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Resonance Network is a community of people who share 
a deep belief that a world of interdependent thriving for 
all people, where violence is not the norm is possible.
Network members work collectively to create strategies 
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FOREWORD

Dear Reader,
 

In 2018, Wakanda Dream Lab published an anthology titled 
Black Freedom Beyond Borders: A Wakanda Immigration 
Anthology. The titular phrase #BlackFreedomBeyondBorders 
invited collective imagining and envisioning of what a 
borderless world could look like for Afro-diasporic people. 
The backdrop for this inquiry was the growing humanitarian 
crisis at the US southern border, the increase in displacement 
and forced movement of Africans across the continent and 
from the continent to Europe and North America, the global 
refugee crisis spurred by militarism and climate change, all 
coupled with the lack of visibility of Black migration in the 24 
hour news cycle. The anthology sought to challenge the notion 
of nationhood, combat nationalism, play with the construct of 
geographic boundaries, and engage with an idea of nation that 
was about connection between people over time and space.

 
A year later, the folks at Resonance Network and Wakanda 
Dream Lab teamed up and are pleased to present a second 
anthology centering gender liberation. As we struggled to find 
a new catchy title, it occurred to us that borders are a kind of 
binary. And that therefore, the gender binary and oppression 
it upholds is a kind of border. Like nations, it puts our bodies in 
a territory either here or there and there are laws that govern 
how we must perform our body depending on the place we 
are in. So we came up with Black Freedom Beyond Borders: Re-
imagining Gender in Wakanda. 

In the midst of societal dysfunction in which women and girls – 
especially from Black and Indigenous communities, those who 
do not fit into predetermined gender boxes, or are deemed 
weaker among men – face violence, exclusion, isolation, and 
bigotry, we know we can envision and create a different reality. 
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A liberatory reality where kindness, inclusion, belonging, and 
above all else love are the order of the day. 
 
Turning back to Wakanda where we see gender currently 
playing out in a number of ways, we wanted to know, what 
don’t we see? If Wakanda is Zion, Paradise, Negroland, 
Afrotopia, for all Afro-descendant people and other peoples 
committed to Black Liberation as their own liberation, how do 
we WANT to see gender beyond the snapshots offered to us 
in the comics, cartoons, and movies? If Wakanda is the place 
that was never colonized and its people never enslaved then 
how does gender evolve? How do its people navigate gender 
with its soft and hard borders? How do we experience gender 
freedom beyond the borders of the binary?

We invited fan fiction, art, and poetry that was vision-led, 
future-facing, revolutionary, and social justice-oriented from all 
those across the race and gender spectrum who believe in and 
are committed to gender justice and liberation, and the power 
of speculative fiction. 

How did the anthology happen?

Crucial to bringing this second anthology to life were a group 
of folks whose talent and collaboration we’re in awe of.

Our phenomenal communications mavens, Asha Grant and 
Sean A. Watkins whet our digital communities’ appetites for 
the anthology through Wakanda-centered and vision-led 
messaging. Our amazing editorial team, comprising Emanuel 
Brown, Deleana Otherbull, and Yasmin Yonis, helped choose 
the pieces that appear in this anthology and supported 
contributors with polishing their pieces. Our talented graphic 
and artistic designer, Amir Khadar, led the visual design of 
the anthology. We lift up the writers and visual artists who 
shared and entrusted the gift of their creativity with us: 
Amber Butts, Courtney Dozier, Dolores Chandler, Innocent 
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Ilo, Innocent Immaculate Acan, Isa Woldeguiorguis, Khadija 
Jahmila, Lawrence Barriner II, Maps Glover, margaux delotte-
bennett, Mercedes Mack, Morgan Christie, P Brown, Philliph 
Drummond, Tonjie Reese, Yalini Dream, and Zebib K. A. 
Holding everything together was our amazing project manager, 
Kassamira Carter-Howard. She kept us on task and went above 
and beyond what we asked of her even as sometimes we 
completely missed our deadlines. 

We learned that while the collaborative process required much 
more time and intention, it also provided an opportunity to 
practice living our values in the creation of our vision for a just 
future.

What to expect in the anthology

As you explore the anthology, you’ll find written and visual 
pieces about family life in Wakanda, love and intimacy, 
transformation as old ways give way to the new, and in some 
instances, violence. We’re committed to ensuring that young 
people are part of our dreaming into Wakanda and visioning 
and writing for liberation. And, we’d like you to know that some 
pieces in the anthology may not be suitable for children given 
explicit content that references violence and physical intimacy. 
We have identified the pieces with explicit content with an 
asterisk next to their titles in the table of contents.

Below we share some of the prompts and ideas that the 
writers and visual artists explored. 

• How does gender and gender liberation FEEL in Wakanda? 
What societal structures ensure everyone experiences 
gender freedom? Why and how are women, trans folks and 
gender non-conforming (TGNC) people safe in Wakanda? 
How are women and TGNC folks part of Wakanda’s 
evolution?
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• How is gender connected to Wakandan spiritual traditions 
and practices? How is gender connected to the people, the 
land, and the environment? Are there expectations tied to 
specific traditions and practices?

• Does gender-based violence exist in Wakanda? How do 
Wakandans handle instances of gender-based violence? 
How does leadership from women and TGNC folks inform 
the way Wakandans respond to violence?

• If you were a child who grew up in Wakanda, what stories 
would you tell your great-grandchildren about your life 
experiences? What has changed or evolved as your borders 
have opened? 

We hope you read these stories, talk about them with others, 
and share your thoughts with us. As you explore gender 
liberation in your own life, with your family, and colleagues, we 
hope you’re inspired by the propositions in this book to try on, 
and practice new ways of being.

Thank you for journeying with us.

Wakanda Forever!

Alexis Flanagan, Resonance Network

Rufaro Gwarada, Wakanda Dream Lab / reset project at Power 
California

Aisha Shillingford, Wakanda Dream Lab / Movement Strategy 
Center
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GLOSSARY

Avengers: Black Panther, Captain America, Captain Marvel, 
Iron Man, Scarlet Witch.

Azania: a country neighboring Wakanda. 

Bast: the Panther Goddess, primary deity of Wakanda.

Black Panther: ceremonial and religious title of the chief of 
the Panther Tribe.

Blip: The blip is how people who were snapped by Thanos 
in the decimation experienced the 5 years. Once they were 
returned by the Hulk with the Infinity Gauntlet, everyone who 
was returned came back 5 years later into that future... but 
only felt like a momentary lapse, or blip.

Birnin Zana: Wakanda’s capital city. Also known as “The 
Golden City”.
 
Dora Milaje: Wakanda’s special armed forces and protectors 
of the throne comprised of elite women warriors from each 
tribe of Wakanda.

Hatut Zeraze: “Dogs of War” are the espionage specialists and 
special ops soldiers of Wakanda.
 
Killmonger: son of Prince N’Jobu, T’Chaka’s brother. Former 
U.S. military Black ops soldier, usurper of the Wakandan 
Throne.
 
Kimoyo Beads: kimoyo “of the spirit” beads are an intranet 
system, a Vibranium-based supercomputer network.
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Kree: technologically advanced and militaristic humanoid race 
that come from a planet called Hala, but have established an 
empire though intergalactic conquest.

Gender: Refers to socially and culturally defined roles for 
males and females. These roles are learned over time, can 
change from time to time, and vary widely within and between 
cultures.

Gender-Based Violence: Any form of physical, psychological 
or sexual harm, or threat of harm, directed against a person on 
the basis of their gender.

General Okoye: leader of the Dora Milaje.

Hadari Yao: the goddess of balance in nature and alias for 
superpowered mutant, Storm (Ororo Munroe), who has the 
ability to manipulate the elements of nature.

Ingcawa: (black and white) blanket traditionally worn by Xhosa 
men.

King Azzuri: former King of Wakanda and Black Panther during 
World War II, father of T’Chaka.

Mohannda: country neighboring Wakanda.

Nakia: an international Wakandan spy. Formerly Dora Milaje.

Okoye: see entry under ‘General Okoye’.

Orisha (of Wakanda): gods of Wakanda, namely: Thoth, 
Kokou, Mujaji, Ptah, Nyami, and Bast.

Princess Shuri: Daughter of Ramonda and T’Chaka, younger 
sister of T’Challa, Wakanda’s chief technologist.
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Ramonda: Queen Mother of Wakanda, married to T’Chaka, 
mother of T’Challa and Shuri.

Sekhmet: warrior goddess as well as goddess of healing. She 
is depicted as a lioness, the fiercest hunter.

T’Challa: son of Ramonda and T’Chaka, older brother of Shuri, 
King of Wakanda, the Black Panther.
 
T’Chaka: former King of Wakanda, married to Ramonda, father 
of T’Challa and Shuri.

Thanos: “The Mad Titan” SuperVillian and cult leader who 
believes the natural balance of the universe requires the 
decimation of half its living population.

Tony Stark: billionaire inventor, philanthropist, industrialist 
and Avenger - best known as the power-enhanced armored 
Iron Man.

Torment Forest: located in the outer limits of central 
Wakanda.

Upanga: training and education facility of the Dora Milaje.
 
Vibranium: a rare, sound absorbing metal element found and 
mined only in Wakanda following a prehistoric meteorite crash. 
It absorbs, stores, and releases kinetic energy. 

Vulwakabini: a beaded top worn over the upper body and 
breasts traditionally worn by Xhosa women.
 
Wakanda: a small, land-locked, formerly isolationist 
technologically advanced nation in north east Africa. The only 
known location with the resource of Vibranium (see above). 
Official name: the Kingdom of Wakanda.
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Warrior Falls: waterfalls where coronation of the ruler of 
Wakanda takes place.

Woods of Solitude: a place for meditation and contemplation 
for Wakandans, located west of the Royal Palace.
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The Origin of Dora Milaje
By Tonjie Reese

Pebbles and dirt bounced on the ground, tapping to the 
rhythm of drums. The familiar pound vibrated through 
Yumza’s chest and down to her toes. She heard this cadence 
every year during this time, but today the drums seemed 
louder. With each boom she grew more electrified. It was a 
special day. Today, she would be initiated as a Dora Milaje. 
Ahead of her, the rest of her squadron marched forward. Their 
red uniforms and silver spears glistened in the Wakanda sun. 

“Yumza! Focus! Your squadron is leaving!” Okoye yelled. Yumza 
looked up and realized that the rest of the new initiates were 
a full meter ahead. She doubled her steps in order to catch up 
and found her place in line behind Kwa’leki. Yumza was the 
Atilyen, or back of her squadron. Her role was to protect the 
rear of the other Dora Milaje. Although she earned her place, 
there were some who didn’t feel she was the right choice. 
Yumza was small in stature, but proved to be the bravest 
during their training. 

When she caught up, Kwa’leki, the strongest of the new 
initiates and other Atilyen, gave her a sharp look. “What were 
you doing?” whispered Kwa’leki. “Nerves got you?” 

“No. Of course not. I’m just getting used to these shoes,” 
replied Yumza. 

“Sure, blame the vibranium. You know it molds to your feet 
right? Tuh. Some Atilyen you are,” said Kwa’leki with another 
sharp look. 
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“Kwa’leki! Face front!” Okoye called out. Yumza gave Okoye 
a quick look of relief and faced forward with the rest of the 
squadron. 

The drums grew louder with each step they took. They climbed 
onto the raft that would take them to Warrior Falls. Soon they 
could hear the crowd singing out. 

“Dora Milaje oh oh yah! Dora Milaje oh oh yah hey!” 

As they drew closer to Warrior Falls, sweat beaded on Yumza’s 
palms. She gripped her spear tighter, hoping that would 
stop the sweating. The air thickened as they approached the 
ceremonial ground. Above them, each tribe took their position 
on the cliffs. The Jabari Tribe, the River Tribe, the Border Tribe, 
the Mining Tribe, and the Merchant Tribe celebrated as the 
new initiates formed a line in the center of the arena. Yumza 
fought the urge to look for her family. She had clear directions; 
face forward until Queen Nakia gives the order. 

“Mbele!” shouted Queen Nakia. In one swift movement, the 
Dora Milaje faced the thundering crowds. A sea of vibrant 
colors speckled the cliffs and red flags waved in the air. Yumza 
inhaled deeply as she took in the scene. Every other year, 
she sat in the crowd with her family and cheered on the new 
initiates. It was her turn now. Her eyes searched the crowd and 
finally landed on her family. She came from a long line of Dora 
Milaje. Her grandmother was part of the original squadron; her 
mother served under King T’Chaka; and her sister fought side 
by side with King T’Challa. Donned in bright green and gold, 
her people, the River Tribe, danced and sang with more vigor 
when they spotted Yumza. As the drums beat faster, and the 
crowd grew louder, Yumza’s heart started to race. She felt the 
weight of her grandmother’s legacy on her shoulders. 

Reja, Wakanda’s most revered griot, walked to the center of the 
ceremonial ground and greeted the Dora Milaje. As tradition 
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goes, Reja was preparing them for initiation by sharing the 
story of how the Dora Milaje was formed. A hush came over 
the crowd when Reja raised their wooden staff. As a meli rogo, 
or dual spirit, and a former warrior, Reja was revered by every 
tribe. Yumza listened attentively as Reja began the story she 
had heard numerous times before. This time, it felt more 
sacred. 

“Many, many years ago in the age of King Azzuri, the colonizers 
nearly split our country in half. Their goal - men and women 
should be apart. Men should rule women. And women should 
submit to men.” 

The crowd jeered and screamed at the last statement, 
remembering the pain from generations before. Yumza, 
Kwa’leki, and the rest of the new initiates gave a collective 
“AH!” Their spears pierced the ground as they screamed. The 
crowd grew silent again as Reja lifted their staff, commanding 
attention. 

“Today, we honor our new Dora Milaje and mourn the Toye 
Subwana.” 

The crowd stayed silent and many bowed their heads. No one 
mentioned the Toye Subwana, except on initiation day. 

“When the colonizers came during the Great War, we did not 
know they would try to rip our people apart. As we know, 
the Toya Subwana, known for their strength, were the elite 
warriors for King Azzuri. They were courageous fighters. Until 
the colonizers forced their so-called “masculine” ways upon 
us. Using tricks, pressure, and arrogance, they convinced the 
Toye Subwana that they should be in charge of their wives and 
harm the meli rogo. They told them that as men, they needed 
to use their strength to overpower if no one listened. They told 
them that being compassionate, nurturing, and sensitive was 
weak. The Toye Subwana, those poor souls, went so far as to 
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beat their wives and children. The most despicable even killed 
meli rogo and sent a message that we don’t belong.” 

The crowd screamed again, this time with more angst. 
Many families were divided during the Great War and 
never recovered. They mourned for their fallen tribesman. 
Yumza fought back tears. Her alagbae, or elder, was a Toye 
Subwana. Her family never spoke of him or mentioned him. 
He attempted to kill her grandmother and failed. He was 
intentionally forgotten. Instinctively, Yumza glanced at Kwa’leki, 
who didn’t hold back tears. Like Reja, they were meli rogo. As 
meli rogo, Kwa’leki still felt the pain of the fallen. Each tear that 
rolled down their face was an offering. 

“For a long time, it felt unsafe and the Toye Subwana were 
unruly. But hope was not lost. The Orishas remained our 
protectors. While Bast led King Azzuri to the heart-shaped 
herb, Thoth enacted vengeance upon the Toye Subwana. With 
a bolt of lightning, and a whoosh of wind, the Toye Subwana 
disappeared. Never to be heard from or spoken of again.” 

“AAAH,” the Dora Milaje screamed out again. The crowd 
responded with whoops, shrieks, and bangs on drums. As 
they carried on, Reja danced. With arms flailing wildly and feet 
stomping in a rhythmic pattern, Yumza stared, finally allowing 
tears to fall. Until now, she hadn’t understood how holy it was 
for the gods to intervene. Had they not, she would not be alive. 

Reja slowed down their dancing and raised their staff again. 
The crowd grew quiet and listened. 

“When the Great War reached its peak, King Azzuri was left 
without an army. He needed warriors, but didn’t want more 
Toye Subwana. He was instructed by Bast to not rely solely on 
the strength of men again. Meanwhile, the wives of the Toye 
Subwana banded together. They too, never wanted to see the 
Toye Subwana in power again. They called themselves ‘Dora 
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Milaje!’” 

The crowd let out a clamorous yell. 

“King Azzuri, in all his wisdom, honored the Dora Milaje and 
made them his new army. He decided, the Dora Milaje should 
be the ones to protect the land. Women included anyone who 
had feminine expression. Those born and those born into. 
They learned to fight in order to protect themselves. All the 
Wakadans agreed,  the only time a woman needed to defend 
herself was against the greater enemy. They are our protectors 
and we are theirs. The Dora Milaje are a reminder that strength 
is not gendered. Strength is not only physical. Strength is 
nurturing, protective, and should be honored. We honor these 
warriors today. We keep them as they keep us! Today, we 
initiate the newest members of that legacy.” 

“YAH!” yelled the crowd and new Dora Milaje. 

“We honor their strength!” 

“YAH!” 

“We honor their wisdom!” 

“YAH!” 

“We honor their power!” 

“YAH! Dora Milaje Phambili!” 

“WAKANDA FOREVER!” 
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Tonjie Reese is a Detroit native, 
creative, preventionist, and founder of 
eleven24, a program dedicated to 
reducing the prevalence of 
relationship abuse and sexual violence 
through media literacy and identity 
affi  rmation. In her many years of 
youth-serving and gender-based 

violence work, she has held roles as a prevention program 
director, community educator, shelter advocate, national 
community initiatives coordinator, and program development 
consultant. Tonjie holds a BS in Behavioral Science and an MA 
in Education, Leadership, and Change. Driven by the belief 
that everyone has a role in gender-based violence prevention, 
her motto is “It’s up to us to defi ne what our role will be!”
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Khadija Jahmila is a DC-based, 
MD-raised, VA-born Word Player, 
Visual Artist, Twilight Traveler. As 
a child, her imagination was 
ever-vibrant; she made mini-
verses for her stuff ed animals, 
even cooked health potions with 
her mom’s perfume when they 

were sick. When 2017 rolled around, there was much to 
celebrate and what felt like an eternity of challenges. In the 
thick of mental fatigue, gloom, and trauma, she went inside 
herself and reunited with her imagination, came face to face 
with the power of her creations. Commingling her love of 
make-believe, nature elements, and bold, bright colors, her 
visual art and poetry is a refl ection of all that strikes her, 
hinders her, and makes her whole. Her art now speaks freely 
and in a language that is familial, warm, and fuzzy. Her latest 
mini-verse creation is a 12-piece zodiac collage series called 
“Back to Love, Back to Cosmology,” featured in this anthology. 
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Utopia
By Courtney Dozier

“Lift every voice and sing
Till earth and heaven ring
Ring with the harmonies of Liberty;
let our rejoicing rise,
high as the list’ning skies, let it resound loud as the rolling sea “

These words will mean nothing on the Sub-Saharan ground 
They will ring as historical mania 
To my grandchildren who, before the age of eight, will have 
already learned the fundamentals of vibranium 
Yet, having that internal cry for liberation and affirmation for 
their people won’t even mean much to them 

 I, will be happy... 

Grateful to reach the end of inherited trauma, and insolence 
Ecstatic how they will NOT grow to be “minority” but 
magnificent! 
Not “mans” but equivalent 

No longer fighting hard and NOT fighting for their freedom 
Not uniting the states but in turn building their kingdom 
A representation of what the ancestors dreamed of 

A utopia.

Spiritually designed by them, we wish they could see 

A generation who now rises with the horizon instead of lying 
where the chalk outline will be 
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An agriculture that changes the meaning of a “Southern Tree”

Planting the seeds in soil that’s as rich as can be  

Riding through open fields instead of getting stopped by police 

Only warriors live here, and they would only come in peace 

No longer exclaiming to my children that they must be careful 
in the streets 

Asking them to fly now since this society is the steppingstone 
at their feet 

And if it ever rains, I’ll tell them how a rainbow one day caught 
me 

How this land was made for the LGBT 

We colored the world so much it’s now okay to be free 

Here, the land whispers, the sky speaks astrology 

And violence based on gender is a great anomaly 

Ask me what should be done with my body 
I’ll tell you there’s no policy 

Kings and Queens and Drags alike would commune together 
commonly 

Yet we will not be defined by our labels 
The switch does not have to happen consciously

We are the norm. And we are now. 
We are no longer just a novelty 
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Our closets will be made for bags not bodies 
We can fi nally have our honesty 

Some will ask if this is real, 

In turn, I’ll say “possibly”

Courtney Dozier is a 19-year-old Canton, 
Ohio native. She is a current sophomore 
studying Social Media and Digital 
Strategies at Columbia College Chicago. 
After graduation, she hopes to become a 
content manager or social media 
analyst. Courtney has a passion for 

writing. She has been writing poetry since the age of eight and 
uses it as a positive outlet for her life. In her spare time, she 
likes to take photos, write poetry and music. 
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Nyemoja
By Innocent Ilo

Nyemoja ducked behind the frangipani hedge beside her 
apartment building as the dusty-brown Volvo pulled up in the 
driveway. She was just returning from the store to pick up 
groceries and stopped behind the hedge to pick fresh flowers 
for the vase on her centerpiece. Two men jumped out of the 
car and made for the entrance of the building. The janitor 
stopped them in the lobby, demanding to see their kimoyo 
cards, for identification, and asking who they were there to see. 
Nyemoja ducked lower behind the flower hedge because she 
recognized the car and the two men as people who recently 
started stalking and following transwomen in stores and on the 
streets. Their pictures and description of their car had been 
circulating wildly on the Trans4Trans Telegram group. Nobody 
in the group knew their names or anything about them or if 
they had killed anyone. Someone in the group swore that she 
knew the men were hacking into local databases to hunt and 
kill transwomen. But that was impossible, right? Vibranium was 
supposed to make databases impenetrable.

Last week, Wuruola— who was in the habit of sharing Star 
Wars memes to the Trans4Trans group— was raped and shot 
twice in the head while coming back from her telemarketing 
job. The number of murdered transwomen rose to 22 in Birnin 
Zana that day. And it was only July. Someone shared a link to 
an online petition calling for the immediate investigation of 
Wuruola’s murder by the Hatut Zeraze on Trans4Trans and 
all members of the group signed it. Someone had suggested 
they carry banners and march to City Square, but they decided 
against it because it was too risky. It would further endanger 
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their lives. 

Nyemoja was aware that the petition was a total waste of time 
after filling in her email address and clicking ‘Sign’ on the 
Wakanda.Change.Org website. The Hatut Zeraze would rather 
eat hair than give Wuruola’s murder any attention at all. 
Many a time, the police chief appeared on national television 
to reassure them, “You are overreacting. The murders are not 
transphobic. This is Wakanda and we don’t do that here.”

The men were still talking to the janitor who wouldn’t allow 
them up the stairs until they stated their business and 
presented their kimoyo cards for scanning.

“I’m going to have to put a call to Hatut Zeraze if you 
gentlemen keep bothering me and this apartment building,” 
the janitor said. “I don’t want any trouble and it’s already 
getting late. Bounce off.” Nyemoja reached for her pocket and 
brought out her kimoyo card. 

One of the men with a red, discolored gash on his face, 
snatched the card away from the janitor, while his partner 
flashed the gun tucked into his denim trousers at the janitor. 

“Now, we don’t want to hurt people who we don’t intend to 
hurt,” the man flashing the gun said. “What’s Nyemoja Amadi’s 
apartment number? We already know the filth lives here.”

Nyemoja froze and her feet buckled under her upon hearing 
her name. 

“I can’t give out that information.”

A squirrel scurried past Nyemoja’s feet. She slipped and fell 
onto the heap of dead leaves on the ground in her attempt to 
shake the rodent off. 
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“What’s that sound?” The man who snatched the janitor’s 
kimoyo card gestured to his partner to go outside and check 
out the rustling outside.

Nyemoja clasped her palms together, trying to quiet her 
breathing, and keep herself from wincing from the shooting 
pain in the ankle she sprained in the fall. She could see a man’s 
feet milling around the hedge. 

“You think it’s the filth? You think it saw us and ran off?” The 
man in the lobby shouted to the man outside. 

“I think so.”

“Well, look for the fucking filth!”

“Can’t find the filth, probably ran off.”

“We gon’ catch the skunk one of these days!”

Just as the man turned around to head for the house, 
Nyemoja’s kimoyo card beeped to remind her to take her 
hourly glass of water.

“Gotchya!” 

The man lurched into the hedge and pulled Nyemoja out. He 
dragged her to the car, bruising her legs on the coarse, tarred 
road along the way.

“You’re fucking hurting me!” Nyemoja cursed under her breath. 

The man pulled Nyemoja up and hit her across the face with 
his gun.

“What do you want? Money? I can give you money. I don’t have 
lots of it but you can take it all!” 
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Nyemoja’s nose was bleeding. She sniffed as hard as she could 
to stop the blood rivulets from trickling into her mouth.

“Shut up, Bolade!” The man wiped the blood splatter off his 
gun before tucking it back into his trousers.

Bolade was Nyemoja’s deadname. It had been years since 
anyone called her that. 

“My name is Nyemoja!” 

“You dare talk while I’m talking! You èèwo, fucking filth!” The 
man spat into Nyemoja’s face and struck her nose, again and 
again, twisting it towards the left. “You know how this ends, 
right? I’m gonna blow your fucking brains out. You die! You 
fucking die, freak!”

The man pulled out his gun again. This time, wrapping his right 
index finger around the trigger and aiming it at Nyemoja.

“Please...” 

The bullet drowned out Nyemoja’s voice. She snapped her eyes 
shut and braced for what would happen next. She knew this 
day would come; women like her always knew that. 

A metallic whoosh sliced through the air and knocked the 
bullet out of the way.

“Drop your weapons and no harm will come your way!” A voice 
bellowed above them. 

Nyemoja looked up and saw a figure descending from the sky 
with a jet-pack. 

“Hey!” The man with the gun hollered to his partner who was 
holding the janitor hostage. “I think we’ve got company. Let’s 
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bounce out of here.” 

“Not so fast,” said Nakia as she led the now restrained man’s 
partner out of the apartment. 

“The fuck?!” 

The man with the gun broke into a sprint but ran into Okoye’s 
waiting arms. She flipped him around and jabbed her left knee 
into his spine to destabilize him. 

“I wasn’t fibbing when I said ‘drop your weapons and no harm 
will come your way,’” Okoye said as she whipped out vibranium 
restraint cords from her waist-strap.

Nakia tackled the other man to the floor so that he fell at 
Nyemoja’s feet. “You’re safe now,” Nakia said to Nyemoja. 

“Thank you,” Nyemoja whispered, swallowing the blood that 
clammed her throat. 

“My name is Nakia, and over there is my sister, Okoye. We’re 
members of the Dora Milaje.”

“I know who you are. Everybody knows who you are.” Nyemoja 
was surprised that she sounded excited in her state.

“Which one of them battered your face?” 

“The one over there.” Nyemoja pointed to the man with Okoye.
“It’s all good now. They’ll pay for this.”

Almost immediately, a Hatut Zeraze patrol car pulled up in 
the street. The police chief, flanked by four other policemen, 
stepped out of his car and walked up to Nakia and Okoye.

“Why in the world are two members of the Dora Milaje 
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disrupting the peace in my district?”

“Chief Tawakalitu, maybe if you did more to protect the lives 
of the people in your district, we wouldn’t have to be in your 
space.”

“Nakia, I know you’re the chosen ones and have stood head to 
head with Thanos, but this is Wakanda and you don’t tell me 
how to do my job.”

Okoye guffawed and muttered something inaudible. 

“What did you say?”

“With all due respect, Chief Tawakalitu, if I wanted you to hear 
what I said, you would have heard it. You want to do your job? 
Start by taking these two in and question them to find out why 
they seek out and kill transwomen. Do accord them the full 
respect of Wakandans during questioning. They are hateful 
pricks but that should not make us treat them any less. I have 
just forwarded video evidence of battery and assault pointing 
to hate crime and transphobia to your kimoyo cards. The Dora 
Milaje will be following up on this case.”

“We are going to keep the victim under the Hatut Zeraze’s 
protective custody, Okoye.”

“We would rather eat hair than let you take this woman away,” 
Nakia said. “Just go do your job, chief, and leave her safety to 
us.” 

“T’Challa will hear about this... this obstruction of justice!”

“Obstruction of justice you say? I’m going to tell T’Challa myself. 
I’d love to see his face when I tell him how quick you were in 
saving this woman’s life.”

***
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“We’ll be taking you to Upanga. You’ll be safe there,” Okoye said 
to Nyemoja after the Hatut Zeraze’s cars left. “We have been 
rescuing transwomen for weeks now and taking them with 
us to Upanga. Nobody in Wakanda gives two hoots about the 
murders, but we do.”

“Why?”

“Because we’re women and we must be kin for ourselves.”

Nakia cleaned up the bruises on Nyemoja’s legs, hands, and 
face. “I hope it doesn’t hurt much. Trust me, you’ll be in better 
shape after a night in the Recuperating Chamber at Upanga. 
The chopper will soon be here.”

“If you also wish,” Okoye continued, “you can decide to stay 
with us at Upanga, you know, become one of us.”

“The king’s bodyguard?”

“We do more than guard T’Challa, and the Black Panther is 
powerful enough to protect himself most of the time. Our duty 
is to protect everyone in Wakanda. We are building an army of 
women like you for women like you. Because no matter how 
much the Dora Milaje tries, only you can save you.”

Nyemoja hugged Okoye to her chest. “Thank you. Thank you. 
Thank you, sister.”
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Talisman
By Amber Butts

The sun shadow dragged into the lungs of the tattooed boy 
floating downriver with a smoke-emitting joint curled in his 
mouth. An owl hooted and flew off with a worm above the boy. 
Everything but his lips, cheeks, and head were below the water. 

Nabimbe got ready to walk toward the river. They tucked the 
four corners of their room in, stretching out their body with a 
yawn and quick shake. The tall door caught the edge of their 
ankle and opened their blood onto the floor, just before they 
collapsed the room into their necklace. The cut sent their body 
reeling and they lost focus, limping and cursing at the doorway. 

Nabimbe stilled as an unfamiliar odor caught at the back of 
their throat. They didn’t immediately peek at the river because 
a storm, which had thrown salt on their hut, was still raging. 
Stories of the storm’s strength were still fresh. It could pull 
a thousand travelers’ skin apart. Ikeyo, their bully, had gone 
blind last summer from looking directly into the storm. After 
Nabimbe gauged the destruction pattern and deemed it safe 
to leave the doorway, they wrapped themselves in a jacket, 
with pockets that doubled as a net. Then they went to the 
edge of the water guided by their necklace which glowed like a 
lamplight. 

The boy was mumbling to himself through blue lips, which 
somehow still held the joint.

Nabimbe went to the river every night once the sun went 
down. They’d search for flying insects and could smell when a 
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new one was nearby. So before they saw the boy, they caught 
two great moths and rehearsed asking them questions when 
the moths were alert in the morning. Nabimbe loved the water; 
the way it carried messages, spoke Igbo into the leaves of trees 
and danced when it thought no one was paying attention. 

The boy’s soft, measured breathing caught Nabimbe’s attention 
before anything else. Their mouth became a tight oval disk 
hanging heavy against jawbone, their cheeks stone and 
sprouting. The night before the sighting, Nabimbe’s siblings 
Obembe and Oluri had warned them, “eyo watilun masa ese 
cah sopa lefu. Watch who gets trapped inside you.” And so they 
were cautious.

“Most people drown from The First Panic. You’re lucky,” 
Nabimbe told the boy once they’d pulled him from the water 
and gotten him to throw up all the water inside his belly twice.

The boy looked up, reached for his wet, expanding joint and 
passed out. He was wearing a knapsack wrapped in a glowing 
purple vine, a red bracelet and what looked like dark blue 
pants. Nabimbe, worried that the boy would not wake, went in 
search of an elder. Finding none, they went to find their second 
set of parents, Salu and Obitonapha, in Le Centre, the capital of 
Talisman and its sanctuary city. It took 48 clicks to get there. 

Community members had difficulty telling Salu and 
Obitonapha apart, not because they looked alike but because 
they seemed to always finish each other’s thoughts. The 
two of them maintained the border of Le Centre, arranging 
accommodations for anyone who found themselves needing 
shelter in the sanctuary city. Salu and Obitonapha had already 
been alerted that someone with a different genetic makeup 
was in the water. They were grateful that she, the water had 
spat him out, instead of offering him to her children, as she 
was known to do.
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Depending on where in Wakanda you were, the water changed 
her color, molecular structure and weight. She could turn into 
ice if she felt like it, no matter the weather. Kivu and Natali, 
Nabimbe’s first set of parents went to visit their hometown, 
Niganda and when they returned they told stories of water 
boiling and throwing hot ash towards onlookers too slow to 
realize what was happening. 

Talisman’s water had to be different than wherever the boy 
was from because his body was responding negatively to the 
exposure, emitting orange cold sweats and water terrors. His 
scent also caused the trees to gripe, which in turn frustrated 
the boy.

“These trees are older than all of us,” Salu said. “They will get 
used to you because they can withstand anything and have 
seen more than you can imagine. Let them know you.”

Kivu and Natali tasked Nabimbe with befriending the boy until 
he felt comfortable enough to go back home. They didn’t want 
to pressure the boy to leave because they were not sure what 
he was fleeing from. And they sensed that he was not safe.

On the third day that the boy could walk on his own, Nabimbe 
took him along to fetch water in the creek closest to the woods 
so they would not be overheard.

“My parents, all four of them, are diviners. They are the center 
of navigation, life, decision, and death. This land you stand on 
is ours, paid in blood and bone. You will honor it,” Nabimbe 
told the boy while picking their teeth with an annoyed 
grasshopper.

When prompted to reveal his name, the boy shuddered and a 
chill traveled to Nabimbe’s spine. They’d hold off on asking him 
for a while. 
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When they returned to Le Centre, the boy sneered, pointing at 
Nabimbe’s kin. He thought it funny that they wore dresses but 
had no breasts. 

Nabimbe assumed, based on the grating accent, attire and 
ignorance, that the boy was from a small town in Wakanda, 
potentially near Azania. Azania is 45 miles from Talisman and 
has the most diverse dialects in the entire country due to 
migration. It’s also one of the places most refugees flee from 
and where Kivu’s brother was killed.

“This place… Who holds power here? And where am I?” he 
asked, sucking his teeth at the way Nabimbe offered him the 
grasshopper to floss after finishing the mango.

It took them a while to realize he expected them to answer.

“You’re in Talisman, which is in the southwest corner of 
Wakanda. We’re the diviner district. We make salves, teas, 
balms, and oils, trading them all around Wakanda. We are 
mostly left alone here though. Those, are The Embe, they 
guard our family,” Nabimbe said as they turned towards a 
group farther off to the right of them.

The Embe wore silvery spinning half moons on their clothing 
and had tattoos that danced when they greeted people, but 
could just as easily roar up and growl. They were warriors 
and spirit people, preparing for visible and invisible threats 
against the capital. They were also skilled goat whisperers. 
Their children were blacksmiths who built weapons that could 
think for themselves. Kintu, Kiva’s parent and Nabimbe’s 
grandparent, took an interest in the boy and motioned him 
over. 

Once they finished sharing marshmallow root tea in Kintu’s 
house, the boy placed the outer rims of his palms together in 
thanks and Nabimbe and the boy continued their journey.
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“So you never get to leave this place?”

“We get to go wherever we want and be with whomever we 
want. We are working towards an agreement made thousands 
of years ago, that those of us on the margins be placed at the 
center of Wakanda’s cultural, political, and spiritual practices. 
We shape things and are not forgotten.

“That is calabash, oh! Why must this be? Where I’m from no 
woman is allowed to take charge of an entire community like 
this.”

“Where are you from? Ask your village elders, they will know of 
us.”

The boy ignored the question and asked instead, “Is your 
mother the governor in this place? She seems to be the one 
with the most power.”

“My mothers are seers. They are not governors. They advise, 
they listen, and they live. I’m not sure why you need to think of 
them that way. Let us go gather the food for the meal before it 
gets dark.”

The boy thought Nabimbe strange but it was a kind of 
harmless strangeness that they could tell made him feel closer 
to something, so they allowed it. It was unlike the pressure 
Nabimbe had received from other children in the community 
about which gender they would take on. 

Part way into returning to the compound from gathering food, 
the boy pulled Nabimbe’s dress up and briskly searched for 
their genitals. Nabimbe screeched and then passed out, which 
signaled for someone to come immediately.

Kayode, Nabimbe’s most beautiful sibling, entered the poppy 
field armed, and stormed at the boy, throwing him down. 
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Nabimbe asked that the boy be given a fair trial but he was 
placed in a holding cell until harvest season was over. The boy 
revealed to another cell mate that before entering the town, he 
was told by a blue and gold dragonfly to skip over it. 

Each of Nabimbe’s parents visited the boy every day for 
two weeks. He was brought food, flowers, literature, and 
storytellers. It was on one of the storytelling days that he began 
to understand that the inhabitants of the city did not follow the 
customs and expectations of gender performance in his city, 
Azania. The things that had driven him out of his hometown 
were welcome here. 

When Nabimbe finally went to visit the boy, he apologized 
profusely, outlining his misdeed and swearing that it would not 
happen again. Nabimbe’s parents formed a town hall meeting 
to discuss what was to be done with the boy. The council 
concluded that he should be let out after he’d completed a 
few courses on the founding of their city. He was expected to 
honor the customs, traditions, and taboos of the community. 

When he was let out, he went to Nabimbe directly and 
apologized. 

***

Three years later, the boy participated in Nabimbe’s naming 
ceremony where they decided they would remain third gender 
and take on the name Camoze. During the same ceremony, 
under the approval of council, the boy was named Lasozu, 
Protector of Fireflies. 

Only after the naming ceremony was complete did Lasozu 
share that his village bordered Mohannda and Wakanda. 
Though he went to school in Wakanda, he crossed the border 
every day and was met with threats on his mother’s life 
because she enrolled him in a school outside of their district. 
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And, because she’d refused his previous headmaster’s offers 
of marriage. The headmaster had ties to the Mohanndan 
government and enlisted Lasozu into the army where he was 
sure to die.

The first week of bootcamp Lasozu was flogged while tied 
to a tree for staring at the boy who slept above his bed. 
At sundown the boy above his bed came and untied the 
rope, telling him to never return to his village or the training 
grounds. “I will tell your mother you died an honorable death 
and will do my best to suppress the rumors about your… 
predicament,” he said. Lasozu never learned the name of the 
one who set him free, and it took him seven months to get to 
Talisman because the army commander put word out that he’d 
escaped. There was a bounty on his head for 8,000 Wakandan 
dollars. His mother, if they were lucky, made 250 once every 
five years.

Camoze had nightmares about the story for a month, often 
seeing mealworms crawl out of Lasozu’s back. Now settled 
in Talisman, Lasozu had set upon visiting nearby villages 
and offering intergenerational healing circles for those most 
impacted by the genocide of people like him, Camoze, and 
his family. Camoze joined him and together they built a new 
center for refugees and those fleeing violence for being their 
true selves in Lasozu’s village and beyond.
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Hum Home: Hideaway on Junction Road
By P Brown

A girl pickney chile clothes dat you a wear you know youth, you 
better be careful. Permeating the myriad of bustling sounds 
flooding the streets of Kingston, these words greet Zidan, 
hugging them in stifling tone. Hands shaking slightly, Zidan 
quickly wipes away the tears bubbling under their eyes 
knowing they cannot show any signs of panic or distress.

“Me no know why them won’t mind them business, every time 
me come home is the same ting! When will dese ppl change?” 
Zidan whispers to themself, tired of these attacks—often 
from unnerving men sitting at corner shops closely watching 
the dance of people moving through the streets, policing the 
bodies of boys and girls alike; words bouncing off their mouths 
like bullets.  

Moments prior, Zidan had woken up in a gated uptown house 
just 10 minutes from their old high school for the first time 
in over three years. Feeling poised to prove to themself, age 
old wounds from boys beating them daily on school grounds 
no longer force them to hide behind false selves. An urge to 
explore old stomping grounds surfaces as arrival of the sun 
screams the day has come. Zidan knows each trip out of the 
house to be a negotiation with self: what to wear, how to walk, 
how to speak: all a source of paralyzing anxiety. The colonized 
fabric of Jamaican society chains their feet to manhood, 
reminding them of the body underneath, shifting the rhythm 
of their being to a performance not authentic to their dreams. 

In the past, any potential threat in public would send Zidan 
running, seeking to disappear in the deafening noise of unruly 
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crowds; but today is different. Beneath the fear is refusal to 
return home defeated and ashamed. Feet now on full throttle, 
Zidan straightens their back and holds their head high, making 
their stature appear larger. Walking like nothing never happen, 
they remove their bright green Africana hat and roll down the 
pant legs of the blue jean shorts riding high on their freshly 
moisturized thighs.

What Zidan hasn’t noticed is the hummingbird fluttering 
overhead with streaks of red, green, and golden-black running 
down its back. On a mission, the mystical creature perched 
outside their window since the morning. A covert transplant 
from Wakanda, a nation Zidan knows nothing about, the bird 
can use a body’s unique frequency and vibration of sound to 
create a forcefield of energy impenetrable to the human hand 
or anything made by it. A witness of the earlier verbal attack, 
the bird had swooped down to observe the actions of Zidan’s 
assailants. Perching its legs on the roof of the food shack 
where the group of men sat in mindless chatter, its feathers 
stood upright as its eyes brightened emitting a blinding red 
light.

“Disarm! Disarm! You must not strike. The men have not 
moved to instigate physical harm! Disarm! Our child has it 
under control,” a deep robotic voice commands the bird from a 
chip implanted at the top of its head. 

The hummingbird was Zidan’s protector, guardian, and mother, 
following their every step. The creature, camouflaged as 
Jamaica’s national bird on the exterior, was actually a complex 
matrix of vibranium on its interior. It was part of the Black Pink 
Flowers League of Justice—Wakanda’s recently established 
council of warriors commissioned to transform the lives of 
Black people globally, those who’d been stripped of expression 
and connection to oneself beyond man and woman. Every 
African-diasporic queer being that roamed lands outside of 
Wakanda had their own protector, uniquely disguised in every 
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country and community to blend in unquestioned. 

Zidan had left Jamaica for life in the United States 10 years 
ago in 2025. They traveled back to Kingston every few years to 
feel if things had changed. Deep down, they disliked the beat 
of livelihood in the States. Nonstop, cooped up in concrete, 
people disconnected from each other. They were born a West 
Indian being, and so it must be. Their soul belonged to these 
lands, roamed these lands; their ancestors alive in the fabric of 
its creation and rebellions. Wasn’t the land, the earth, also fluid 
and queer, like them, after all? They saw it in the way the rivers 
flowed without borders from the peak of the Blue Mountains 
to the bays of Portland. Waters birthed from the skies and 
aquifers underground, in connection, in spirit; but choosing 
their own paths to break barriers of the land, and releasing 
the essence and depth of their being before communing with 
the seas. They felt it in the directions of the wind, constantly 
changing, shape-shifting, blowing on their own accord and 
tune; unconcerned with obstructions nestled within the roots 
of the land. Didn’t this, this boundless energy of life, prove they 
shared similar struggles for survival, for self-preservation? 

The earth themself, rendered inferior by white colonizers of 
these lands, forcing them – earth – into her relationships with 
his machines of brutal power, digging her from mountaintops 
to oceans floors for endless production of resources that serve 
her no benefit. Zidan knew this wasn’t the only possible way of 
being for life on earth. There were too many like them for their 
existence to be wrong, sinful, and unnatural.

Zidan often found themself dreaming of islands where bodies 
like theirs could unapologetically channel the natural patterns 
inherent to the earth. Loving up on each other, bare and 
naked; hugging, dancing free against each other under the 
sun glistening black; listening to the call of their bodies for 
pleasure and love. For now, Zidan felt it impossible. For now, 
Zidan continues their walk to the bus stop to catch a taxi to the 
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city center for travels to the Castleton Botanical Gardens, an 
untouched hideaway they had recently discovered in the hills 
of Saint Mary. They feel it is the only place they can nourish 
their full being. 

“Youth, Annotto Bay! Annotto Bay yah go?! Three more 
passenger me need and me ready fi take road!” a taxi driver 
screams from the window of a car zooming towards Zidan as if 
not intending to stop. 

“Castleton me a go, it on the way to Annotto Bay, you can carry 
me?” Zidan uttered timidly, concerned they couldn’t reproduce 
their mother tongue to navigate the streets of Kingston in trust 
of themself. Language, Patois here, was key to dodging the 
gaze and guessing game played by men steering into them. 
“A wah kinda question dat! Yeh man, of course! Jump in! Mek 
sure you sit close to the door, Castleton nuh too far,” the driver 
says loudly with an eager smile spread across his face. 

Much to Zidan’s surprise, the man treats him as he would any 
other passenger. Entering the taxi, they breathe a sigh of relief 
before quickly realizing they’re surrounded by a group of what 
seems to be strong back, big muscled, country men not afraid 
to put them in their place. Anxiety pulsing through their veins, 
Zidan pushes their head out the window.

“Earth, land, I beg yuh, please protect me on dis journey. I 
just want to make it to dis place in one piece to honor and 
commune wid you. Hold back dem hand and tongue,” Zidan 
mumbles, an embodiment of ritual they feel keeps them alive. 

As the taxi moves along what is known as Junction Road, 
bending, winding to the curves in the mountains, Zidan 
observes the vibrant diversity of colors penetrating their sight 
from all directions. The people around them couldn’t fathom 
their existence, but they felt the land could. What if all these 
colors were genders and sexual beings? they thought. What if we 
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embraced endless possibilities and diversity in love, in life, the 
way the earth bears fruits, flowers, and trees? These ‘what ifs’ 
run through Zidan’s bones constantly, the only way they can 
comfort themself. 

“Driver, see the stop here! Let off at the bus stop driver!” 
shouts Zidan with unfamiliar confidence upon seeing the black 
and green gates of the gardens. 

Slamming the taxi door behind them, Zidan feels a weight lifted 
from their shoulders. They feel home in the Blue Mountains, 
isolated, with the soil beneath their feet, large lush dark green 
leaves overhead. They take off their shoes, walk into the 
gardens and begin their hike to its peak. The hill is steep with 
fallen branches and roots of thickly barked trees protruding 
out the loosely packed soil. The treacherous journey reminds 
Zidan of their grandmother, who could conquer any mountain 
while carrying them on her back, exercising wisdom, skill, and 
balance in how to move muscles in all corners of her body to 
scale unknown heights without injury. So Zidan climbs, tears 
running down their face, each step reminding them of victory 
in reclaiming truths that they are as strong, as free, as unkempt 
and complex in being as the land, in resistance of what they’d 
been told growing up. Upon arrival, hovering over large 
expanses of untouched landscape, they allow their body to 
fall to the earth beneath them, releasing all the pains, lies, and 
disconnections of the past pulsing through their bones. 

“I AM HERE! TREES, RIVERS, EARTHLY BEINGS ROAMING THESE 
LANDS, DO YOU HEAR ME?! DO YOU SEE ME? DO YOU FEEL 
ME? CAN YOU HOLD ME? I AM HEREEEEEEEE. MY BODY, IT 
BLACK. MY BEING, IT QUEER. MY SOUL, IT HOME. I AM HOME 
IN MY UNRULY FLUIDITY!” Zidan screams, sending shrieks miles 
beyond sight, taking up space not possible in the gaze of city 
dwellers. 

Pulling a small speaker out of the bag packed for their journey, 
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Zidan plays some of their favorite afrobeat tunes fresh off the 
coasts of West Africa. It is time to celebrate with dance, the act 
Zidan feels most healing in channeling the rhythmic tunes of 
divine femininity hidden deep within their soul. They can feel 
the stories and spirits of their ancestors who know dancing to 
be of no gender, of free movement, of doing whatever feels 
right. One foot forward, back bend over, batty high in the air, 
Zidan pleasures themself moving in euphoric dance all over the 
mountain top. 

“A who dat a dance pon we mountainside?! Wait wait! Is a batty 
bwoy dat ennuh! Look how him a move! Run him down and ketch 
himm, ketch dat bwoy man!” a voice yelled out from a distance. 
These words immediately penetrate the souls of Zidan’s feet. 
Their sense of isolation and safety shattered, Zidan grabs 
their bag and runs down the mountain to hide, convinced this 
warning is of a different tone than the one in the city. This is 
deadly. Too slow in responding, the men surround them and 
Zidan falls to their knees in tears, surrendering to the brute 
force of what’s to come. 

“Beat him! You no hear me say to beat him!” the eldest man of 
the group demands threateningly.

As the men approach Zidan fists held high, the hummingbird 
reappears swooping down from the top of a towering coconut 
tree to land on their head. Flapping its wings at a speed 
almost unseen to the human eye, the bird shrieks, “OLOWOA 
OLOWOA OLOWOA OLOWOA OLOOOOOOOOOOOOWOA!” 
producing sound waves that paralyze the men, catapulting 
them with violent force into the trees. Small particles of 
vibranium travel through the waves, seeping into their skin 
cells, erasing all memory of their encounter with Zidan. The 
bird then changes its tone to a friendlier tune as a holographic 
image appears above Zidan’s head.

“What? Wait? They disappeared?! They are gone! Aha! Mi safe! 
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But how?! Earth? Was that you? See! See! I knew you could 
protect me! My prayers have finally worked!” Zidan screams, 
jumping out of the fetal position they embraced in preparation 
for brutal impact.  

“Sibling, look up. Open your eyes, see. Look at me. You are 
safe, sibling. You are safe from the beat of their hands on your 
beautiful, black skin. Excuse me. Apologies. I must introduce 
myself to you, sibling, because you do not know of me or the 
lands I call home. I am Shuri, one of the leaders of the nation 
of Wakanda. I come to you from our capital city of Birnin Zana. 
Not many know of us because of our history of isolation; but 
we are a sovereign Black nation here in northeastern Africa. 
This bird here, a hummingbird native to your country of 
Jamaica, is your protector, your warrior.
 
Zidan, I come to you in deep sadness. Our nation, similar to 
the rest of the world, is struggling with our relationships to 
gender and the roles and destinies our societies have attached 
to our souls based on how our bodies look as we are birthed to 
earth. We’ve lost several of our men in combat and our society 
has grown deeply concerned with the role this thing we call 
“masculinity” plays in the death of so many, even in those alive 
and well. We’ve positioned it as ultimate ruler of all, leading 
many to seek abuse of its powers in quest for control. As we’ve 
opened ourselves up to the world, it’s come to my attention 
that the rest of the world is even further behind than we are 
here in Wakanda. 

Many like you are being killed around the world just because 
of how you dress, walk, talk, dance, eat, play. Zidan, my sibling, 
what madness rules the cultural norms of your worlds. Here, 
all of us dance, dress, and eat as we please. It is these simple 
things I see we have different here in Wakanda. But, there is 
much to change here too. We know it is not your fault. We 
know it is that of white men who imposed his laws upon your 
people.
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Zidan, I have news worthy of celebration. The people here 
in Wakanda have decided we must shift the structure of our 
society to free our minds of gender. We’ve decided it is no 
longer relevant to the survival of our cultural norms. We know 
your worlds are far from it, but we want you, and those like 
you, out there to feel what Wakanda is moving towards. The 
problem is that our people are still fighting how we will move 
forward if we open our borders. For now, we can’t bring you 
here; but we’ve agreed it is within our duty to protect you all so 
you can dance on your mountains like we do. This bird will be 
your guardian, Zidan. Next time, it will act before they even see 
you. Zidan, now I must go. Good fortune, my sibling.” 
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Nyanza 
By Morgan Christie

My mother named me after the river. As soon as she looked at 
me, she said she knew I was crafted of stealth and fluidity. Like 
water. When she died, the first thing I asked Papa was which 
of the two she was, fluidity or stealth. He told me I should have 
asked her when I had the chance. That was six years ago and 
he still hasn’t answered my question.  

He spends his days in the mines beneath the vibranium 
mound collecting excavation samples for purity testing. It used 
to be his job and still is in a way, but it’s more of an escape 
now. A way to stay buried like the samples he mines. It’s just 
easier, I guess. I do it, too, but with school. When I’m not taking 
every elective I can squeeze into my schedule, I’m drowning 
in literature. I’ve always loved reading but found myself even 
more immersed after she died. Like I said, just easier.  

Time is running out though, and soon the books won’t be able 
to be a distraction anymore. I’m in my last year of secondary 
school, the last week of the last year. Soon I’ll have to tell 
him everything. That I applied to university in the US after 
King T’Challa opened our borders, not to Upanga. That I 
received acceptances into two Universities, not at Upanga. 
One university is giving me a scholarship, I am leaving for 
Northwestern at the end of the summer. And I’m unsure when 
I’ll be able to return home to Wakanda, to him.  

The walk home seemed longer today. The roads were soft but 
the breeze on my back was warm and I wasn’t sure how to feel 
about it. It was just like the feeling of warm rain, where you 
should feel refreshed, but you’re mostly confused. So, I took 
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my time walking home, floating in the breeze, trying to figure 
out exactly how it made me feel. I still don’t know, and I’ve been 
home for over an hour. 

Sometimes I wonder how things got this far. My father’s and 
my complete lack of communication. How we could go this long 
without having a real conversation. How I’ve never told him I 
am leaving for school. How he has never asked what my plans 
are after graduation. Maybe it was just too much assuming. 
He, assuming I would join the Dora Milaje and follow in my 
mother’s footsteps. Me, assuming he would know I wanted 
to study literature, all types from all cultures and languages 
spanning the entire globe if I could. That’s the problem, isn’t 
it? Our thoughts seem so clear, assumptions make so much 
sense, when they only belong to us. It’s when we have to share 
them with others that they suddenly become convoluted.  
 
The sun is beginning to set; I know because of the orange hue 
flooding my bedroom. The colors here almost dance around, 
orange and purple skies, deep green and taupe land, and 
markets that exude all essences of yellow and mauve and 
turquoise and red. The thought of leaving it washes over me 
sometimes, then fills me with sadness I haven’t experienced 
since…well, since I learned what it meant to lose a thing you 
love. Papa will be home soon, so I head to the kitchen to turn 
the rice on. I offer to make dinner since I get home first, but he 
insists on cooking. I always turn the rice on for him though, as 
it takes the longest. I add a touch of saffron and curry powder 
like my mother used to. Papa loves it. It’s a trick she learned 
from a delegate’s daughter she met while accompanying the 
King to Mumbai.  

I hear footsteps approaching the house and barrel towards the 
door. I want to get it over with. Before he even walks in. Papa, 
I’m leaving for school in the US. I step towards the door, Papa, 
I’m leaving for school. I wrap my fingers around the knob, one 
by one, wrapping the knob as meticulously as someone might 
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package a gift, Papa, I’m leaving. I open it. Another gust of warm 
breeze sweeps over me and rushes through the house like the 
storm it seems it could become.  
 
“Eh, Nya!” Tobo practically bellows as he pushes his way 
through the door. “What smells so good?”

“Rice,” I say. “Tobo, it’s not the best tim-”

“Oh, I’m not staying today,” he replies. “Ma just wanted me to 
remind you two that you’re coming for dinner tomorrow night.”

“I know.”

Tobo and I have been in school together since first year, 
neighbors since birth. He’s the closest thing I have to a friend, 
but I’m not sure that’s saying much. His mother has us over for 
a meal once a week, ever since it was just me and Papa. She 
means well, so we do what we can to appease her.  
 
“Have you told him yet?” Tobo’s tone shifted to a more serious 
one. 

“I will, today.”

“You’ve been saying that since you got accepted,” Tobo says. 
“You have to tell him…though I don’t fully understand why you 
want to go.”

“We’ve talked about this, Tobo.” 

“I know. It’s just, well, don’t you see what happens there? 

The way their politicians behave, government squabbles, the 
way they treat each other... People that look like us…that look 
like you.”
I know where he is going with the conversation, and while I’m 
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not looking forward to having it again, I know it’d be simpler to 
just let him get it out of his system.  

“You could be a Dora, Nya. Praised by all, recognized as all 
that you are, in a most coveted role at that. And because your 
mother was one you basically have your foot in the door.”
“She was…and now she’s not. Remember why?”
Tobo becomes quiet. It was one of the few times he would stop 
talking. I know I shouldn’t use my mother’s memory that way 
but I was just so tired of the conversation.  

Tobo leans towards me in earnestness, “All I’m saying is, here 
you would be a warrior. A queen. What can you be there, Nya?”

I hold up a book from my bag and run my fingers over the 
cover, “There are different kinds of warriors, Tobo. Queens that 
carry pens. I want to know more than this place.”

“So did the one they call Eve in that book of scriptures they 
read. She longed to venture away from paradise as well, look 
what it got her.”

I smile, “If I remember correctly, it got her the gift of giving life. 
I don’t know what leaving home, or paradise as you say, will 
bring me – but if it’s even close to what it brought her, that’s a 
trade-off I’d be willing to make. You should go Tobo, Papa will 
be here soon. I have to talk to him, alone.”

Tobo nods and shoves his hands deep down into his pockets, 
“Don’t forget dinner tomorrow.”

“I never do.”

He nods again and leaves the house. I think it’s his way of telling me 
that he’ll miss me, the dinners I mean. As he walks out the door I 
realize, for the first time, I’ll miss him too. Another block of time passes 
as I pace the kitchen and the rice finishes cooking. I have my back to 
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the door when Papa comes in. I twirl around in an unnecessary frenzy, 
the warm sun breeze dissipating with the moon’s coolness, but the 
purple night I’ve grown accustomed to is here, beating through the 
crack in the door like the breeze once was. The purple comes in like 
Papa, but it leaves, and he stays. 

I walk over to him with purpose. If I don’t do it right away, I 
know I won’t. And that’s the one thing Tobo’s right about; Papa 
needs to know. Now. He sits on the edge of his favorite chair 
and begins pulling off his shoes.  

“Hello, Nyanza,” he says in a low voice. “I see you already made 
the ric-”

“Papa,” I interrupt with urgency. “There’s something I need to 
talk to you about.”

He stops moving, his shoe half off and foot resting on top of 
his knee. He looks up at me, and waits. He doesn’t say a word. 
His eyes are wide and ears are open. He looks at me like the 
next words to come out of my mouth are the most important 
he’ll ever hear, and they might just be.

“I got accepted to Northwestern, Papa,” I say in a sort of quick 
breathy way. “I leave for the US at the end of the summer.” 

He just sits there for a moment, still looking up at me like he’s 
listening. Like I’m still talking. Then just as gracefully as he 
stopped, he begins again. Papa pulls his other shoe off and 
places it next to the one on the ground. He stands and walks 
past me, right into the kitchen, and begins to prepare dinner. 

“Papa,” I say. 

“Did you hear me?”

“Yes,” he answers.
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I enter the kitchen, “Well…why didn’t you say anything?”

“You didn’t ask me a question,” he stands still and looks at me 
before continuing.  

“But that shouldn’t stop you from saying something,” I go on. 
“I’ve been trying to tell you for months now, I just didn’t know 
how.”

“You seemed to know how just now,” he says as a slight grin 
rims the bottom of his face. I’ve never noticed how much he 
resembles the moon. “There’s something I want to show you,” 
he whispers.

He disappears into his room and comes out with a small 
square photograph that I see has been folded and drawered, 
imprinted with brown stains and dust. Papa stands next to 
me, closer than he has in I’m not sure how long. He opens 
the photo. It’s a picture of my mother, one I have never seen. 
She’s young, standing with perfect posture in her Dora Milaje 
uniform. There’s nothing in the photo but her, upright and 
centered. She looks regal, and strong, and poetic, like every 
good memory I have of her, now wrapped in a blanket of 
melancholy. 

“This is a picture I took of your Mama when she first told me 
she had joined the Milaje. She came to me, not with a question, 
but a statement…I have joined, and I am happy. It was while I 
took this picture that I realized I wanted to spend my life with 
her. I’d never seen so much power and grace in a person. 
Someone who so clearly knew what they wanted, who they 
were; the path they’d forge.”

Papa hands me the picture as he continues, “If there was 
anything I learned from your mother, it’s that there is nothing 
greater in this world than someone with a purpose. What’s 
your purpose, Nyanza? To go to this school?”
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I nod.

He pauses before he says, “Then there is nothing for me to 
say…you are so much like your mother.” 

And I want to cry, the feeling comes over me like nothing ever 
has. Something about his cadence, the way the words fell off 
his tongue. It built up like something raw, needing more time 
to soften. 

“Papa,” I say. “I always thought you were the stealth, but I was 
wrong, wasn’t I? You’re the fluidity, aren’t you?”

Papa shrugs, “Like I said, you should have asked your mother 
when you had the chance. Always act, when you have the 
chance.”

He touches my hand, lightly, like a soft purple or orange light, 
before he disappears back into his room with the old picture 
tight between his fingers. All of a sudden the US seems so far 
away, further than it has ever seemed before.  
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Rebel
By Innocent Immaculate Acan

Nothing was the same after the blip. When five years had 
passed in the blink of an eye like they had for Okaba, it was 
almost impossible for anything to feel the same. Thanos’s snap 
had obliterated half of humanity, and then the Avengers had 
brought back those who had been lost, but in some ways, it 
felt like Tony Stark’s sacrifice had been in vain. There was little 
familiar about the world Okaba had returned to. All her friends 
had grown into women. Women who were now garbed in the 
red, silver, and black of the Dora Milaje. Their heads proud 
and shorn clean as they marched alongside their colleagues 
in the parade. It made something in Okaba’s teen heart clench 
painfully – seeing the friends she’d joyfully planned to join 
the king’s guard with up there without her, their happiness 
unstained by the rust of a life momentarily frozen in time. 

The jealousy was out of place here in the midst of celebration 
so loud it made the air too thick for Okaba to breathe. The 
crowd was singing along with the dancing band, a person 
or two breaking free to join the dancers then running back 
to their place. Laughing faces gleamed with sweat in the 
merciless dry season sun. Hawkers moved seamlessly through 
the masses, offering cold water, soda and fresh juice at triple 
the market price.

The crowd shoved at her, forcing her closer and closer to 
the edge of the curb. Her blanket slipped from around her 
shoulders, revealing the sleeveless top she’d worn for the 
capital’s hotter weather. Her hands dropped down, scrambling 
to find the wool to cover herself up again, but it was too late.

A firm hand grabbed Okaba by the upper arm and shook her, 
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forcing her to look up into the frowning face of a man dressed 
in the loose tunic city folk preferred.

“An unmarked girl!” he growled, shoving her blanket at her. 
“What are you doing so far from home without a chaperone?”

Okaba flinched as she stared up at a face adorned in the tribal 
marks of her people – marks she would get when she became 
a wife. She wrapped the blanket around her shoulders and 
dropped her gaze in apology. She’d learnt early that the easiest 
way to live was to pretend acquiescence, even when the desire 
to stand her ground was a fire raging in her throat.

She felt her brother’s presence at her side just before he pulled 
her away from the strange man.

“Don’t wander off,” W’Tatu said, a faint note of admonishment 
in his voice. 

Suddenly, there was a loud shout up ahead in the crowd. “It’s 
the Black Panther!”

Okaba was jostled the final few steps to the edge of the curb. 
She found herself staring up at the King and his entourage. Her 
breath was punched from her lungs by his sheer magnificence. 
He stood so tall, so proud, the strength of his forefathers 
outlined in the protector’s suit he wore. On one side, his 
mother and Princess Shuri stood, and on the other…

Okoye, leader of the Dora Milaje, was an immovable presence 
next to the King. Her face stoic. The gold rings around her 
neck glinting in the sun. The cheers of the crowd had become 
deafening but, for Okaba, it was like she was standing in the 
eye of a storm, set apart from the noise and the chaos. 

As if time had slowed, Okaba saw Okoye’s head turn in her 
direction, and then the King’s right hand smiled and winked 
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at her, and suddenly Okaba was back in the storm, noise 
thundering in her ears. Okoye had seen her! Okoye who, by 
the force of her will had held the nation together in the wake 
of Thanos’s snap, had seen and winked at her!

Okaba turned to share her joy with her brother but W’Tatu 
was moving already, making his way to the thinner back of the 
crowd. She had to run to catch up to him. 

A few days later, Okaba was back in the Border Village. Life 
was back to its idyllic pattern, sitting in the tailoring huts with 
the other women of the tribe and weaving vibranium into the 
men’s war cloaks. Okaba felt like the walls were closing in on 
her. She didn’t belong there. There were women for whom the 
art of the cloth came naturally. They enjoyed the work, found 
pride in the men’s victories in wars won by the shields they 
weaved.

But since she’d been a girl, Okaba had loved the outside, the 
smell of crushed grass in her nose, the gentle caress of the 
valley winds on her skin. Even before the blip, she and her 
friends had spent their days in the glades learning how to fight 
in preparation for their induction into the Dora Milaje. But 
they’d left her behind, in this place she didn’t belong.

Okaba turned and looked at Rukia, who had been a 
prepubescent girl before the blip and now smiled slyly at her 
with collusion in her eyes.

“The men have gone on a hunt,” Rukia said. Okaba was so 
grateful for the permission she could almost cry. With a quick 
squeeze of Rukia’s hand, she darted from the hut and only 
realized she had carried a war cloak with her when she was at 
the rhino kraal’s edge, beckoning her favourite bull to the exit.

 “No one will know,” she whispered to herself.
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Okaba had forgotten the taste of freedom. It was the wind 
whipping through her braids as her rhino thundered through 
the forest paths toward the sprawling glade at the edge of the 
village. 

She pulled up right before the forest ended; she could’ve kept 
going, but she’d seen something that made terror bloom in her 
chest. Even at a distance, she could recognize the pattern of 
her brother’s war cloak. He stood with two other men, poring 
over something she couldn’t quite make out.

She couldn’t be here. If he discovered her presence, she’d be 
grounded to their compound for weeks. Carefully, murmuring 
to calm him down, she started to steer the rhino backward. She 
needed to disappear into the forest. Just a couple of steps…

There was a loud crack and Okaba felt herself jolted forward in 
the saddle, like the rhino had hit something. That something, 
she later realized, was a dead dry tree, which was now on its 
noisy way down to hit the ground with a loud crash.

The men in the clearing jumped into a defensive position, their 
shields appearing in front of them. Okaba heard her brother 
shout, “Who goes there? Show yourself!”

She could’ve run but she was frozen in that spot, and so, it 
appeared, was her rhino. She dismounted slowly, raising her 
arms up. The men approached with their weapons drawn 
and their shields still raised until they were close enough that 
Okaba could see the displeased recognition dawn on W’Tatu’s 
face.

“What are you doing here?” he growled, lowering his shield 
with an angry jerk. His eyes shot to the rhino, and his frown 
deepened. “You’re riding? You know it’s forbidden for girls who 
have seen their first moon to do that. And… is that a war cloak? 
By the gods, Okaba, did you return from death to drive me to 
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my own?”

“I’m sorry,” Okaba said. And she was. Not for riding, or even 
carrying the war cloak, but that she disappointed her brother. 

“I just wanted to…”

“To what?” her brother snapped. “You must learn your place as 
a woman!”

“You wouldn’t say that to Okoye!” Okaba snapped back, her 
ego smarting at his words.

“Okoye is Dora Milaje.”

“And I will be, too!”

W’Tatu grabbed Okaba by the scruff of her neck and shoved 
his face into hers, growling, “The Dora Milaje will not take 
another cohort for the next five years. Until they do, you will 
behave as a woman of this tribe should. You will weave, and 
you will clean, and you will cook, or gods help me, I will marry 
you off to the first man who shows an interest in you.”

Tears sprang to Okaba’s eyes, and she blinked furiously, 
trying to keep them from brimming over. Her brother hadn’t 
been like this with her before the blip. He’d changed so much, 
become so hardened and cruel. He shoved her back with a 
sound of disgust and said, “Turn back and return to the village.”

Suddenly, there was a bright flash of light, and the ground 
shook so hard Okaba was thrown to the ground. It took a few 
moments for the spots in her vision to clear, and when they 
did, fear shot through her, as potent as snake venom in her 
veins. 

In the years since the blip, Wakanda had suffered an onslaught 
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of attacks, every opportunist trying to take advantage of the 
Black Panther’s demise to take over the nation’s vibranium 
stores. But this was the first time Okaba had come face to 
face with one of these threats, and her fight or flight response 
was broken, mooring her to the ground as she looked at the 
creatures emerging from the light.

There were four of them, all dressed in the uniform of the 
Kree. But that was where the similarities ended. They were 
clearly of different species and, going by the way they hefted 
their weapons and approached menacingly, they did not come 
in peace.

“Run!” W’Tatu barked, pressing on his kimoyo beads. The 
moment a hologram of one of the King’s guard appeared, he 
rattled off their coordinates and said, “Hostiles approaching. 
Kree. Send reinforcements.”

And suddenly, Okaba knew what she had to do. She couldn’t 
run and leave her brother to die. She stood up and tied the war 
cloak around her shoulders.

“What are you doing?” W’Tatu snarled. “I told you to run!”

“I can fight,” Okaba said.

“You have no weapon!”

“Then give me one!”

W’Tatu sighed and pressed an assegai into her hand. “Stay 
close.” And together they went out to face the enemy.

The aftermath of the fight was a blur for Okaba. She’d suffered 
a cut to her forehead and her vision was tinged red by her own 
blood as the medic tended to her wounds, but the gigantic 
Kree who had engaged her in hand-to-hand combat had fared 
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much worse. He’d loomed over her with a nasty sneer; his 
shadow sending chills down her spine. But when she felled 
him, her assegai spearing deep into his heart, there was no 
smile on his face. The reinforcements had arrived just in time 
to capture three of the hostiles, who were now being led away 
by the Dora Milaje.

“I heard you killed one of the Kree,” a voice said above Okaba. 
Looking up through her blood, she gasped once she realized 
who was speaking.

“Okoye!” she exclaimed, scrambling to stand. Okoye waved her 
hand and sat down next to her. “Be at ease, warrior.”

They sat in silence for a moment, then Okoye said, “I didn’t 
know the Border tribe was now taking women into their ranks.”

Okaba laughed uncomfortably. “They’re not.”

“Ah. You’re a rebel then.”

Okaba floundered, stumbling over her words in her haste to 
absolve herself of the accusation. 

Okoye laughed. “Relax. Sometimes rebellion is the only way to 
a revolution.”

A revolution. 

Was this what Okaba had set in motion by her disobedience? 
She felt the warmth of Okoye’s hand on her shoulder and 
looked up as the Dora Milaje stood up.

“We could use someone like you,” Okoye said. 

Okaba’s face lit up. “With the Dora Milaje?”
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Okoye smiled and shook her head. “No. Here. With the Border 
tribe. Protecting us from threats such as these. Can’t you see, 
Okaba? There’s a vacuum here that you’ve only begun to fi ll 
with your fi ghting spirit. I’m sure there are hundreds more girls 
like you among your tribe. Will you teach them to rebel, too?”

The warmth that bloomed in Okaba’s chest had nothing to do 
with the afternoon sun and everything to do with the pride 
spreading through her being. Suddenly, she understood. She 
didn’t have to go where she was accepted to be herself. A place 
was owed to her here, in her home, and she would carve that 
place out of the fabric of her tribe—or she would die trying.
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writer and medical student. She won the 
Writivism Short Story Prize in 2016, and has 
been published by AFREADA magazine, 
Omenana Magazine, Brittle Paper, the LéO 
Africa Review, and Selves: An Afro Anthology 
of Creative Nonfi ction. Her most recent solo 
project is a children’s book titled, “The Pearl 
Trotters in Black, Yellow, Red.” She has also 

been a contributor to two anthologies: “Go the Way Your Blood 
Beats” and the “Unbreakable Bonds” Writivism Anthology.
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you embody me
by Lawrence Barriner II

i double-checked the RSVP list. jimoh has a family engagement. 
bankole was traveling to teach a workshop. esu was on 
childcare tonight. no one else responded. 

wow. NO ONE is coming?! ugh. what a waste of my time! 

where is this anger coming from? what use is it? 

i walked into the dojo and took off my shoes. i threw down 
my pack and rolled my case of sacred objects into the corner. 
i looked into the wide, open space and felt my anger dissipate 
outward. 

anger focuses attention. 

a wave of relief that i hadn’t expected flowed over me. 6:28 
p.m. and it’s still light outside. summer; what a joy. 

barefoot, i stepped over to the window, pressed my hand 
against the floor- to-ceiling glass and felt the warmth. it was 
too warm for this. i bent down, touching my hand to the earth, 
signaling the building to raise the window. fresh air rushed in 
as i took a deep breath. so many flowers are in bloom right 
now. sweet. 

much better. 

i looked around the empty room and remembered words that 
my great-grandfather repeated often:  

“never forget, little one, the black feminist visionary, audre 
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lorde, believed that self-preservation is an act of political 
warfare and so should you.” 

maybe this is a gift... tonight IS a gift. 

the truth of the moment dawned on me: i get to hold circle for 
myself! 

i began the ceremonial preparations: clear the space by 
burning sacred herbs. put my altar cloth down on the floor 
in the center of the room. call in the four elements and place 
each on the cloth: a stick of burning incense for fire, a bowl of 
water for libations, a feather for air, and a sweetgrass bowl for 
earth. place books containing the words of elders around the 
elements. place my kimoyo beads around the candle, a gift i 
received for the healing work i supported last month. start my 
moon circle playlist. unwrap my tarot decks from their carrying 
cloths and place them both on the altar, open and ready for 
use and charging. 

i grabbed a mat and a cushion from the corner and dropped 
them at my feet, between the wall and the altar cloth. i sat and 
faced outside. i took three deep breaths and settled into my 
body, the cushion, the earth. 

something isn’t right. 

here i was, holding queer full moon circle for myself... but 
something was missing. 

i looked outside and remembered i wasn’t alone. spirits, always 
around, were wanting to speak. 

the ancestors! 

i had forgotten to make a space for the ancestors. 
i always made a space for the ancestors when everyone else 
was around... 
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but somehow i forgot when it looked like i was by myself. 

you are never by yourself. 

i grabbed another mat and cushion and put them on the other 
side of the altar, across from me. as i sat back down, the wind 
slowed for the first time all evening. 

better. 

i poured libations and called in my ancient ancestors, celestial 
beings, the Black Panther, and my future ancestors. as i 
finished, the light above the ancestor cushion blurred like heat 
blurs the space over a fire. the incense smoke hung thick and 
rolled slowly, the air responding to the presence of ancestors. 

we are here. we are ready. 

i felt a pull towards my dust ii onyx deck, so i pulled it towards 
me and shuffled. it had been months since i did my past, 
present , future full moon spread, but i felt it coming, so i 
listened. 

i laid the shuffled stack in front of me and asked the ancestors 
for guidance. i pulled. three of coins, reverse. i placed it by my 
left knee. i pulled again. the moon, reverse. i placed it in front 
of my crossed feet. i took a deep breath and grounded. 

are these cards going to all be reverse? that has NEVER 
happened before. ancestors, if this is communication from you, 
let the answer be obvious. 

i pulled. two of coins, reverse. 

i released my breath. 

had i been holding my breath that whole time?! i placed it in front 
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of my right knee. 

what is going on here? 

who are you? 

i waited in silence. 

nothing. 

i knew this process with the ancestors. they speak through, not 
to. so i pulled out my journal and started writing. 

as i finished writing and making meaning for the reversed two 
of coins, an insight came to me. the cards weren’t all reversed. 
they were right side up! i picked up the guide for my deck again 
and took a second look. i began writing again... 

   two of coins: change, adaptability, balance, gifts, 
responsibilities. 

dear one, i am your grandmother’s mother. i come to tell you of 
your past. 

i am a healer, as are you. healing is using my gifts to adapt to 
change, to use my gifts to bring balance, to be responsible for 
myself and my community. 

you embody me. never forget. 

   moon: inner truth, realization, fantasy, intuition. 

dear one, i am your grandfather’s father. i come to tell you of your 
present. 

i see you now and you are my fantasy. 
my inner truth knew you would be real someday, but i had no idea 
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how beautiful you would be. my intuition is right and so will yours 
be. 

you embody me. never forget. 

- three of coins: work, planning, expertise, diligence, approval. 

dear one, i am your grandchild’s grandchild. i come to tell you of 
your future. 

i am your future. in our future, the lines between individuals 
are more solid and yet more blurry than you can imagine. the 
links between each of us alive in my time are strong and porous 
because you learned to weave together all parts of your ancestors. 

you embody me. never forget.     

i shuddered. the ancestors had spoken. i closed my notebook, 
hung my head, and wept. 

many minutes later, my salty tears dried on my crossed feet, 
i raised my head and looked outside. it must be close to 8:30 
p.m. almost time to let the next person use the dojo. 

slowly, methodically, as i had done every full moon since 
my initiation, i packed up my sacred objects one at a time: 
rewrapping my decks, pouring my libations onto the earth, 
blowing the ashes into the breeze, packing my feather and 
bowl, and returning my beads to my wrist. 

i wheeled my case to the door, cloth draped around my 
shoulders. the next circle keeper nodded to me on their way in. 
i nodded in return. as i stepped out into the street, i looked up 
and saw the moon, thin clouds moving slowly across her face. 
huge, yellow, bursting with possibility and pull. i thanked her 
and turned as my beads flashed in the direction of my elder’s 
home: my groundedness was needed... now. 
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Fragile
By Mercedes Mack 

“What are you thinking about?” she asks. 

“Oh, I’m just looking at what’s looking back at me,” they say, 
their gaze still up to the stars. 

In Wakanda, to know someone you all-ways start at their lips. 

Looking back at what’s looking at me...hmm. She turns the words 
slowly in her mind, inhaling the magnitude of their truth. 

The rim of their eye-sees, to help them see the world, glimmer 
under the dark moon, sky full of stars. Taking in the outline of 
their round, starlit face, she knows she has always loved them. 

“I think I have always loved you.” She tells them because her 
truths don’t stay inside. 

Her love for them is dense. Mango ripe, it drips into a 
watercolor mystery. Blurry. Translucent. Fluid. Something she 
could never really have. Something she doesn’t know what to 
do with. 

***

Wakanda is far. Wakanda is wide. Every child has heard a 
million backyard and front porch stories about this place and 
no one ever wants to leave home. The land belongs to the land 
and the people belong to the land. The energy of mountains 
and flowing water teach each body about itself. 

In the morning she rises early with the first light, just as her 
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people have always done, and says thank you. Her eyes adjust 
to the place that raised her.

Her last few weeks have brought her to a small home on a 
busy country road. Although it’s in plain sight, behind it sits a 
secret lair, tucked away in between two folds in the sky. It is 
here that she begins to learn the ways of her people. 

Her people are roots and swamp walkers. Way holders. They 
hold a place for her. They watch her, in this new iteration 
of themselves. They wonder about her desires,  pleasures, 
heartache, and ability to love more than just one. They delight 
in her reworkings. Her outfits surprise them - sometimes 
wearing all white head to toe; sometimes barely covered, but 
always experimenting. They share laughter as they watch her 
stumble her way through weeds and exit training as soon as 
she gets a mosquito bite. 

In the secret layer, she begins to sense herself: ”I am a lover, 
a dream walker, a cleaner of energy and spirit. A sibling of the 
waterways. A medicine keeper. A finder. A deep feeler. All of 
these gifts were given to me. Thank you.” 

Her ancestors send a warm breeze. A plant sings to her. She 
smiles at the sun and her mind wanders back to the night 
before.

*** 

She had rolled on her side, bringing her warmth closer to the 
one she has always loved and asked, “What way is there for me 
to know you other than love?” 

“Have you ever heard the greats say that the only way to really 
know someone is by the timeline drip of their waters?” they 
asked. 
“Yeah, I’ve heard that before.” 
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“Can I touch you here?” they ask. 

“Yes.” 

Lightly, carefully with thumb and pointer finger on either side 
of her thyroid, they begin to read her throat. 

Her eyes flutter and close and she sinks into the universe. 
Black. She sees herself. Black, empty and perfect. It’s either 
been 30 seconds or six days, time is gone; Their fingers read 
her throat steadily and her throat reveals more and more. 
They walk her through the desert of time and old hurts. She 
feels her body titillate, disappear, and then grow. She sees 
her mother’s pain; the words she didn’t speak; the things she 
couldn’t say. Rainbows drip down the inside of her closed eyes 
like warm rain off the side of a home. A melody finds her ears 
but there is no music playing. 

“Do you hear that?” she asks.
 
She tries to imitate the song she hears, her lips magnetic 
towards a hum. 

“Wow,” they say at the break of the silence. “I don’t know if I’ve 
ever touched someone in that way before.” 

She feels lucky. She feels special. 

“You’re so... fragile. We’re all so fragile...” they trail off. 

Fragile. It becomes her quiet name that she carries everywhere 
with her. She hides it under the tough skin of her left foot. By 
the time she is done collecting the honey of her memory, the 
sun is setting. She starts the walk back to her home. Her left 
foot leading the way

***
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Her home is an altar. She lives alone in a laboratory of her life 
forwards and backwards. An understanding that she is the 
daydream of an ancestor gazing out of a window one day. 
Every surface is an altar. Dried flowers. Jars full of oils. The air 
scented with the multiple-times-a-day offerings she makes 
to the land, her lineage, the stars, the way of the sun and the 
moon. Gifts from the earth that glisten in the moonlight and 
speak in light waves. 

After a day of learning the way of the sun, she prepares herself 
for the richness of the night and the gifts that are given to her 
there. 

She never sees the moon in the secret lair behind the house, 
so she creates it with her mind. 

“Moon, please teach me about you tonight, I miss you,” she 
whispers before drifting into sleep. She was equally surprised 
and not surprised when she woke up and felt the moon roll 
into her room. 

One night it appeared big, full and bright, shining its light on 
everything that needed to be washed away. Another night 
it was dark - moved quietly - became a trickster, distorted 
vision, suggested terror. She was afraid. Moved slowly. Half 
pretended she was ok. 

Then she remembered, I’m in training. Nothing is an accident. 
This is all connected. I’m alone for this reason. 

Quietly she recalled what they had said to her about learning 
the timeline drip of one’s own waters and she began to re-
member herself. As she watched the shadows move across the 
walls of her room, she called on the people, shapes, sounds, 
soils, and colors she came from. 

The one they called Ronnie. With each dress he wore, he became 
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freer. The others watched, followed and declared, I want to be free, 
too. 

The one they called Laylou. She came down here, to Wakanda and 
made a whole song of life. 

The one they called Yarrow.  They built a soft orb around her and 
showed her how to wield the fiery sword of black vengeance. 

Slowly, she surrendered into the lesson of an empty moon sky. 

***

She called for them; the one she knew she had all-ways loved. 

And she called on the wisdom of the ones that knew their true 
expressions, their fluid bodies, their beating hearts, and their 
commitment to freedom. She called them all in and kissed 
their sweet scars of discovery and watched everything turn into 
stars. 

The next morning, she went to the river to wash away the fear 
from the night before. Carefully, she climbed down the slippery 
green banks, selecting rock after rock that could hold her. She 
found a quiet spot with no shade and eased herself in. 

She spread her legs wide and projected a story into the sky. 
Her neck tipped back, her spine dipped with ease; her locs 
splashed into the water. She watched the story play like a 
movie. Every memory, every motion, sound and color that 
moved her. 

She began to cry. 

And through her warm tears she felt the timeline drip of 
her own waters roll down her cheeks onto her small brown 
breasts, then across the folds of her belly, moving her fear 
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away. And she began to understand her love. 

She giggled to herself: “so this is what the greats were talking 
about. It’s me. It’s me I’m looking for.”
 
Her earth brown skin baked in the sunlight. She felt complete. 
She uncovered her heart and received her downloads 
gratefully. Half surprised, half not surprised, just like the night 
when the moon had rolled into her room after she called, she 
sensed her beloved walking up the river. 

It made her smile to see them. 

“Hello. Is it ok for me to be here with you?” they asked. 

“Yes, I hoped you would come,” she said. 

They sat down next to her.

“What is it to swim with you?” they asked her slowly, both of 
them knowing that in Wakanda, this question is to be taken 
pleasurably and seriously. 

Pulling them close, she revealed the bottom of her left foot, the 
place of her quiet name, and began to whisper everything she 
had learned to them with a soft green tongue. 
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BUTCH
By Isa Woldeguiorguis

When her hot mouth finally rested on my clit, my head hung 
back and my eyes closed. Exhaling, I was exquisitely grateful 
for the beautiful place where we lay and that the rigid borders, 
gates, and boundaries of woman, man, butch, femme, 
masculine, lesbian, and transgender are truly fluid. Once, 
we had used them and they had used us... with all of their 
imperfections, temporary satisfaction and oppression. 

Now, I and we don’t need them to feel pleasure, be stimulated, or 
to cum. We have created the world we wanted to see and planned 
for it to be free from gender oppression. The Kingdom of Wakanda 
is that world. Thank the Orishas we are finally free!  But something 
inside of me is sill so BUTCH. I knew and felt this deeply as I bent 
over to devour her lips, kiss her neck and climb on top. ‘Top!’ 
That for sure is one of those terms that could incite fire at any 
lesbian gathering. Mostly because it and so many other such 
terms had accumulated layers of significance, as lesbians with 
“masculine characteristics” were called Top, or Dom, or Daddy.

***

My being butch made me feel like ancient history in that lush 
garden filled with the fragrance of gardenias and heart-shaped 
herbs. I took in the sun glistening off of her beautiful honey-
colored shoulders. Butch enveloped me. Claimed me. It fit me 
in an erotic system in which butch was expected to be doer 
and giver – the femme’s passion, the butch’s pleasure. Was I a 
relic in Wakanda? The home I had wanted for so long? Whose 
superior technology had guided my search, helped me arrive 
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through time and place to find my love? The one I have known 
forever. Adorned, full lips and breasts. The powerful queen I 
came to find. The one whose fingers explored inside of me as I 
grew wetter and wetter. 

Some people understand butch as a form of lesbian gender 
that is expressed through variations of the masculine. Butch 
is lesbian vernacular for women who are more comfortable in 
our masculinity. Butch is also an indigenous lesbian descriptor; 
a technical term for individuals who are beyond the gender 
which we were deemd to be on the basis of our physical parts. 
We transcend borders. 

Saying that many butches ‘identify as masculine to some 
degree’ does not mean that all; or even most butches “want 
to be men,” although some do. Most butches enjoy combining 
expressions of masculinities with our female bodies. The 
coexistence of masculine traits with female anatomy is a 
fundamental characteristic of butch.  

Butches vary widely in how masculine we feel and, 
consequently, in how we present ourselves. Some butches 
are only faintly masculine. Some are partly masculine. Some 
butches are very manly. And some “drag kings” pass as men. 
Butches vary in how we relate to our female bodies. Some 
butches are comfortable being pregnant and having kids, while 
for others, the thought of this is utterly repugnant. Some enjoy 
our breasts while others despise them. Some hide our genitals 
and some refuse penetration. There are butches who abhor 
tampons because of their phallic shape. Other butches love 
getting fucked. I could go on, but this must do for now.

***

As my strong, Black arms held on, held down and just held… 
her hips moved beneath me, pressing into me. They freed me 
from a narrow-minded political past and plunged me into a 
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future where BUTCH is our present and is void of partiarchal 
standards. Liberated. She continued freeing me until words 
were spoken. Yoruba words. IsiXhosa words. Taino words. 
Amharic words. Climatic words. No words. Just screams and 
shudders. 

***

In our recent past, before Wakanda, men got to express 
masculinity in many different ways; yet women were limited 
to narrower choices of expression. That night with my love 
reminded me that there are at least as many ways for me to be 
butch as there are ways for men to be masculine. That night 
was my favorite way of being me. 

Spreading her legs, she reminded me that I am her perfect fit. 
In this, our glorious Wakandan home, we honor and recognize 
that no binary classification can successfully catalogue or 
explain the intricacies of human sexuality. We accept that the 
boundaries between the specious categories of male/female 
and man/woman and genders we may not have names for 
are permeable. We acknowledge that butch and femme were 
brilliantly adapted in order to build a gender, a sexual sub-
culture out of the tools, materials, and debris of an outdated, 
dominant sexual system. The master’s tools.

Lesbian communities were built by sex and gender refugees 
in order to survive; the lesbian world should not create new 
rationales for sex and gender persecution. In our home, we 
can now reclaim butch-femme in our Africanness. In our 
Wakandenness. In our divinity. We reclaim the vision of our 
ancestors.

***

As I tasted her sweet pleasure and release, fully in control and 
fully surrendered, I no longer felt obsolete in this place.
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A Wakanda High School Reunion
by Zebib K.A

A small crowd gathered under the screen, the high up digital 
letters glowing, lighting up the vast room, WELCOME BACK 
STUDENTS! Did the new screen have a new vibranium helix 
battery? El wondered. It was bright enough to blind you 
temporarily if you stared too long. They were all gathered in 
their old gymnasium. The space familiar yet not familiar. The 
old wood panels ripped out years ago, replaced with newer 
wood panels, buffed to a shine and the Wakanda flag in a 
plaque up high. Ten years later, and she saw Wakanda’s glory 
in the fading colors of the flag, and the hardness of the plaque. 
Steely against the threats and mysteries of the new, outside 
world. 

Everything had been Wakanda back then, the same as a 
thousand years before. The same way their parents had mined 
the vibranium of their forebears, and built towers and roads 
that spiraled, metallic, into the African sky. And they were 
unstoppable, immortal, the most capable generation yet when 
they graduated from their school.

At the other end from the entrance, there was a basketball 
hoop, a new sport the youths discovered post-isolationism. 
El thought it was pretty similar to kentika, the ball and hoop 
games they played in ninth-grade gym class. She was back 
after 10 years, her hair shorter and curlier, the plump gone 
from her cheeks. She wore a black dress that suddenly seemed 
so far away from the baggy printed shorts she used to get 
away with back then. Looking around, old classmates shifted 
like iron bits moved about by a magnet. Red kuftans, dashikis 
embroidered with tiny beads, purple mini-skirts, pooling and 
spreading again. Since Wakanda had opened its doors five 
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years ago, everything had shifted. The flooding in of the rest 
of the world was evident in the elements of outside fashion - 
denim, scrunchies, baseball caps - adopted like affectations, 
like humorous nostalgic touches. Outside was a strange old 
world they were still trying to absorb into their sphere, like the 
proximity of whiteness, violence with no honor, oceans, you 
name it. Suddenly the history books and fables were at their 
doorsteps. And now they came back together for this high 
school reunion, their world entirely different. 

“Did you know Rose is here? I haven’t talked to her since high 
school. Remember, she dyed her hair red back then? ”El startled, 
and realized Georgios was talking into her ear from above.

She turned her head and found her old classmate grinning next 
to her: taller, darker, and sturdier than she remembered. He 
was the class artist, a silly, friendly guy who shared the lunch 
table with her and her friends. 

“You always had a disarming way of saying hello Georgie.” They 
pounded their fists together. 

He was now famous for his street art - giant mechanical 
sculptures in the parks of Wakanda and murals in the new bullet 
train flying through the sky above the west side of the city. He 
wore an oversized designer kuftan with sneakers. 

“Hi El! I should have started with hi. It’s Rosie over there! Gods, I 
was in love with her.” El paused and looked over where he had 
gestured. 

“Yep, I remember her.” 

El saw Rose in the middle of the gym, half lit by the glow of the 
screen, her figure half in the purple-blue shadows. 

“She looks like she is out of the royal line up.” Georgie nodded in 
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agreement. 

Rosie was her old nickname. But even if she had joined the 
secret bowels of government, as El heard, now went by her 
given name Kanisha, and wore her once soft, red afro in long, 
shiny, dark brown braids, she was still Rosie to them. Rosie 
who loved to read the classical Jabari scriptures, while El 
preferred the romantic, ancient River Tribe poets, who wrote 
in a time before vibranium, before technology, back when 
their people began. Rosie, who ate lunch by herself when she 
grew tired of her hip friends, who looked everyone in the eye 
at the age of 15. They had almost been friends: companions 
in the fall play in 9th grade who then drifted apart, to different 
friends and ambitions. Rosie, who always gave El a familiar 
raised eyebrow and half grin when she noticed El glancing at 
her sideways in Intro to Robotics in their 11th year. Rosie did 
the same thing now when she lifted her head, squinting then 
smiling at El, and turning to saunter in her direction.

Georgios nudged El, goat cheese from the appetizer table 
stuffed in his mouth, “Mmmm geez umming o’er herreee!” 

El nodded and rolled her eyes, wondering how he was an 
innovative artist and still such a goofball. 

“Yeah, she’s here. Why do we even do reunions anyway…Hi 
Rosie, Kanisha? It’s been a long time. How are you? Probably 
great.”

Rosie smiled, glancing over Georgios and El. “You look thinner 
El.” 

“You look, different, too, like still good, I mean great. That 
dress must be worth a pound of vibranium. I mean, it’s 
great. It’s been a long time. I heard you work for the industry 
now?” Georgios nodded vigorously, mouth full. El laughed, 
remembering this moment like deja-vu. 
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Rosie gazed at the screen, and looked back to El. “Yeah, we 
make those screens for one thing. We thought this school, our 
world, was cutting edge back then, was everything, right?” 

Georgios gulped down dark beetle wine and when his mouth 
was clear, “You sound like a true technologist now. A woman of 
the forward nation!”

Rosie smiled slowly, or an almost smile. Her whole aura 
seemed to have sharpened since she was 17, not just with 
age, but with a new fire in her eyes, like she was poised before 
greatness. “Georgios, I love your art. But yes, I think so. I think 
everything has changed since we were kids. It’s not just us 
forming our own future in isolation anymore.” 

El smirked, hearing the rhetoric behind Rosie’s words, hearing 
the way her words rang and yet still drawn to the curve of her 
lips, still like two question marks. 

“The rest of the world. The rest of this planet,” El said, facing 
Rosie down. El could meet Rosie in the eyes now, she had 
grown in the last 10 years. 

“Yes!” Rosie exclaimed, “Yes! We have to see what this can 
mean for our very survival, our advances, our position of 
power, our people!” 

Georgios waved his hands with fake drama “Ha! Sister, you still 
have that intensity of the old days. You must be talking about 
the decisions to lift the travel restrictions and open up the 
media channels. It’s no surprise, they have been building up to 
it in the last year. First, government officials, next the industry 
types like you, then the artists and such on exchange. And now, 
finally, the people can go freely. We won’t abandon home! But 
now we can see what the rest of these humans have been up 
to.” 
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Rosie laughed, “Yeah, they have been up to a lot. Are you 
forgetting your history lessons already? Why would we want to 
let them in? We are an entirely different planet. We spin in our 
own orbit.” 

Georgios mocked the Jabari’s ruler’s accent- “They are in the 
past, the dark past!”

El stared at Rosie, and even as she sensed the isolationism 
in her, which she disagreed with, she felt again the power in 
Rosie’s voice, her charismatic pull. 

“History, like you said, is a useful lesson, Rosie. The rest of the 
world is out there, no matter how much we fear losing what 
we are. Think of the poets, the civilizations, the grand artworks 
they have made, that we can discover. The time travel and 
expansion that is possible.” 

Rosie, a glint of softness entering her own eyes, looked at El, 
“Not time travel to the time of slaves.” 

Georgios nodded absentmindedly along, “Wakanda is the most 
beautiful place in this world. I am going to get more wine, but 
stay right here guys, this debate is fascinating. Maybe chill on 
the rhetoric though Kanisha.” He sauntered away.

Rosie rolled her eyes, more gracefully than it should have 
been allowed, and stepped closer to El. She paused, confused 
for a moment as she looked into El’s eyes. “I remember 
your eyes having these flecks of hazel. I still remember that. 
Isn’t that funny? From when we did that play together. We 
kept pretending to glare at each other in that warrior scene, 
remember?” 

El opened her mouth to speak, then shook her head. “Yeah, 
Rosie. I remember a lot of things too about back then. I think 
about it sometimes.” El grabbed a goat cheese appetizer off 
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the table nearby. 

Rosie lifted her face and continued to stare at El, “Sometimes.”

“You know, it’s an inevitable thing, but it’s also a good thing 
for our society. For people like us. The path to progress will be 
faster…“ 

Rosie interrupted, “We are progressing. We don’t need pale 
skinned outsiders to tell us how to be accepting and modern 
in our own world. I can be who I want here too. You think they 
have the answer?” 

El paused, and put down the goat cheese. She hated goat 
cheese. “Here is everything that was and ever would be. And 
now we have this whole other reality to discover. Maybe you’ll 
be an aide to the King or the next CEO of Dajan. But you know, 
it was good seeing you. Even if you are a totally conservative 
isolationist now. I would have never said it back then, but you 
know your power. You could be a leader, a destroyer of us all,” 
El smiled in jest. 

Rosie nodded, and spoke with the same wry confidence that 
had undone El back then and now. “Wanna just ditch this and 
get a drink? Georgios and you seem cool, he will forgive you for 
leaving”. 

“Sure.”



95

 Zebib K. A is a psychiatrist in NYC. She 
has published on The Rumpus, 
Counterclock journal, and HerStry blog. 
She likes to explore the imaginative and 
psychological associations of identity, 
memory and pop culture, and her 
queer/black/immigrant background in 
her writing. 

She can be found on instagram and on 
medium @pegasusunder.



96  



97

Think Mercury By Khadija Jahmila



98  



99
Art By: AMIR KHADAR



100  

Sunday’s Best By Khadija Jahmila



101

The Remembered 
By Yalini Dream

Winta crouches low preparing for her escape. Her sharp 
eyes spy her torturer running through the night in the wrong 
direction. His arrogance and unskilled ears provide her 
opening and sends him into a maze he’ll be unable to navigate 
without her. Tata had come in her dreams from an ancestral 
realm and told her this time would come. As soon as the fool is 
beyond sight, Winta leaps towards the fighting sounds. Months 
of obedience forged this moment of rebellion. The torturer 
hadn’t even considered that Winta might leave her post.  

She could have run in another direction and focused on saving 
herself, but Winta had promised her Remembered ones that 
she would not forget them. Indeed, her beloveds are etched 
into her muscles. She feels them with each breath. Because 
of them, her lungs strengthened with secreted laughter 
and hummed songs harmonizing with engines. Together 
they endured captivity with games concealed as chores and 
whispered stories of where they come from. Stories of their 
lives before the kidnapping.  Winta wouldn’t have believed 
Tisia’s stories, except they all knew that Tisia would stay 
silent rather than lie. The kidnappers thought Tisia mute 
and ignorant, but the children hung on every word Tisia ever 
uttered and with the princess’s intel, The Remembered devised 
a plan. Winta will find Tisia’s mother-- Royal Fara. 

Tears stream down Winta’s face as she runs towards the 
caravan where Tisia’s mother also serves as a covert agent. For 
the first time in years, Winta is free.  

Winta’s precision and stealth placed her in the agonizing 
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position of having to assist the kidnappers capture others. 
She had been separated from the rest of The Remembered 
in order to serve as a scout and deceiver for over seven 
months. Many a time she wondered if it were better to let 
them kill her. Now, finally, she is able to run for herself, for 
her Remembered. For the other children quietly plotting their 
liberation while they await Winta’s return.  

A full tear slides down Winta’s cheek. It pools at the corner of 
her mouth, before bursting onto the side of her tongue. Yes, I 
must taste this freedom. 

The noise of the fighting grows louder, hiding the sound of her 
feet racing across the forest floor. She quickly scales a tree to 
better view the battle. Winta’s pupils widen in the dark. The 
photographic lens of her eyes capture the details. Her first 
sight of the Dora Milaje unfolds below like a dream. Warriors in 
red and gold-- breasts armored, heads uncovered and shorn, 
their bodies clearly defined, yet protected. Their spears dance 
the kidnappers into a quick defeat. Winta scans the scene for 
Royal Fara, finding her behind a wagon. Tisia’s mother is in a 
heated discussion with a lean figure. Winta would soon learn 
that the figure, despite her covered hair and long dress, is of 
the warriors in red and gold. She is Princess Nakia of Wakanda.  
The fighting stills. Not one kidnapper remains standing.  

From among the red and gold, a person dressed in black 
armor emerges. Nakia walks to him exasperated. Royal Fara 
watches from behind while picking up a loose spear to hold as 
a monarch’s staff, indicating her seniority. 

“T’Challa, Why are you here?! You have ruined our mission,” 
Nakia snaps. People move from behind the wagon, gathering 
to understand-- confusion building into a stern roar. Their 
voices overlap.
 
“I may never see my only living child again!” 
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“Defeating these kidnappers is nothing.” 

“Why did we endure this torture if not to discover their 
bosses?” 

Winta’s quick mind reassesses. Are all these people of the 
caravan on a mission?  Did Royal Fara recruit them?  

Winta had assumed only she and Royal Fara were secretly 
defying the kidnappers. Are all these people warriors? Are they 
kidnapped people who are resisting?  Or did they allow themselves 
to be kidnapped to find us? To find The Remembered?

T’Challa and the Dora Milaje uniformly turn at the same time 
and bow to the frustrated Caravan Warriors. One of the most 
skilled of the Dora Milaje, General Okoye, speaks on behalf 
of the Wakandans, “We are deeply sorry for disrupting the 
mission. We are in your debt and ask for your forgiveness.”

Princess Nakia exhales, looks to Royal Fara, and then back at 
T’Challa and General Okoye.
 
“Why? Why did you interrupt us?!?”
 
T’Challa rises from his knees to address the questions slicing 
the dark. “We have come with an announcement and request.”
 
Voices rise from the Caravan Warriors again. 

“Ahhhh, this better be good!” 

“They dare to make a request.”

“You have no idea what we’ve sacrificed, what you have 
ruined.”
 
Nakia had already breathed in T’Challa’s energy. He freezes 
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before her. Nakia softens, feeling his grief. She turns to 
beseech Tisia’s mother.
 
“Royal Fara, I ask your permission to hear the announcement,” 
Fara, trusting Nakia, nods yes. The simplicity of her royal nod 
quelling the crowd.
 
The previously angry clamor quietens into listening. The wind 
rustles the trees, giving way to silence.
 
“My father has died.” T’Challa announces. Within seconds, 
Nakia looks long. Opening depths in T’Challa that he usually 
keeps neatly guarded. Nakia did not need to speak for him to 
understand. He responds with a cracking, “Yes.”
 
Falling swiftly, T’Challa strikes the earth in rhythm with 
his cries. Tears, mucus, and spit, shudder off each breath, 
glittering in the moon’s blue.    
 
Nakia sucks in a singing inhale and releases a loud yawp in a 
powerful lament.

Royal Fara pounds the earth with the spear. The Caravan 
Warriors suspend their anger to join the Wakandans in 
mourning. Nakia’s love has earned her this respect.
 
Heart-aching dissonance fills the skies. They sing and dance for 
all their dead. The ancestors swim from other realms to receive 
their respect.

Winta grips the branch with her legs, raises her arms into the 
leaves and quietly sings her songs for Tata.
 
Nakia arches her chest to the sky saying, “We ask all of our 
Ancestors and Angels to lift up the powerful souls who have 
left their bodies. We anguish in missing them, in missing you. 
Your absence and that of the newly departed is loud. Our 
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sorrow is a testament to our love for you. I ask all the divine 
forces, the ancient tribes of Wakanda, the protectors of the 
forest to guide T’Chaka, father of T’Challa and Shuri, as he flies 
in freedom and knowledge to peaceful unity. We know we are 
that much stronger and wiser with our new Ancestors. Through 
our wails, songs and tears, we release. In this grief we heal. We 
transform. We magnify. We Love!” 

Winta looks down to see Nakia staring into her eyes. Royal Fara 
follows Nakia’s gaze pulling all the warriors’ eyes up with her.  

“It’s the scout, she’s been spying on us.” A Caravan Warrior calls 
out, and General Okoye aims a spear.

“No! I am not with them. I am one of the abducted seeking 
freedom. We call ourselves The Remembered. I am here for 
Tisia!” 

The truth Winta had secreted with such perfection vibrated 
across her skin as she spoke it aloud. Winta’s voice had not 
resounded with this volume since the captivity. Royal Fara 
gasps and Nakia shudders hearing the name of her beloved 
mentor’s daughter, Tisia.  But the Wakandan and Caravan 
Warriors were in fighting stance.

Nakia interrupts the suspicions, “I saw her mourn with us.”

Winta drops onto a branch below and tumbles onto the 
ground. She kisses Royal Fara’s feet. As the royal brings the 
child to standing, Winta pulls out Tisia’s beads from inside her 
dress and offers them to her sweet soul-sister’s mother. 

“She’s alive.”  

Royal Fara wraps her arms around Winta and the Caravan 
Warriors cheer with joy.   
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Royal Fara sniffs the top of Winta’s head. Winta looks up at the 
face Tisia described to her in many late night whispers.  

“They forced me to join them in the abductions. I was 
able to get assigned to your caravan. Only now, when the 
fighting began, was I able to escape. I can take you to The 
Remembered,”  Winta explains.

Royal Fara, cries to the forest, “Thank you Ancestors,” and then 
turns to T’Challa and General Okoye. “It seems your disruption 
has brought us a great gift.”  She pauses with an inviting smile. 
“What is your request?”  
 
T’Challa kneels and looks to Nakia. Nakia signals permission. 
He takes her hands and bows his head to them before 
speaking.    
 
“My mother, Ramonda, The Queen Mother of Wakanda will 
ascend to Star Priestess. The ceremony will be tomorrow. She 
wishes you to be there. Will you serve as the Sacred Warrior?”
 
“I would be honored to hold ceremony for this historic 
transition. I ask in return that Wakanda join us in the mission 
of finding the children, our Remembered.” Nakia looks to 
Winta. “The Remembered are expecting us.”  

T’Challa and General Okoye signal their commitment in unison. 
Nakia and Fara join hands.
 
Fara announces, “Dear beloveds, new and old, out of 
mourning, we celebrate. One of our children has returned, 
accelerating out mission. Our alliance with Wakanda deepens. 
Long awaited prophecies are being fulfilled.”

Nakia continues the declaration, “For the first time in 100 
years, Wakanda will be governed with the guidance of a Star 
Priestess—the Black Panthress!  We give great thanks.  May we 
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reunite with The Remembered and witness the ushering of a 
new future! Wakanda’s new protector will be a Femme Queen.”
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Ritual of Sekhmet
By Philliph Drummond

It was winter, but for me it was hot and cold that night. I did not 
care about our attire. I was worried when the kimoyo beads 
might take effect. But to get Anathi and Issa back from Obanze 
meant waiting at the edge of the Blood Moon Festival, near 
Torment Forest in traditional women’s attire as we’d been told 
to do. Zinle was there first. She laughed when she saw us; we 
hugged, then waited, humming Hadari Yao together. 

We understood that the Disappeared had not made us 
invisible. A storm of girls and boys from our clan dressed 
as warriors of the Ritual swirled about us, infrequently 
calling out our names playfully from crowd. Had we already 
won? I wondered if the Disappeared were as fragile as the 
smoke from Zinle’s pipe mingling with the heat rising from 
both Nkosa’s and my bare shoulders. Nkosa was still not 
shivering like me. That night his eyes held tawny moon as his 
vulwakabini hung loose around him revealing his chest scars.

Drumming had begun for the Festival when six of the 
Disappeared emerged from the forest in front of us. They 
were wrapped in lion-fur cowls with the orange and vermillion 
ingcawa of our Mining Tribe. The one in command signaled to 
us, “Women! Come!” Their faces all soured as we approached. 

“Let’s go! We must hurry to avoid curfew and we must search 
all of you,” he shouted while pointing to the dark forest behind 
him with his kinetic-spear. 

But Nkosa persuaded them, “Kindred, you say we are women, 
so do what you must, here, in the light.” 
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And the Disappeared agreed, inspecting Zinle closely since she 
was in full Dora Milaje regalia. I remember the rage rising in my 
throat when they hesitated while examining me, on seeing me 
drenched with sweat and shivering. They asked if I was ill and 
Zinle told them I was just not used to “so many layers.” So they 
laughed sensing nothing else unusual... 

They led us into the bush of Torment Forest, with three in 
front and behind us, keeping distance from us and each other. 
I became dizzy then tripped on a snow-covered root. Nkosa 
caught my hand before I fell, and a couple of the Disappeared 
sucked hard through their teeth. 

“Remember brothers, ‘A brand burns one who stirs it up,’” said 
the one in command. The rest chuckled. 

“And one fly does not provide for another,” Zinle said, 
chuckling louder.

In front, the one in command stopped, chest swelling, and 
turned to face Zinle. The chuckling quieted. I can still see his 
small eyes wide now, holding the moonlight in them. Zinle kept 
smiling, ignoring this attempt to intimidate her. Only the forest 
moved with the breeze and the distant sounds of the Festival 
in that moment. He sucked his teeth, turned forward again, 
and led us to Obanze’s presiding over our clan’s most secret 
and unsanctioned of rituals.

I put my hand on Zinle’s shoulder so as not to trip again. 
Nkosa whispered, repeating what they said a week before, 
“Remember it will start snowing when the Festival drums stop.”

See, Nkosa did have visions. They foresaw Obanze’s betrayal 
and warned us of this moment. Nkosa envisioned we would 
overcome it only by trusting in each other and using the 
forgotten magic of our ancestors, the Hymns of the First Dora 
Milaje. So we planned to use the Disappeared’s ignorance         
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of their own history to recover our lions by creating the 
Kimoyo Beads of Invocation as the Hymns dictated to complete 
the Ritual of Sekhmet. Nkosa said if we did, we could save 
Nkosa’s lions from sacrifice and receive the power to pacify 
the Disappeared. Because once at the First Mound, we could 
petition our Lion Goddess, Sekhmet. We would petition her to 
open the peace of her green fields and free our clan from fear 
and ignorance of our Disappeared, making them remember 
the ancestral truth of the magic they denied.

We had faith in our Lion Goddess. She knew we were not 
concerned with shallow traditions or attire. Nkosa, Zinle, and 
I we were the first to truly commune with her in generations. 
She knew that we allowed all genders to train as miners or 
warriors in the clan, encouraged our people to travel the world,  
and led the clan in her name, not the chief’s, our King’s, or even 
Bast’s. Our Goddess knew Obanze seized the opportunity to 
sow false discord between us and our people, asserting his 
“real Wakandan ways” over any “new” ones we practiced. She 
knew that Obanze convinced the Disappeared to assert their 
power over us and what we represented. The “real Wakandan 
ways” would prevail as the Disappeared led that year’s Ritual 
using Anathi and Issa as sacrifices to our Goddess, with us 
in attendance, silenced and wearing our tribe’s traditional 
women’s attire.

Indeed, we all knew that Obanze was our chief before Nkosa 
was, but when Obanze and the other Disappeared returned 
after Thanos was defeated, Obanze was changed. Reeling 
from the powerlessness of returning from oblivion, Obanze 
was incensed. Nkosa, the now wise towering man with two 
full grown lionesses, had once been his clever little niece 
Nkosazana. At first Obanze was quiet and distant, spending 
his time in the Woods of Solitude. Then together with the 
Disappeared, he defamed and convinced the clan to reject 
Nkosa, on grounds that Nkosa’s ways were “foreign” and 
“unnatural.” Reclaiming his chieftaincy from Nkosa, Obanze 
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called for “restoration of dignity” of our clan to avoid judgment 
by Sekhmet and our ancestors. And he stoked fear in anyone 
of rank in our clan who also “changed their nature,” like Zinle 
and me. 

But few knew that Obanze’s sister Issa was our chief before 
him. Or that after she and her partner Anathi died, Obanze 
raised Nkosa as his own. Or that shortly after Issa’s death, 
Obanze and Nkosa, together, found the abandoned lion cubs 
near the Farm Lands, naming each cub after both of Nkosa’s 
mothers. Yet we knew that the Lion Goddess knew. 

And that night, as we traveled deeper into Torment Forest, 
the nature of the place and the truth of Nkosa’s visions finally 
became real to me. As Nkosa foretold, I coughed and tripped 
constantly, unsure whether my vertigo was because of the 
kimoyo beads, the forest, or our hostile escorts. And as we 
approached the Ritual site, they preached about our clan’s 
“true traditions,” bragged about how they monitored our 
communications, and threatened us for not being grateful 
to Obanze for allowing us to attend “their” ritual. Listening to 
them, my vertigo ballooned into a swarm of deep fury. It dug 
around my throat, resting itself at the center of my chest. I 
recall thinking to myself, “I should just bite my lip now,” when I 
heard Anathi and Issa crying over the men’s commotion. 

We arrived at the clearing where the Ritual was taking place. 
It was almost over as Nkosa foresaw it would be and the last 
part, the hunt, would begin soon. There, either dancing to the 
distant drums of the Festival or preparing for the hunt, men 
gathered around a massive totem of both Bast and Sekhmet 
and a cage trapping our beloveds, Anathi and Issa. Though 
some of the men there were not the Disappeared, their revelry 
was proof that they were just as ignorant of the magic they 
were invoking. Seeing them seeing us, I felt like a swarm was 
seeping out of me, like fire-ants foraging across my skin. Hot 
tears blinded me and froze on my cheeks as I choked to hold it 
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all in. Zinle and Nkosa made sure to stay in front of me as our 
escorts led us to Obanze.

Checking the straps on his armored sandals, Obanze stood up 
when he saw us.  Grinning and flashing teeth at us he shouted, 
“My radiant sisters!”

In that moment, I wondered if Obanze was testing us, if we 
were testing him, or if this was all a test from the Goddess 
herself.  Because with the King’s curfews happening, we all 
knew that our being there in the King’s forest in secret was 
foolish. And giving offerings to Sekhmet only to clash with our 
kin was dangerous in this world and in the next. 

Nkosa’s eyes were fixed on the cage; they did not acknowledge 
their uncle until Obanze shouted their name, “Nkosa!” Nkosa 
screamed, throwing off their coat and loosening the clothing 
covering their chest.

“We forgive you Obanze for disappearing your own family this 
way,” Nkosa yelled. They then bundled the clothing with their 
headdress and threw it at Obanze. 

As the bundle flew into the wind and off into the shadows, the 
space between my lips snapped with static, the world went 
dark, and I gagged on my tongue. I woke up to Zinle lifting 
me out of the snow and Nkosa still screaming, “...and we will 
commune with the Goddess! And we will come back but not as 
you all have come back!”

I could see Obanze’s face was tight as Nkosa’s chest scars 
shined like wet rose petals under the scarlet moonlight. 
Suspicion flickered in his face, and he shouted back, “We shall 
see! It has never happened! Sekhmet’s sacrifices cannot be 
saved...”

Obanze walked over to Nkosa, stood inches from their face, 
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searching for something, and then he struck Nkosa in the 
stomach. Nkosa did not flinch.  Nkosa and Obanze’s figures 
and faces were so similar then; both wearing a small beard 
under a wry, knowing smile. But I trusted Nkosa not Obanze.

Obanze grunted as his voice softened, “My dear niece, be 
proud of your family and clan this night and stay here” Then 
he leaned back and placed his hand on Nkosa’s shoulder. “We, 
are the warriors. Help us pray the Great Circle brings both 
Anathi’s and Issa’s spirits back as blessings, wisdom, and a long 
life to the champion who can withstand this hunt the longest.” 
The drums from the Festival stopped then. My heart sank as I 
watched pink snow starting to fall.

This is what the men were all waiting for. The warriors 
guarding Anathi and Issa opened the front of the cage. “Go!” 
one shouted, as another struck the side of the cage with the 
end of their kinetic-spear. Issa, then Anathi bolted into the 
darkness of the forest, leaving a trail of crimson blood on the 
pink snow. I thought Nkosa would do something, anything, but 
they did not. Instead, the crowd of men roared, stumbling over 
each other to capture what could not be captured. They would 
never reach the green fields of our Goddess. And witnessing 
Nkosa let them hunt their beloved lions, seeing Nkosa’s pain, I 
knew that Nkosa trusted us. But with the men’s noise, patrols 
would arrive soon. 

By now every inch of my body felt like it was trapping a 
tempest. Only Obanze and a few of the men  were left but they 
were walking away from us. 

Obanze turned to say something over his shoulder to Nkosa, 
“You are too eager; the holy fires shining on this night–” when 
Nkosa interrupted him.

“You are lighting a fire in the wind brethren. We are temples 
holding the sacrifices of all our ancestors, for our descendants, 
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with our dignity in every breath. A spark is all we needed 
for the strength to give and take blood to protect what we 
love.” And on cue, I bit my lip until it bled as an offering to our 
Goddess.

Zinle got excited, “Cha! Holy Sekhmet protects!” She let me 
go and I hit the ground on all fours. “She feeds our will with 
ancestral blood, might and power, protecting our sacrifices 
from beginning to end and again!” 

Nkosa knew she was referencing the Hymns to correct or 
offend Obanze, so they added, “...Then Bast rises and delivers 
wisdom and life to all, yet not the will or wit to grasp for it.” 

Obanze did not acknowledge either of them. Instead he and 
his men looked at me as arcs of lightning spewed from my 
chest for a long while. We had tricked him. Nkosa broke the 
silence, “The King’s curfew ends in about seven hours. No rush 
Khethiwe, but are those Kimoyo Beads of Invocation ready?”

And so finally, I vomited. I looked up to see Obanze’s small 
eyes wide like those of the Disappeared in command who led 
us here. Though Nkosa had faith and prophecy, understand 
it was my idea to swallow these arcane kimoyo beads to get 
them past the Disappeared’s inspection at the Festival as well 
as Obanze, who as a chief, might sense their power. We made 
them from resins of living vibranium Nkosa and I had gathered 
from the Echo Caves. These kimoyo beads, made according 
to the Hymns, dissolved the boundaries between things, even 
emotions, and amplified them.

Ignoring the tempest still raging inside me, I scooped up our 
three kimoyo beads inside their plastic baggy from the puddle 
of steaming bile in front of me as Obanze and the Disappeared 
sprinted towards us. I then hurled a bead to Nkosa and 
another to Zinle. Zinle’s ancient hands clapped the kimoyo 
bead like thunder as she caught it.



116  

“Cha-aah!” She shouted, “This Ritual continues with our holy 
invocation! Seems that your visions were right Nkosa, riiiight?!” 
Nkosa winked at her and Zinle winked back. “Now, it’s time to 
sing Hadari Yao!”

Lifting her knees to her chest, waving her arms at her sides, 
leaning rhythmically backward and forwards, Zinle cried out 
towards the sky above her. Her voice struck the swarming 
tempest in me like a bell.

“Look at the sky
Wuuuuuuu wuuuuu!
There is a queen in the clouds
Wuuuuuuu wuuuuu!
Look at her light”

Suddenly a calm washed over me as Zinle, Nkosa and I were 
lifted into the sky. Hadari Yao was with us, and beneath us 
were Obanze and his men, struggling to stand. I remember 
shaking with joy and laughter as lightning bubbled out of 
the kimoyo beads in our palms. We were getting Anathi and 
Issa back and I would finally witness the First Mound and 
our Goddess in the flesh! My choking had ceased.  Zinle’s 
invocation drove out the tempest inside me and it propelled us 
all through the sky. Zinle continued singing.

“Her radiance fills the air
Wuuuuuuu wuuuuu!
Her light comes through clouds
Wuuuuuuu wuuuuu!
Her breath blows out the king’s lamp
Wuuuuuuu wuuuuu!
It leaves him in darkness
Wuuuuuuu wuuuuu!
Look now king, follow the wind”
And the storm carried us to the First Mound.
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No Deadnames 
By Dolores Chandler

We do not have deadnames in Wakanda,
because here there is no before and after.
There is being
And there is becoming.
We let our children name themselves
Because we know that they contain multitudes
And that a single name is not always enough.
Sometimes a child claims a name and that is their name.
And sometimes a child takes and leaves 3 or 4 names 
throughout the course of their lifetime.
Because one heart may beat more rhythms than a single name 
can contain
And a name can change between one beat and the next.

We do not have deadnames in Wakanda
Because we do not presume to know any one being
More than they know themselves.
Here, when a child is born,
We know that they have arrived because we need them.
We do not place limitations on who they are or who they can 
be.
It is our duty to nourish and to feed them
Because without them, 
There is no more becoming.
We know that we need them to survive.

We raise them and we try to teach them
By telling stories 
Stories of ourselves
Our own being
And becoming
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Stories of how we understand the world to be. 

Our stories are our roots.
We tell stories 
To keep memory alive.
We tell the story of T’Chaka,
Who killed his brother to protect Wakanda
And in so doing, left behind the child who became Killmonger.
Some of those who migrated from the US to Wakanda
immediately after we opened our borders 
chose the name Killmonger.
It discomfits some of us who are older
Because we find the taste of shame, regret, and complicity
his name leaves in our mouths difficult to swallow. 
But we remember
So that we can transcend the mistakes of the past.
All of our stories are true
And none of them are set in stone.
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Dolores Chandler (they/them) is a mixed-
race black, transmasculine and gender 
non-conforming, tender, tough human. 
They are also a social worker, facilitator, 
trainer, performer, writer, and angelic 
trouble maker. When Dolores is not busy 
trying to dismantle white supremacy in 
organizations, they can be found 
spending time with their partner and 
friends, kayaking, and telling stories. 
Dolores currently lives in Efl and, North 

Carolina with their dog Tucker, a most handsome lad, and cat, 
Mona Luna Lovegood, a.k.a. Southern Snow Leopard.
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Jude & Justice
By Maps Glover
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Maps Glover’s work is spiritually driven. The 
concepts are inspired by human behavior 
and observation while using pervasive 
social issues as a point of entry. He 
visualizes how time aff ects behavior as he 
puts his body though endurance 
performances. Glover constructs portals 
that invite the audience to access the 
subconscious through real-time 
interactions. Maps has created and 

performed works at The Kennedy Center’s Millennium Stage, 
Smithsonian Arts & Industries Building, University of the 
District of Columbia (UDC), TransformerDC, and the National 
Portrait Gallery. 
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wakandan re:generation
by margaux delotte-bennett

this is but one creation story
one that sits on our shoulders and
peers through our eyes

we have been mother 
since before our before
before these maps of scars marked our belly
before semen purchased and thawed
made way towards 
our dreams

there’s no he/she here
just we and they as we sway towards conception
re:generation

no need to claim motherhood/fatherhood 
unless by choosing
some of us need declarations
want to label what is clear 
stand in the knowings of the flesh
heart near

we wear mother just under our bellies
resting on pubic bone and hair
a sash that sways with hips and lips

some wombs are community maintained
to lend 
or borrow 
to simply admire
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round surrounds beauty 
and showcases 
care

in the wakandan air anyone can sire a child
inspire little minds
create the nurturing environment 
where greatness can flourish
needing to be nourished
by what is possible and dreamed

we have been mother 
since before the before
mothering toys and animals
mothering siblings before that love was checked
love leading to loss of self 
is no love 
at all

mothering shows up in relationships
sometimes too much
often too early
always around food and rest and drive

beloveds should strive and be their best selves
because and despite of connection
mothers are as mothers be
mothers here are the plant and the seed

we have been mother 
since before the before
and again once more
wakanda’s legacy must be ensured
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margaux delotte-bennett is a 
Washington, DC-based poet, 
songwriter, foster mother and 
licensed social work educator. 
Movement and storytelling 
are her fi rst loves. She has 
created solo work as well as 
collaborative pieces.  margaux 
often links her art with 
community engagement and 

activism. She is a partner, a daughter, a sister, an auntie, and a 
friend who knows the power of kindness. margaux is also a 
traveler who has visited, lived and worked in a number of 
diff erent countries. She was a founding member of Wild 
Women Theatre, a DC-based theater company made up of 
black women exploring multiple dimensions of womanhood 
through storytelling, movement, poetry and song. margaux 
tends to write pieces that focus on love, womanhood, and 
social justice themes.  
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MEET THE TEAM

Meet the team behind Black Freedom Beyond Borders: Re-
imagining Gender in Wakanda
 

Resonance Network

Kassamira Carter-Howard, Project Manager

Kassamira (she/her) is an artist, 
facilitator, healer, organizer, and 
advocate with over a decade of 
experience in social justice movements. 
Using an intersectional framework, she 
explores ways to practice reimagining a 
world free from violence. Kassamira 
combines her creative art practice with 
her commitment to ending violence 
against black women and girls to create 

trauma-informed, survivor-centered healing spaces.
 
In 2018, she developed the Youth LEADS initiative, a nationwide 
project to engage young people in honest discussions around 
their experiences with gender-based violence and solutions 
for creating change. She published the “Youth LEADS: 
Cultivating Young Leaders in the Fight to End Gender-Based 
Violence” report and has presented her work at several 
conferences, including the 68th annual United Nations Civil 
Society Conference and the National Conference on Domestic 
Violence.
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Doris Dupuy, Finance 

Doris (she/her) is a Haitian born, 
Brooklyn raised, DC resident who has 
devoted the past 14 years to early 
childhood, homelessness and teacher 
education issues. In addition to her 
work assisting teacher education 
candidates at American University 
gain teaching licensure, Doris has 
served as Deputy Director of Special 
Projects at Transitional Housing 

Corporation, supporting citywide housing policy and 
implementation for families experiencing homelessness, and 
as Interim Executive Director and Deputy Director of Programs 
at Bright Beginnings, a child and family development center for 
pregnant women, infants, toddlers and preschoolers 
experiencing homelessness. Under her tenure, the 
organization’s budget grew 36% from $4.5M to over $6M. Doris 
is currently serving on the boards of Parents Amplifying Voices 
in Education and Pomona Society. As a new member of 
Resonance Network, Doris is supporting the finance and 
administration function, and hopes to use her past and current 
experiences as a Black Haitian Woman in America to inform 
her increasing need to be a part of the growth all her 
communities deserves.

Alexis Flanagan, Creative Co-Director 

Alexis Flanagan (she/her) is a queer 
Black feminist DC girl whose heart 
pumps to the beat of “the Pocket” 
that holds down DC go-go music and 
culture. She is a cultural worker, 
writer, artist, and healer working at 
the intersection of art, activism, 
ancestors and magic. She has led 
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programs and organizations working to end sexual and 
intimate partner violence for more than a decade and is now 
deepening practice and embodiment of liberation and 
transformation within communities she loves. She 
collaboratively leads Resonance Network -- a connection point 
for activists, movement builders, artists and more who are 
practicing and experimenting with what it takes to live into the 
possibility of a world where violence is not the norm.

Wakanda Dream Lab

Rufaro Gwarada, Creative Co-Director

Rufaro Gwarada (she/her) is a diasporic 
African committed to gender justice, 
migrant rights, African-led solutions for 
Africans, and art and cultural expression 
as conduits for healing, liberation, and joy. 
She currently works with the reset project 
at Power California; ThriveAfrica.us - a 
giving circle for and by African migrants in 
the US; Wakanda Dream Lab; and Priority 
Africa Network. Rufaro is a Move to End 
Violence Movement Maker, was the 

cultural consultant on Familiar by Danai Gurira, at the Old 
Globe (2019), and a Yerba Buena Center for the Arts Citizenship 
Fellow. Rufaro writes fiction, poetry, and commentary 
investigating gender, power, and familial dynamics inspired by 
her homeland, Zimbabwe.
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Aisha Shillingford, Initial Creative Concept

Aisha Shillingford (she/her) is surviving 
late stage capitalism by cultivating joy, 
creativity, emergence, love, breathe and 
holding on desperately to the future. She 
is reconnecting with her ancestors, world 
building Afro-utopias, and unlearning 
binaries and borders. She spends her 
time between Brooklyn, Oakland, and 
Trinidad & Tobago. 

Terry Marshall, Consultant/Advisor

Terry Marshall (he/him) has been 
involved in social justice movements 
for over 20 years and founded 
Intelligent Mischief in 2013. Terry’s 
work has spanned a range of 
intersecting creative and social 
justice endeavors including cultural 
organizing, creative production, 
curation, writing, cultural research, 

dance, event production, design, and political strategy.

Terry is the co-author of two books, The Black Body Survival 
Guide (satirical book that tackles racism using Afro-surrealism 
and Afrofuturism) and Black Freedom Beyond Borders: A 
Wakanda Immigration Anthology (an anthology of Black 
Panther Fan Fiction that deals with the issue of the immigration 
crisis).
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Calvin Williams, Consultant/Advisor 

Calvin Williams (he/him) is the 
Innovation Fellow on Cultural 
Strategies at Movement Strategy 
Center. In this role, he conspires 
with fellow afrofuturists to produce 
immersive spaces for new stories + 
storytellers of liberation to emerge.

While known for his roles in the past 15 years as the reluctant 
educator, retired spoken word poet, and relentless facilitator 
for justice … Calvin currently cosplays as a podcast host for 
#TheBigWe, impact producer for The North Pole Show, and 
creative curator-in-residence at Betti Ono Gallery in Oakland, 
California.

And after many adventures movin’ through places, space and 
time – he now calls Oakland home, shared with his beloved 
comrades-for-life: Leila McCabe Williams and their son.

Art & Graphic Design

Amir Khadar, Graphic Designer/Artistic Director
 

Amir Khadar (they/them) is an 
illustrator, fiber artist, and poet 
from Minneapolis/Baltimore. 
Afrofuturism, adornment, hair, and 
spirituality are central themes in 
their work. They use art as a 
mediator to connect with 
ancestors, address oppressive 

structures, and ultimately facilitate healing. Amir is currently a 
student at the Maryland Institute College of Art, and freelances 
on the side.
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Communications

Asha Grant, Social Media & Publicity Manager

Asha Grant (she/her/hers) is an educator, 
writer, and researcher who is committed to 
holistic social justice advocacy work, 
particularly as it pertains to Black women, 
femmes, and girls. Asha formally began her 
journey to telling men no and reclaiming 
her time at Spelman College and continued 
through her Master of Arts program at 
Columbia University, Teachers College. She 
is currently living out Season 4 of Insecure 
in her hometown of Los Angeles as a 

freelance digital media producer and the Director of The Free 
Black Women’s Library - Los Angeles.

Sean A. Watkins, Social Media & Publicity Manager

Sean A. Watkins (he/him/they) is an 
activist, social media strategist, 
storyteller, writer, and owner of Watkins 
Agency of Joy LLC (@agencyofjoy). With 
almost a decade of experience across 
the nonprofit and social justice 
movement worlds, he is a dedicated 
believer in a better world and leads with 
wholistic instincts, matched with a keen 
eye and ear. As a consultant, he 
implements holistic strategies to help 
organizations and groups bring their 

visions to life and engage audiences online. As a facilitator and 
public speaker, he taps into the energy of any audience 
connecting story and purpose to inspire action for all involved.
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A graduate of Michigan State University’s James Madison 
College, Sean is fluent in Portuguese and resides in the Crown 
Heights neighborhood of Brooklyn.

Editorial Team

Emanuel Brown, Co-Editor

Emanuel H. Brown is the Chief 
Innovations Officer of 
Straregies4Freedom, LLC. He has 
worked for the last decade curating 
and facilitating social justice 
workshops, convenings, 
conferences, and retreats that use 
healing/arts (HeART) justice 
practices to deconstruct and 
reimagine equity and justice. 
Through the creation of gathering 

spaces, Black Folks Dinner, and Black Love Convergence, 
Brown centers Blackness as a source of creativity, possibility 
and resistance while conducting an immersive experience of 
transformation. Emerging as a creative, Emanuel’s praxis uses 
sound, storytelling, and ritual embodiment to explore themes 
of power, post-masculinity, accountability and survivorship in 
their debut artistic endeavor, Nu Mas(k)unlinities May 2019. 
You can learn more about his work at www.
strategies4freedom.com and IG @blackevolution215.
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Deleana Otherbull, Co-Editor

Deleana OtherBull is from the Crow and 
Northern Cheyenne tribes of Montana. 
Over the last 12 years, Deleana has 
focused her passion and social justice 
work around tribal community organizing 
and relationship building within 
movements. She has worked extensively 
at the national level with communities 
across Indian Country. Her areas of 
expertise include grounding the 
experiences of Indigenous and 
communities of color in policies and 

practices within both movements and the nonprofit sector 
focused on ending gender based violence. She has degrees in 
Creative Writing and Psychology.

Yasmin Yonis, Co-Editor

Yasmin Yonis is a movement chaplain 
working within justice organizations to 
care for activists and community 
members. She is also a facilitator, coach, 
network weaver, and editor who provides 
support to organizations and foundations 
to do their work in more just ways. 
Yasmin has a Master of Divinity in Social 
Ethics and Bachelor degrees in journalism 
and international affairs with a 
background in racial justice, prison re-

entry, immigration, and human rights organizations. She cares 
deeply about God, justice, and her people.
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