River on 
July 31, over the past few years, 
many young girls of color have 
gone missing in the Bronx and all 
over the country, receiving little 
to no media coverage. In fact, 
instead, in the U.S. we have the 
“Missing White Girl Syndrome,” 
the tendency of the news media to 
cover the murders and abductions 
of affluent or middle-class young 
white women far more than poor 
kids and kids of color. Nonetheless, 
statistics show that black and 
brown girls and women are more 
likely to get taken and killed. 

Jon Bene’t Ramsey’s death offers 

the most dramatic example of the 
Missing White Girl Syndrome. 
Twenty years ago, someone 
murdered Jon Bene’t, a six-year-
old blonde mini beauty queen. In 
the two decades since, she’s been 
featured on dozens of magazine 
covers, including most recently 
a large spread in People, and 
nearly as many television specials. 
Today, her case continues being 
investigated under the public’s eye. 
At least once a month, newspapers, 
magazines and television news 
shows try and unravel the mystery 
of a white girl who’s been snatched 
away. In fact, around the same 
time Maylin Reynoso disappeared, 
the media put out all the stops for 
Karina Vetrano, 30, who was found 
dead in Howard Beach, New York. 
While it’s tragic when anyone is 
harmed, did Vetrano really deserve 
so much more attention than 
Reynoso?

In the South Bronx where I live, 
signs hang on the subway, outside 

stores, and on street poles showing 
young girls of color missing. 
Although the missing signs are 
scattered all over, I rarely see 
any of these girls on the news. In 
fact, it was only by accident that 
I stumbled across a video being 
shared on Facebook entitled, “Who 
Is Maylin Reynoso And Why Don’t 
You Know About Her?”

Finally, City Councilman Andy 
King noticed the trend and 
expressed his concern. “Every 
other week our young girls are just 
vanishing off our streets,” King 
said at a news conference according 
to the “Daily News.” “Something is 
going on.”

Happily, King reports that most 
of these girls have been reunited 
with their families. Still, Reynoso’s 
death remains unsolved and three 
other girls are still missing. Who is 
fighting for them?

Don’t we matter?

  BROWN GIRL MISSING
Why Doesn’t AnyboDy CAre When Girls of Color DisAppeAr?

By Rotceh Maldonado

  NEWS
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For the majority 
of 2016, the 
Lena Dunhams, 

Katy Perrys and Miley 
Cyruses paraded America 
wearing “I’m With Her” 
merchandise. These 
celebs became the face 
of the white female 
vote while engaging in 
their diluted versions of 
political exhibitionism. 

These less than A-list 
stars, shouted for Planned 
Parenthood and protested 
the selection of the 
ultimate homophobe Mike 
Pence, but were notably 
absent during justice 
rallies like Black Lives 
Matter, and #NoDAPL.
 
The media focused on 
these surface level white 
“feminists,” effectively 
distracting America 
from uncovering our 
best kept secret: deeply 

ingrained racism. There, 
it’s out now ladies. White 
women, I’m putting you 
on blast -- I’m white, 
what’re you going to do 
to me?
 
On election day, 52% of 
all white women voted 
for Donald Trump, a 
certified misogynist, 
serial sexual harasser, and 
accused rapist who ran on 
a platform that consisted 
of “pussy grabbing,” wall 
building, and blatant Ku 
Klux Klan backed racism. 
These votes helped Trump 
win the presidential 
election, making him the 
first U.S. president with 
no background in politics 
or history of military 
service.
 
I’m not one of the 52%, 
but I exist within the same 
racial category and I’m 
furious with my so-called 
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“sisters.” White women 
collectively ripped off 
their ‘progressive’ masks 
this election season. No 
longer afraid of what lies 
within the fake feminist 
monster, is a face that 
doesn’t care about the 
eradication of race-based 
oppression.
 
On November 8th, 52% of 
white women prioritized 
our race and bought 
into an archaic myth of 
white nationalism, one 
reminiscent of fascist 
regimes of the past. 
This regime will claim 
our bodies as their own 
and violently seek the 
elimination of the bodies 
of those who don’t share 
our white skin.
 
This jarring stat reinforces 
what I’ve always known 
about white women. As 
a general principle, we 
prioritize our whiteness 
over our gender. Most 
white women don’t 
do so maliciously, but 
because that’s what our 
maternal figures did, we 
still do. We carry within 
our breasts legacies of 
oppression, but we must 
grow out of them.
 

Susan B. Anthony, 
the “pioneer” behind 
America’s (white) 
feminist movement, once 
said while fighting for 
suffrage, “I will cut off 
this right arm of mine 
before I will ever work 
or demand the ballot for 
the Negro and not the 
woman.” Now think about 
whether or not your vote 
made you the Susan B. 
Anthony of 2016.
 
White women, I’ll help 
you get new glasses 
if they’ll help you see 
Trump and his racist 
administration’s hatred 
clearly. We can watch the 
Diary of Bridget Jones 
after this optical tune-up 
and do other white things 
like explore Brooklyn and 
send back dishes at Indian 
restaurants because we 
find them “too spicy.”

Open your eyes and 
stop continuing the 
dehumanization of 
people of color, the same 
dehumanization you cry 
out against when it’s 
aimed at you. We can do 
better; I know it.

52% of us voted for Trump. 
How long will it to take for us to understand intersectionality?

   by Shannon Steck

WHITE WOMEN ON BLAST



Do I Look Like a Terrorist?

A
s a 
Macaulay 
Honors 
student, 

I represent 
my heritage 
with pride. 
My parents, 
immigrants 
from 
Bangladesh, 
worked hard 
for me to make 
it as a Bengali-
American in 
New York. 
That’s why 
it came as a 
shocker when 
the Indian 
government 
wouldn’t let me 
study abroad 
because they 
thought I was 
a Pakistani 
terrorist. 

I remember 
the day pretty 
clearly – 
December 28, 
2014. Getting 
ready to study 
abroad in 
Jamkhed, India, 
I traveled to 
Newark Airport 
with an extra 
bounce in my 
step. I couldn’t 
control my 
excitement 
– this study 
abroad program 
would bring me 
one step closer 

to becoming a 
doctor. 

The check-in 
lady at Newark 
asked for my 
passport. I 
smiled and 
handed it to 
her thinking 
everything was 
in order.“Sir, 
this isn’t a 
visa,” she said 
after swiping 
my passport 
through the 
machine several 
times.

“That doesn’t 
make any 
sense ma’am,” 
I explained. 
“I got my visa 
from the Indian 
consulate office, 
along with the 
rest of my study 
abroad group.”            
“I’m sorry but 
they all have 
stickers on their 
passports. Yours 
just has a code: 
‘USPAK130.’ 
Not sure what 
that is, but it’s 
definitely not 
a visa. Listen 
son,” she 
broke out of 
her business 
casual character 
to speak to 
me person-to-
person. “They 

probably just 
made a mistake. 
Do you have 
their number? 
Just give the 
consulate a call 
and if they give 
us permission, 
we’ll let you 
through.”

While 
frantically 
looking through 
my phone, 
I found the 
number. “My 
name is Saif 
Choudhury, and 
I really need 
your help,” 
I said. “Two 
weeks ago I 
came to your 
office to collect 
my passport; I 
was told that I 
was good to go. 
But now I’m at 
the airport, and 
they’re telling 
me I can’t board 
the flight.”
“Sir, the code 
‘USPAK130’ 
means you have 
something to do 
with Pakistan, 
and so the 
Indian embassy 
denied your 
visa.”
“Pakistan…?”
“Yes sir.” 
“But that 
doesn’t make 
any sense. My 

parents were 
born and raised 
in Bangladesh… 
And I was born 
in New York. 
Queens, New 
York. Flushing 
Hospital. Room 
5-C12. I’m an 
American.”
“I’m sorry, but 
these things 
usually happen 
if you have the 
same name as 
someone who 
is blacklisted 
from travelling 
to India. The 
Indian embassy 
is going to 
ask for more 
documentation 
from you before 
they grant you a 

visa. You should 
expect a letter 
in your mail 
within four to 
six weeks.”
“But the study 
abroad program 
will be over in 
four weeks…”
“I’m sorry sir.”

I hung up.  
Immediately 
I thought of 
Bubba’s last 
words from 
Forrest Gump: 
“Why did this 
happen?” But 
let me just say 
the words: 
profiling, 
Muslim, brown 
skin, terrorist. 
It’s been a year 

since I missed 
out on studying 
abroad -- unless 
you count 
Newark Airport 
as abroad. For 
the record, the 
Indian embassy 
never contacted 
me for any 
documents – 
which would 
explain why 
they only have 
one star on 
Yelp. 

Moral of the 
story – if you 
want to go 
somewhere this 
spring break 
or summer 
vacation, don’t 
be brown.

  POLITICS
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Wait! Don’t Answer That. 

“I missed out on studying abroad -- 
 unless you count

 Newark Airport as abroad.”

By Saif Choudhury



    POLITICS

In a victory speech noted as 
gracious by the likes of “New 
York” magazine, “Vanity Fair,” 

and other liberal media, Trump 
encouraged unity, remarking, “To 
all Republicans and Democrats and 
Independents across this nation, 
I say, it is time for us to come 
together...”

Underneath such seemingly 
benign calls for acceptance, lies an 
insidious and historically resonant 
form of gaslighting. That is, mostly 
white folks convincing the rest 
of us that our fear and anger are 
irrational. I imagine that this feels 
a bit like someone grabbing you in 
a chokehold and then whispering, 
“hush now, be nice,” when you yell 
for help.  

In this moment, we have to ask 
ourselves what we mean by unity. 
If a billionaire white man has built 
his vision for America on the 
denigration and exclusion of so 
much of its population, under what 
premises do we now collectively 

“come together”? Calls for 
acceptance seem less about respect 
and more about submission and 
silence. 

Indeed, during the 1960’s, white 
Americans made similar attempts 
to temper the efforts of people 
of color fighting urgently toward 
freedom. In a 1965 Gallup poll, 61 
percent of white southerners and 
45 percent of all white respondents 
complained that the Civil Rights 
Movement was moving too 
quickly. Martin Luther King Jr., in 
“Letter from a Birmingham Jail,” 
famously criticized the passivity 
of the white moderate, “who is 
more devoted to “order” than to 
justice…who prefers a negative 
peace which is the absence of 
tension to a positive peace which 
is the presence of justice…who 
paternalistically believes he can 
set the timetable for another man’s 
freedom.” When Hillary Clinton, 
Andrew Cuomo, and even, to an 
extent, Bernie Sanders, respond to 
the election by promising to “work 

with” an openly racist, xenophobic, 
sexist, ableist, and homophobic 
presidential administration, they 
too demonstrate allegiance to order 
over justice.

Surely few of these politicians and 
white liberals commenting on 
social media subscribe to Donald 
Trump’s doctrine of bigotry; some 
might view Obama and Clinton’s 
statements as strategic attempts 
to build goodwill, and therefore 
cooperation, from a Trump 
administration. Still, by demanding 
our acceptance of an oppressive 
government, or by publicly 
announcing their own, these folks 
effectively silence those of us who 
are most vulnerable. More, they 
choose silence for themselves. Let’s 
be clear: questioning bigotry is not 
divisive—bigotry is divisive. When 
we challenge power, especially 
when it behaves more like 
supremacy, we create opportunities 
for all of us to see human in the 
other.

cover story continues 
 

Photo by Maya Howard
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THE GOOD 
WHITE
Yes, it’s “us” against “them,” 
 but I’m “them”
by Jordan Freundlich

On election 
night, I 
made a bold 
statement to 

my significant other, as 
she sat curled up in an 
anxious ball waiting for 
the results to flow in. 
I guaranteed a Clinton 
Election. Boy, was I 
wrong. As it became clear 
that Donald Trump had 
enough electoral votes 

to become this country’s 
presidential elect, my 
partner turned away, 
unable to witness the 
sounds and scenes of the 
night. I stayed up, glued 
to my couch as I watched 
what I viewed as history 
in the making; the perfect 
exposé of this country’s 
polarization.

NO MATTER HOW LOUD I 
PROCLAIMED TRUMP  

‘WAS NOT MY PRESIDENT,’  
I WAS STILL SCREAMING A LIE.”

  POLITICS

10

I expected to wake up in 
a new world, and the next 
morning I felt like I did. 
The morning walk to the 
subway felt contemptible 
and the morning air filled 
with silence. I told the 
woman wearing a hijab 
at Dunkin Donuts, to 
have a good day, as if 
she possibly could; her 
existence as a Muslim 
Woman would now 
always be questioned.
That evening I left 
class, and went to a 
protest downtown. I 
joined thousands of 
others, mostly white 
people, impassioned 
by anger. We flocked 
to the streets, chanting, 
“Not my president,” 
and screamed, “Donald 
Trump is full of shit, he 
is not my president.” 
Though unsure of what 
would come next, I 
viewed this election as 
a wakeup call, a way to 
highlight the polarization 
of this country. I did 
not believe that people 
would just stand by and 
complacently allow a 
Trump presidency. I 
mentally prepared for a 
war: us against them.

But then I paused, and 
looked into the mirror. 
I had been trapped in a 
romanticized dream of 
revolution, bound by the 
belief that I was a “good 
white.” I have been 
to Black Lives Matter 
protests and worked for 
years for a radical youth 

organization in Boston 
taking pay cuts every 
summer. I have taken 
black studies classes 
at school, and consider 
myself woke. But it 
was all a lie I had been 
telling myself to maintain 
my comfortable life. I 
thought I understood 
what this presidency 
meant.  

While I watched what 
I viewed as a huge 
polarizing moment in 
history, I was only seeing 
the continuation of a 
systemic plot to maintain 
my comfort and access 
to opportunities and 
resources.  There was 
no new polarization that 
didn’t already exist.  I 
didn’t wake up into a 
new world; I woke up 
into the same world 
that values my life over 
those of people of color. 
No matter how loud I 
proclaimed that Trump, 
“was not my president,” 
I was still screaming 
a lie. Donald Trump 
is my president. He is 
the physical character 
of everything that has 
made me who I am. I 
essentialized Trump 
voters, saw them as 
monstrous beings. But I 
missed my own face and 
white skin, reflecting in 
their vote.



WHO 'S AFRAID OF  
DONALD TRUMP? 

AS A YOUNG MEXICAN-AMERICAN,  
I AM 

By Jose Cardoso

W
e all have 
moments in 
our lives that 

stay with us, especially 
the bad ones. I remember 
vividly the day I got 
mugged by a group of 
guys outside my high 
school or the terror of 
the 2003 blackout. Now 
I have a new moment 
to add to my collection: 
When Donald Trump won 
the presidential election. 
Even as the new leader of 
America says he will heal 
the country, as a young 
Mexican American with 
undocumented relatives, 
from the moment he 
secured the presidency, I 
have felt afraid. 

On November 8th, I woke 
up around 5:30 A.M. to 
get ready to vote for the 
first time. As soon as I 
entered the elementary 
school in Astoria, I felt 
positive and believed 
my vote would make a 
difference. 

After I cast my vote I 
attended classes and 
then arrived at work 
around 6:15 PM. Since 
I’m a shift supervisor 
where I work, I’m 
responsible for counting 
money. According to the 
company policy, I can’t 
have other employees 
in the room with the 
cash, so alone in the 
manager’s office, I kept 
myself updated through 
my iPhone. I felt positive 
Trump wasn’t going to 
win.

But as the results poured 
in, I began to experience 
the kind of shock that 
feels like getting hit by a 
car. But the final punch 
hit me around midnight 
when it was almost over; 
Trump was about to win. 
As I left my job, for the 
first time ever, I was 
actually afraid to walk 
home. I could’ve taken a 
cab but I needed the news 
to sink in. 

As I got on the Q66 bus, 
the silence was surreal. 
Getting off the bus for my 
20-minute walk home, 
the neighborhood looked 
like a war zone without 
the war, empty and cold.  
Normally people roam 
the streets of Steinway 
in Queens around 12:30 
AM but not tonight. The 
only sounds I could hear 
were footsteps and the 
wind. I looked inside 
one of the sports bars 
and saw faces with no 
emotion as they watched 
how the elections were 
unfolding. This bar was 
loud and happy when the 
Mets made their playoff 
run last year but not that 
night.
Continuing my walk I 
couldn’t stop thinking 
about my friends and 
family, specifically those 
who were undocumented. 
The family who saw me 
grow up into the young 
man I am today. The 
friends, irreplaceable, 
who have been with 
me through my ups and 
downs. My brain could 

"It didn't matter that I am a citizen: 

In their eyes they see a criminal, 

rapist, and drug dealer."

    POLITICS

not process the fact that 
they could be taken away 
from me. And what about 
me? As I kept walking, I 
looked over my shoulder. 
I’d seen how Trump 
supporters behaved and 
knew that even in Astoria, 
Queens someone could 
hurt me just because 
I’m Mexican. It didn’t 
matter that I am a citizen: 
In their eyes they see a 
“criminal, rapist, and 
drug dealer.” 

As I got closer to my 
home I noticed a man 
holding his luggage. It 
made me wonder if he 
was actually leaving 
the country because of 
Trump’s win. I think 
about whatever happened 
to that man. By the time I 
arrived home at 1 AM, it 
was official that Donald 
Trump would be the new 
president of the United 
States. As I lay in bed, 
I realized that the states 
would now have a hard 
time being united. 
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  Mama Cheetah Speaks Out
 Cheetah Girls Creator, Deborah Gregory, Talks About Her Characters and the  
  Harsh Reality of Being a Writer

F
rom the late 90s to early 2000s girls loved 
reading “The Cheetah Girls,” a book series 
centered around five girls who aspired to be 

singers. Each character came from either a black, 
biracial or Latina background. The writer of the 
novels, Deborah Gregory, took the world by storm 
and had every girl in the palm of her hand. She put 
a little of herself into each character, including her 
own history as a foster child. She also helped design 
the book covers which featured the models in her 
trademark cheetah print. Gregory’s “Cheetah Girls” 
series spawned three massively successful Disney TV 
movies and resulted in merchandise like clothes, bed 
sheets, toys and video games. 

So what happened to Deborah 
Gregory after the “Cheetah Girls” 
popularity died down? Recently, 
she came to City College wearing 
cheetah print from head to toe. She 
spoke to students about how she got 
her start, being an author and the 
ruthless side of the entertainment 
industry.

The chance to write the 
“Cheetah Girls” came out of the 
blue. 
“I was what you call a freelance 
journalist. I wrote an article on 
liposuction for Essence and then 
someone from Oprah called and 
said, “Oh, could you come on the 
show to talk about getting lipo-
suction?” The editor [at Scholastic] 
really made this connection between 
liposuction and children’s books that 
doesn’t exist. She said, “Oh you’re 
so funny, have you ever thought 
about writing for kids?” I said, “No, 
are you serving lunch?” She said, 
“yes.” I said, ‘Great, I’ll come.’ 
That was basically it.”    

Unlike many authors who sell 
their film rights, Gregory loved 
the first “Cheetah Girls” movie. 
“I sat there at the screening, and 
I was like “Oh my God,” there’s 
my dog and there are the girls and 
they looked like me. It was kinda 
overwhelming. You see your vision, 
there it is. It’s very rare to get that 
opportunity, to be honest with you. 
I’m looking and I’m like, “God this 
is amazing.” 
  
The next films, set in Barcelona and 
India, not so much – especially once 
her dog, Toto, disappeared from the 
storyline.

Hollywood! They start 
overdramatizing and getting away 
from the vision; this is the problem 
with sequels. [Plus,] “Where’s my 
dog?” I was furious. Oh, by the way 
I got producer credit. Let me tell 
you what that means — nothing. 
They listen and then they do what 
they feel like. 

Gregory has had many ups 
and downs since “The Cheetah 
Girls.” She wrote “Catwalk,” a 
three-book series, but doesn’t 
believe the writing life is for 
everyone. 
There is a shortage in the nursing 
industry, supply and demand. I have 
two friends who are nurses; it’s a 
great life. You know why? Because 
they don’t have enough nurses; they 
will do anything to hire you. They 
will give you all these perks; that’s 
the reality. But there are too many 
writers and not enough work. 

She urges aspiring writers 
to come up with a back-up 
plan – like her own line called 
Chee-tahrama, where she sells 
flasks, business cardholders and 
headbands. 
The majority of writers do not have 
a sustainable career, so they have 
other skills; that’s how they sustain 
being a writer.  I make things. I 
graduated from FIT, I have an Etsy 
store, and I teach – so I always have 
that. 

 MEDIA 
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 Where Are All the Black People  
 (in Advertising)?
 We’re here, but want a seat at the table
         By Keiana Quallo

I always struggled to 
find my ideal career 
path, but I knew I 

wanted to be a part of 
the media business. The 
moment I decided to 
attend City College and 
pursue the Advertising/ 
Public Relations major, I 
realized I had found my 
true calling. That’s it, I 
thought. All I have to do 
now is receive a degree, 
and I will land a job in 
the advertising field. But 
then it hit me: I am black 
and female; securing a job 
in the very white world 
of advertising won’t be as 
easy as I thought. 

The lack of gender and 
racial diversity in the 
advertising industry has 
been going on for years. 
The path toward equality 
in business heated up 
during the Civil Rights 
movement. First, the 
Civil Rights Act of 1964 
made efforts to combat 
racial inequities in the 
workplace including in 
the advertising industry. 
At the same time, many 
people wanted to see a 
change in media that they 
consumed. In the 1960’s 
Civil Rights activists 
placed a great emphasis on 
visible change regarding 
both advertisements 
and employment. Three 
organizations became 
determined to see a 
change in the advertising 

world: The National 
Urban League, Congress 
of Racial Equality 
(CORE), and National 
Association for the 
Advancement of Colored 
People (NAACP). 

Pre-Civil Rights, blacks 
did not appear with whites 
in advertisements. In 
hopes of creating equality, 
Activists demand racially 
integrated ads, insisting 
on putting African-
Americans in scenes with 
whites in mainstream 
media rather than just 
black-oriented ones. 

Activists addressed 
employment in the 
industry, which suffered 
from a lack of diversity. 
The N.A.A.C.P. and the 
Mehri & Skalet law firm 
joined forces that same 
year to take on the lack of 
diversity and break down 
racial discrimination in 
the advertising industry. 
The resulting Madison 
Avenue Project focused on 
critical matters regarding 
racial discrimination, 
compensation, positions, 
promotions and more and 
eventually led to EEOC 
charges in 2010 against 
advertising companies 
on behalf of several 
individuals affected. 

The long fight for black 
people in the advertising 
industry continues to 

 MEDIA 
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this very day. According 
to the Bureau of Labor 
Statistics, of the 582,000 
Americans employed in 
2014 in the advertising 
and communications field, 
less than half were women, 
and only 6.6% were black 
— which makes little 
sense in a country that 
is becoming increasingly 
black and brown. But 
it’s more than just raw 
numbers: A 2015 Nielsen 
report showed that 
black Americans had an 
“unprecedented impact” 
on many areas, such as 
television, music, and 
social media, and studies 
pointed to an increasingly 
educated, affluent, and 
tech-savvy black consumer 
base. Marketers should 
focus on black customers, 
who are proven to be 
brand loyal and influential 
when it comes to product 
consumption. According 

to the University of 
Georgia’s Selig Center for 
Economic Growth, black 
buying power is expected 
to reach $1.2 trillion in 
2016 and $1.4 trillion by 
the year 2020.

Of course, I feel anxiety 
about entering a white, 
male-dominated field. 
Still, though it saddens 
me that the field I want to 
thrive in has a low number 
of black women I am not 
discouraged. In the great 
words of my grandmother 
Nerine, “Anything is 
possible if you work hard 
and have faith.” Change 
is still very much needed 
in the advertising field, 
and with knowledge, 
persistence, and hard work 
I think I may be able to be 
a part of that change. 



The New Black Film 
Finally, a Renaissance 

By Kibin Alleyne

F
or years and years, audiences 
had few options when it came 
to popular black films. From 

the 90s when millennials like us 
became part of the audience, until a 
few years ago, most centered around 
either male life in the ‘hood or the 
struggles of the black woman. Of 
course, Hollywood also produced 
lots of black comedies, starting with 
anything by the Wayans brothers 
(think: White Chicks, Little Man 
and the Scary Movie franchise) to 
nearly everything by Tyler Perry. 
These movies introduced us to some 
of our favorite actors like Kerry 
Washington and Taraji P. Henson, 
and many were enjoyable and 
remain a significant part of black 
culture. 

But they also reinforced the worst 
kinds of stereotypes – from the 
Angry Black Woman, to the Hyper-
Masculine Black Man – not to 
mention how they portrayed gay 
men. Now and then, a movie broke 
the norm, like Fruitvale Station, the 
2013 true story of a 22-year-old man 
who was killed by a police officer in 
the Bay Area, and Pariah, revolving 
around a young black teenage girl 
who explores her sexual identity as 

a lesbian.  In 2010, Ava Duvernay 
released her first film, I Will Follow, 
which set the path toward the 
award-winning Selma. Still, except 
for the occasional Spike Lee Joint, 
generally, popular black films 
ignored the real narrative of many 
African-Americans.

This year though, black indie movies 
rose to the forefront with stories 
that are truly captivating and reflect 
on the lives of black people. The 
recent indie renaissance started 
with Nate Parker’s The Birth of 
a Nation, a re-imagining of the 
1915 film by the same name. The 
Birth of a Nation swept Sundance 
receiving rave reviews and was later 
bought by Fox Searchlight Pictures. 
However, rape allegations against 
Parker overshadowed and hindered 
the success of the film. Despite the 
controversy, it not only expresses the 
horrors of slavery but also refuses to 
rely on a white savior. Instead, the 
literate slave Nat Turner becomes a 
hero, as he and his peers fight for the 
freedom. The new Birth of a Nation 
is one of few, if not the only, movie 
about slavery that will have black 
audiences feeling heavy-hearted 
yet empowered and moved by the 

courage of their ancestors portrayed 
in this film.

The renaissance of black film 
continues with Moonlight, the story 
of a black man, who, throughout 
his life, struggles with his sexual 
identity – as well as race, economic 
status and dysfunctional family life. 
Moonlight connects with audiences 
due to the realism and complexity of 
being young and male and living in 
America, challenging the portrayal 
of black men in the media. 

More films to look out for:
• Hidden Figures, offers 

a historical look at three 
phenomenal black female 
scientists who worked for 
NASA, starring Octavia Spencer, 
Taraji P. Henson and Janelle 
Monáe. 

• Fences, directed by and 
starring Denzel Washington, 
co-stars Viola Davis in this film 
adaptation of the iconic play 
written by August Wilson. 

• Get Out, a horror film, examines 
a black man and his fears 
regarding the family of his white 
girlfriend
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 BLACK POWER! 

 A NEW GENERATION OF SUPERHEROESerheroes 
 By Maya Howard

Growing up, a lack of racial diversity limited the world of superheroes for us to look up to. The very first comic 
book to feature African Americans, the All Negro Comic book, was published in 1947, creating two African-
American superheroes -- Ace Harlem and Lion Man. But very few people know or remember these characters. 

The next set of heroes included, Catwoman, whose character although meant to be an African American, was 
always whitewashed in Hollywood; Green Lantern also known as John Stewart, a black marine who was promoted 
to Green Lantern when Hal Jordan quit in the Justice League series; and Storm, who controlled the elements and 
was famously played by Halle Berry in the “X-Men” movie. 

Take a closer look at our new generation of black superheroes:

Luke Cage 
A superhero who had been around 
since 1972, he had been shoved 
into the background until this 
year. Revived on Netflix, Luke 
Cage, played by Mike Colter, 
premiered in September in 13 
binge-watching episodes. His story 
has struck a chord at a time when 
African-American men are being 
killed in record numbers. Cage 
was wrongfully imprisoned and 
given durability and superstrength 
during an experiment; he escapes 
prison and is now a superhero for 
hire in the streets of Harlem. His 
controversy is his power. For young 
boys and men to see a black man 
being bulletproof offers not only 
hope but shows this group to be 
fearless. 

The Black Panther
King T’Challa has been a superhero 
since 1966 but an edition that had 
him fighting the KKK, drove him 
from the spotlight. In 2018, the 
Black Panther will return as the 
first African-American superhero 
to have his own solo debut movie 
through Marvel productions. In the 
comic book world, Black Panther 
is arguably the most important 
black superhero of his time because 
he relies on intelligence, strategy, 
science and unarmed combat. His 
physical attributes and senses are 
heightened due to an herb he wears 
around his neck. He most recently 
appeared in Captain America: 
Civil War (played by Chadwick 
Boseman) where he fought to 
avenge his father’s death.  

Riri Williams 
 Making her first appearance in May 
2016, Riri Williams only 15 years 
old, attends MIT and is smarter than 
Tony Stark himself. She becomes 
his protégé and takes on the role as 
Ironman giving African-American 
girls a new form of inspiration. She 
sparked her own controversy with 
her sexualized look and the fact that 
people did not like the idea that she 
was taking on the Ironman name. 
After a re-tooling, she now has a 
name more appropriate for her, 
Ironheart and inspires young girls 
to grow up and become scientists.

The future of superheroes is 
changing for the better. As the lack 
of diversity diminishes, maybe 
the next step will be a Hispanic or 
Asian superhero.
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 Like a Natural Woman
 Black Women at CCNY Embrace the Growing Natural Hair Movement
 By Terri-Ann Mattadeen

Black women at City College have joined the growing 
movement toward natural hair. For evidence, go to the 
bookstore on the first floor of the NAC building. The 
aisle by the register displays an array of hair products 
and tools. Conditioners, gels, cremes, brushes, bonnets 
and other necessities offer assistance to the curl world 
of hair -- from tight spiral curls to slick down bun up-
dos. The aisle blesses those who need a quick fix on a 
bad hair day. 

All over the country, black women have set aside 
relaxers in favor of natural hair. The trend began 
several years ago, and Chris Rock’s Good Hair 
documentary brought it into sharp focus. Celebrities 
flaunt their natural manes. Viola Davis, Lupita 
Nyong’o, and Tracee Ellis Ross, just to name a few, 
wear their natural hair proudly.  Most Recently, 
Solange Knowles new album, A Seat At The Table, 
features a song, “Don’t Touch My Hair,” which speaks 
volumes to women of color. 

“”GROWING NUMBERS OF CITY COLLEGE 
STUDENTS HAVE LEFT BEHIND CHEMICALS, 

AMID HEALTH CONCERNS, HAIR BREAKAGE 
AND LOSS.”

The natural hair discussion has exploded online, 
spawning a curly, kinky community. Beauty bloggers, 
Youtubers like Chime Edwards or Naptural85, 

Instgramers and natural hair companies dedicate their 
time to show, assist, and celebrate women. The market 
for natural hair products has also surged thanks to, Shea 
Moisture, Cantu, Carol’s Daughter, Mixed Chicks, 
Miss Jessie’s, Creme of Nature, and other companies 
which are sold at mainstream chains from Walgreens to 
Walmart. New research from reveals that sales of styling 
products increased 26.8 percent between 2013 to 20115, 
reaching $946 million, and now comprising 35 percent 
of Black hair-care sales -- a significant increase from the 
previous 16 percent. “I use and thank the lord for Shea 
Moisture,” says student Maya Doig-Acuna, who has 
been natural for all her life. 

Like black women across the country, growing numbers 
of City College students have left behind chemicals 
amid health concerns, hair breakage and loss. Others 
said good-bye to the weave to join the natural trend. 
CCNY’s Kibin Alleyne, 22, switched to the natural hair 
life three years ago. “I had a weave and I wanted it to be 
curly,” said Alleyne. “Then I’m like I should just grow 
my hair naturally. I was also influenced by natural hair 
Youtuber, Naptural85.” 

Others have worn their hair in a natural style since 
day one – and would not have it any other way. “Been 
natural since I was in high school, but last year I 
decided to do the big chop, just because,” ad/PR student 
Keiana Quallo says. “I felt free ever since. ”
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 CULTURE & COMMUNITY Yes, I Have a Disability
 …AND THAT MAKES ME A TRIPLE THREAT 
   BLACK, FEMALE AND EMPOWERED
    by Kaitlan Ott

When someone becomes 
disabled, life is never the 
same again. It’s easy to 
just give up and throw a 
pity party. That’s what 
I wanted to do several 
years ago
when I started noticing 
my body change. 

At 19, I began to feel 
tired and moody all the 
time, and stopped caring 
about much. Everyday 
activities exhausted me; 
even thinking about them 
made me tired. I would 
spend hours lying in my 
room with the lights off. 
My parents thought I was 
depressed and I didn’t 
want to see a therapist 
despite my family’s 
encouragement. I wasn’t 
crazy; I didn’t need to 
speak to someone about 
my personal thoughts 
and feelings. I figured 
everything would work 
itself out. Then my 
speech started to slur a 
bit and I found it more 
difficult to walk. That’s 
when everyone became 
worried. 

After a little over a year, 
my doctors discovered 
I had a brain tumor. For 
someone who isn’t so 
partial to doctors, I was 
seeing a lot of them. 
I saw a psychologist 

weekly even though I had 
rejected the thought of 
seeing one. I was going to 
physical therapy twice a 
week, and I had to check 
in with my neurologist 
and have an updated 
MRI every three months. 
Discovering this brain 
tumor changed my life. 
It was overwhelming 
and confusing. At a time 
when everyone else my 
age seems on top of the 
world, I was burdened 
with my diagnosis. 

The tumor is located 
in my cerebellum. An 
extremely important part 
of the brain, it receives 
information from the 
sensory systems and 
other areas of the brain 
and then regulates 
movements. This includes 
basic coordination and 
common everyday tasks.

My speech has been 
severely affected by 
my brain tumor. For 
someone who constantly 
talked, this was a huge 
adjustment. I have trouble 
standing up in front of a 
room full of people and 
delivering speeches since 
I don’t sound like the 
average person. It is very 
frustrating being unable 
to articulate my thoughts 
correctly. Constantly 

repeating myself has 
also had a huge affect 
on my self-confidence. 
In addition to my speech 
being unclear, I also have 
difficulty regulating my 
volume. 

The tumor has also 
affected the way I walk 
which tires me out very 
easily. Every year, my 
family goes on vacation. 
Getting into pools and 
the beach is not so easy 
for me. Despite physical 
therapy, my legs aren’t as 
strong as they should be.

Writing is also 
challenging. Not only is 
it difficult for me to grip 
a pen, but the actual act 
of writing something 
takes more concentration 
for me than the average 
person. Note taking in 
class is hardly possible 
because I am unable to 

write quickly and legibly. 
For exams that require a 
lot of writing, I have to 
take them in the Office 
of Accessibility. In one 
course, my professor had 
to record the lectures 
because I couldn’t take 
notes.

Of course, many people 
suffer from disabilities, 
both mental and physical, 
but too often we remain 
invisible. Representation 
matters. Disabilities 
should be normalized but 
not ignored. 

Acknowledging there is a 
problem or that you can’t 
handle a situation on your 
own is ok. Seeking help 
is not a sign of weakness 
as too many people of 
color believe. Wanting to 
be your best self is what 
we’re expected to do. 

Portrait of the Author; photo by Mikhael Simmonds.
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Black and Brown  
Girl Magic

BEHIND THE MOVEMENT 
By Loutchana Celestin

From Beyoncé’s hit 
album “Lemonade,” 

calling ladies to get “in 
formation,” to Solange 
telling people not to touch 
her hair -- as well as the 
increasing movement of 
natural hair that has swept 
across America -- Black 
women are understanding 
how magical we are.   
  
CaShawn Thompson 
created the term “Black 
Girls are Magic” in 
2013. Currently living 
in Washington DC, 
Thompson says she 
began this hashtag after 
realizing that most 
black women’s success 
stories seemed to appear 
out of “thin air.” The 
significance behind the 
hashtag, she explains, 
“Is to honor the black 
women in my family and 
all around me that I saw 
doing incredible things, 
so much so that they 
appeared to be magical to 
me.” 

Thompson’s hashtag 
evolved from “Black 
Girls are Magic” to 
“Black Girl Magic.” 
When Willow Smith and 
Amandla Stenberg were 
spotted wearing shirts 
and hoodies Thompson 
created, the saying 
exploded in popularity. 
It has also grown to 
mean something that the 
creator never realized; 
it now symbolizes 

empowerment. The same 
way the hashtag and 
phrase have evolved, so 
has the inclusion. This 
same magic now includes 
brown girls, as the 
movement has expanded 
to “celebrate the beauty, 
power and realizing the 
resilience of the black 
(and brown) women.” 
Black and Brown Girl 
Magic fights against the 
system of oppression 
that recognizes a narrow 
standard of beauty. It 
empowers women and 
girls to believe that all 
skin shades and hair 
textures are beautiful.  
  
The campus of CCNY 
has seen the spread of 
Black and Brown Girl 
Magic. Many strut with 
confidence and proudly 
radiate awesomeness, 
proudly embracing the 
textures of their hair, the 
rich melanin that radiates 
from their skin as the 
sun shines upon it as 
they walk from Shepard 
Hall over to NAC. 
They wear sweaters and 
t-shirts with images of 
Africa and find new and 
creative ways to wear 
their hijabs, incorporating 
their fashion sense into 
every outfit while still 
being modest. Embracing 
the culture makes it so 
magical, along with the 
uniqueness that each 
person brings to the 
movement. 

“IT’S NOT ABOUT SAYING WE ARE 
SUPERHUMAN OR HAVE SUPERPOWERS 
BUT RATHER ACCEPTING WHAT MAKES 

US SO UNIQUE AND ‘MAGICAL.’” 
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Overall Black and 
Brown Girl Magic is 
all about acceptance, 
learning how to honor 
the differences and 
instead of being ashamed 
of them, recognizing 
them as beauty – and 
embracing ourselves 
with no care in the world 
and finally being free. 

It’s not about saying we 
are superhuman or have 
superpowers but rather 
accepting what makes us 
so unique and “magical.”  
This wave is something 
that needs to continue 
until every women 
realizes the magic, inside 
and out.



THE ORIGINAL “COLORED GIRL”
The enduring legacy of playwright  
Ntozake Shange
           by Selima McMillan

Ntozake Shange, who changed 
the face of theater with her play 
“For Colored Girls Who Have 
Considered Suicide / When the 
Rainbow Is Enuf,” wrote her way 
into American history as one of the 
most celebrated artists of her time. 
Born Paulette Williams and raised 
in New Jersey, Shange, now 68, 
had a storied childhood. Little did 
young Shange know that her name, 
too, would be mentioned among the 
greats.

In October, Shange received City 
College’s 2016 Langston Hughes 
Festival medallion. The award 
ceremony, held in Aaron Davis Hall, 
inducted her into a club with fellow 
literary trailblazers of the African 
diaspora such as Gwendolyn 
Brooks, James Baldwin, Sonia 
Sanchez and Nikki Giovanni, to 
name a few.

Shange attended Barnard College, 
graduating cum laude despite 
battling depression and several 
attempts at suicide after a failed 
marriage. In 1971, coming to terms 
with her depression, she changed 
her name to Ntozake Shange, which 
means “she who brings her own 

things” and “she who walks with 
lions.” Holding true to her name 
and purpose, Shange fearlessly 
created works that challenged 
conventionalism, forever changing 
the lives of her audiences. 

In 1974, Shange birthed her most 
famed and beloved work “For 
Colored Girls.” With this theater 
piece, she developed a style 
known as a choreopoem, which 
incorporates syncopation, poetry, 
music and movement into literary 
works. Her distinct style of writing 
and usage of African American 
vernacular coupled with narratives 
about regular Black folks, centered 
a group of people in spaces 
with limited opportunities and 
representation.
 
“For Colored Girls” made its 
Broadway debut in 1976, after 
Lorraine Hansberry’s “A Raisin in 
the Sun” in 1959, as one of only 
two iconic theater productions 
written by a Black woman. The 
play followed complex experiences 
of seven nameless Black women 
culminating in each learning self 
affirmation, love and care in their 
own way. Recalling the lack of 

representation for her as a child, 
Shange hoped “to leave something 
behind for colored girls.” “There 
was nothing about black women 
that could sustain me, give me hope 
or give me validation,” she recalls.

“For Colored Girls” came to 
fruition in the midst of the Black 
Power and Women’s Liberation 
movements. The organizing of the 
Black Panther Party, Muhammad 
Ali’s refusal to the serve in the 
Draft, the Black Power salute at 
the Olympic Games in Mexico 
City and Congresswoman Shirley 
Chisholm’s historic run for 
president all took place during this 
time. Shange critiqued the role of 
art in politics acknowledging that 
“art can offer you the freedom to 
find the struggle for yourself,” but 
stresses the importance of having an 
active citizenry. “Demonstrations, 
sit-ins and calling senators’ offices, 
all those things we have to do, 
not necessarily as activist, but as 
citizens, who are active in our 
lives,” she says. “That’s a part of 
the responsibility of humanity. Take 
responsibility for the world around 
you, by taking part in it.”

Shange accepts award at CCNY; photo by Warut Snidvongs
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     My Mother, Myself
 Even as my mother becomes more ill,  
 I am determined to get my degree – for her and for me 
 by Alex Gutierrez

“Did you do your home-
work?” my mother always 
asked. “Be a leader not 
a follower.” These words 
will forever be imbedded 
in my head. 

My mother, a Dominican 
immigrant, is a smart 
woman who skipped a 
number of grades. Edu-
cation has always been 
important to her but 
when motherhood called, 
she had to answer. As we 
grew older, my mother 
was able to go back to 
school and graduate from 
Borough of Manhattan 
Community College with 
an Associate’s degree. 
Years later, my turn came. 
I followed in my mother’s 
footsteps and attended 
BMCC while picking up 
her dream to obtain a 
Bachelor’s degree. 

When my mother became 
extremely ill, I almost 
gave up her dream and 
mine. Almost. 

It started on what seemed 
like a typical day five 
years ago. At the end 
of my shift, like usual, I 
called my sister on the 
way to the train to see 
how she was doing. Our 
mother hadn’t been well 
– she was experiencing 
inward curvature of her 
hands, limited mobility, 

and a raspy voice. Based 
on these symptoms and 
further testing, doctors 
told us it was Multiple 
Sclerosis. However, when 
my sister picked up, she 
sounded worn out from 
crying. “Sister what’s 
wrong?” I said. “Nothing,” 
said my sister.  “I’ll talk to 
you when you get home.” 
Many thoughts crossed 
my mind. What could it 
be that had my sister so 
utterly upset?

As I entered my building, 
anxiety took a hold of me 
causing a worried pacing 
in the elevator. When I 
opened the door, chatter 
from my family in the liv-
ing room faded away. My 
mother’s eyes just seemed 
empty. I asked what was 
wrong and was told to sit 
down by my sister. The 
longest pause followed. 
“Remember doctors said 
mom has MS,” she began.  
“Well it’s a lot worse than 
we thought; mom has 
ALS.” 

At that moment, I 
couldn’t hear anything. 
Thoughts filling my brain: 
ALS, what is that, will 
she be ok, what’s the next 
step? I began to Google.
 
Amyotrophic Lateral Scle-
rosis (ALS) is a progres-
sive neurodegenerative 

disease that involves the 
loss of structure, func-
tion or death of neurons. 
Eventually, those with the 
disease 
are unable to move, and 
later on breathe, leading 
to their untimely deaths.

The news was like a blow 
to the gut. Once I under-
stood what her diagnosis 
meant, I thought, how can 
I be selfish and continue 
working and going to 
school? I had to face the 
reality that my mother 
would need all the help 
she could get especially 
with my two month old 
brother. The education 
I wanted so badly – and 
that she wanted for me -- 
began to suffer. Focusing 
on classes and keeping 
it all together became 
nearly impossible. I made 
the unbelievably hard 

decision to drop out of 
college; bringing the joy 
of being the first in my 
family to have a Bache-
lor’s degree to a screech-
ing halt. My mother was 
not a fan of my decision 
and begged me to return 
and after sometime later, 
I finally did. Unfortunate-
ly, the rest of my family 
thought I was selfish for 
choosing education over 
my mother. The lack of 
support put a damper on 
my self-esteem and my 
grades. 

My mother can no lon-
ger fend for herself or do 
simple tasks such as walk, 
talk, eat or clean herself. 
Even with ALS, my moth-
er wears a big bright smile 
on her face. Knowing this, 
I have two classes left and 
my mother’s support. 
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I am gay, 200 pounds, 
lonely and busy, so 
dating isn’t easy for me. 
Being Latino works in 
my favor sometimes – 
and other times it works 
against me. But as with 
any other human, I have 
needs and they involve 
sex. Dating apps to hook 
up, my main tool to “get 
it done,” seemed like a 
safe solution to my needs 
until a man exposed me 
to HIV.
Over the summer, a 
message through Grindr, 
basically Tinder for gays, 
appeared on my cell 
phone with the question 
“Hi, looking for sex?” 
A man, interested in 
my profile, proposed 
picking me up at 181st 
Street, going to his home, 
eating food, and having 
“fun.”  Before saying 
yes, I had a conversation 
with him, online, about 
the importance of 
safe sex and the legal 
consequences for people 
who lie about their HIV 
status.  

I have reason to be 
worried: According to 
the Centers for Disease 
Control and Prevention, 
men who have sex with 
men have the highest rate 
of contracting HIV in the 
United States, and though 
the virus is preventable, 
it has reached crisis 

proportions among black 
and Hispanic gay and 
bisexual men. 
 
After my straightforward 
warning about HIV, 
my hookup said, “Do 
not worry, I tested less 
than three months ago, 
HIV negative, all clean 
here.”We met as we 
both agreed; I waited 
for him in his bedroom 
to start getting “down to 
business.”  I noticed he 
turned off the light and 
did not wear a condom. 
I stopped him and 
reminded him, “Only 
safe, remember!” We 
did have sex twice with 
condoms he supplied, and 
one broke.

Even though he had 
assured me he was not 
HIV positive, the next 
day, many thoughts 
came to my mind and I 
started feeling paranoid. 
I decided to open another 
(fake) profile on Grindr, 
with a picture of a friend 
of mine and a different 
description of myself and 
added him. He replied to 
my request and asked me 
“where do you live?” I 
said, “Harlem.” Then – I 
know it may sound out 
there, but my mind had 
gone to a bad place and I 
wanted to see if this guy 
had played me: “I am 
HIV negative, but I do 

HIV&ME
How one Grindr hook-up  

almost led to infection for life 
     by Edwin Amador
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not wear condom because 
I am allergic to latex, do 
you mind raw sex?” He 
replied, “Yes, just come 
up over here.” 
                                                                                                                
I was terrified that he 
was less than truthful and 
in the habit of having 
unprotected sex. He 
may not know his HIV 
status – or he may have 
lied, which I began to 
suspect by doing my own 
online “research.” Had he 
infected me? 

I tried not to panic 
and instead look for a 
solution for. I already 
knew about PrEP, Pre-
exposure prophylaxis, 
a daily anti-viral pill 
that works to keep 
people from contracting 
HIV. But now I needed 
PEP, post-exposure 
prophylaxis. According 
to aids.gov, PEP prevents 
HIV infection after a 

recent exposure – like the 
morning after pill women 
take after unprotected sex 
to prevent pregnancy. 

I went to a clinic 
right away to get the 
medication and started 
taking my first pill after 
66 hours. In my 28 days’ 
journey, I was very 
doubtful it would work. 
I would wake up crying, 
having nightmares of my 
next HIV results, blaming 
myself for being a victim 
and using a “stupid” sex 
app.  

Finally, four months after 
that bad date, all my tests 
came up negative: HIV 
AVOIDED. After this 
dangerous experience, 
I am on PrEP. I deleted 
all types of “hook up” 
apps from my phone and 
promised myself to be 
more much careful.



Hands off My Forehead
Why Wearing a Bindi, If You Aren’t South Asian,  

Is Cultural Appropriation
By Tonima Rahman 

Fashion trends come and go. Leg 
warmers in the 70’s, fingerless lace 
gloves in the 80’s, baggy t-shirts in 
the 90’s, and the list goes on. These 
trends do not disrespect people’s 
cultures, religions, or traditions. 
However, in the past couple of 
years, Westerners, mainly young 
white girls, have grabbed onto the 
bindi trend. 

Cultural appropriation and cultural 
appreciation are two very distinct 
concepts. You can appreciate an-
other culture and learn its elements 
while still respecting the source. 
For example, Lindsay Lohan visited 
Syria recently to help with the ref-
ugee crisis and wore a hijab.  Why 
-- to be respectful of Syrian culture 
and religion. Appropriation, on 
the other hand, fails to recognize 
the culture as a whole and takes 
the “pretty” parts of it and makes it 
their own.

Think about the recent bindi 
fashion, which emerged last sum-
mer. Young white girls wearing 
distressed denim shorts, white 
crochet crop tops and gladiator 
sandals, stuck out-of-place, shiny 
gems smack in the middle of their 
foreheads between their eyebrows. 
They were not on their way to a 
temple or their Indian best friend’s 
wedding. They were going to 
Coachella. They have no connec-
tion with South Asian culture and 
do not know or relate to the value 
of the bindi, but they still wear it to 
accessorize. 

The ongoing trend among these 
white girls has resulted in stores, 
such as Urban Outfitters and Etsy, 
to begin selling bindis. Labeled 
as “forehead jewels” or “festival jew-
elry,” they sell for prices as high as 
$18. We South Asian women go to 
our local salwar kameez/sari shop 

and ask aunty for a pack of five bin-
dis for $5. We find it ridiculous to 
see stores selling such small things 
for such high prices, and it’s even 
more embarrassing to see people 
actually buy them for that price. 
So let’s be clear: The bindi is not the 
fashion trend of this decade for you 
to rock if you are not South Asian. 
The bindi holds significance and 
respect to South Asian Hindu cul-
ture and in the South Asian fash-
ion industry. Hindus attach great 
importance to this ornamental 
mark on the forehead, considered 
a major nerve point in the human 
body since ancient times. Different 
colors represent different occasions 
and stages in a woman’s life. The 
red bindi, for instance, symbolizes 
marriage, true love, and prosperity. 
Over time, the bindi has become 
a cultural fashion statement, used 
as an accessory to further glamify 
South Asian outfits and jewelry. 

To me, the bindi represents 
beauty and makes me feel 
like I have a strong connec-
tion with my culture. 
Here’s what’s also important 
to understand: Wearing a 
bindi can invite danger and 
violence, especially in these 
divisive times. Many young 
South Asian girls, indenti-
fied by the bindi, are bullied 
solely for being South Asian. 
“Names like ‘dot-head’ were 
common or just rudely 
asking why Indian women 
wear a dot on their head,” 
said CCNY student Shabana 
Bachu. 

Bindis do not belong to 
anyone who is not South 
Asian. Those who appropri-
ate our culture disrespect and 
take away from its meaning. 
Because the bindi fashion 
trend has gotten out of hand 
in the west, talking about the 
difference between appreci-
ation and appropriation can 
turn ugly. But no one can 
claim what is not theirs, and 
until we understand that, we 
cannot reconcile the two. 
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WE PROUDLY STAND ON THE SHOULDERS OF 
THOSE WHO CAME BEFORE US

JOIN OUR TEAM!
JOIN OUR HISTORY!

HAVE YOUR VOICE HEARD!

THE PAPER IS CURRENTLY SEEKING NEW STAFF 
MEMBERS — WRITERS, EDITORS, DESIGNERS, 

PHOTOGRAPHERS, ADVERTISERS, AND SOCIAL MEDIA 
EXPERTS. 

DON’T BE A STRANGER!
STOP BY OUR OFFICE, NAC 1/118. 

MEET DURING CLUB HOURS: 
 EVERY OTHER THURSDAY AT 1PM.

CONTACT INFORMATION
EMAIL: THEPAPERCCNY@GMAIL.COM

WEBSITE: THEPAPERCCNY.COM


