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Welcome to our first issue

As an Afro-indigenous run collective, we
have sean the lack of awareness and
reprasentation of us

Afro-Indigenous peoples/ Black Matives!
Black NMDNS have particular exparierices
within the settler colonial states Canada
and the LSA

The histories and contemporary reallties
of langstanding Affo Indigenous
communitigs are aften erazsed and, or

nigdan

On Turtle Island, we came Tram
ncredibly pawerful and resilient
ancestries. We sxist at the interssction of
African Dlasporic and Ingigenous
commilinlties

This zine Iz filled with Afro Indigenaus
art Lo honor, acknowledge and showcase
our axperiences and existances. These
poems, paintings, illustrations hold our
journeys, our grief; our truth, and.our
argams.




Shanase ndoowaaboo
Eieale s an Afro
f ndigenous; Fat Femme
3 wing and learming on the
traditional Eerrivosy of the
Anlshinaabeg peaple spd
= the Dish With One Spoahn
wampoum. With a Black
atharfrom Trindad, with
GO |0 Carrldcou
Crenacds and a Mixsd
Ry mather of Frehch and
"|." Mativa arcaitry with Llas
to Mipis=ing First Matian
v and the Had Shky
ndespendeant Matis
Mation. Shanese (5@
pub ishad writer have
350 spent the fast 10
Yedrs a5 an sciivist
facilitating workshops,
Craating curriculum
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fArpao Locks |s an Alro
Iindigenous flmmaxer
They are Hunkpagha
{akots & Ahtna Dené
They came from the
Standing Rock Matlon,
They have 8 paszion for
Watlve rsprasentation
within popular media
and are cunous o 10 how
we can ies Ll way
jcredn dovera|gnty ang
gaifdaeterminaton aifects
indigerious
rapragentation acrose
Turkle ‘s'anc They are
passionate abowt
inciusion and
reprementation In feature
firm/fentertainment
meadia and in the cast
and production team.

4 PLEASE DONATE TO

AFROINDIGENOUSKIN@GMAIL.COM

Waisha (s an urban
reconnecting nihithaw
Kaskitiwithiniw fmom
Taronto but whao has
grown up arownd the
wiar g They gre Jamalcan
and nimthaw Woods
Crea) froim treaty 6
serritary and a band
maembar af the Lac La
dongs Indian Band, They
aré passionate about
anguage and an
emerging artist. Their
artistic focks and passion
in lile 1% around
reciamakion of identities,
nelsha was the maln
editer and graphic
des|gner for this zina



( melanin mvskoke

[

Being Black doesn't disqualify
you from being Indigenous!

Belng Indigenous doesn't
disqualify you from being Black!
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In aculturs £a
And squesze
back into me







i -
e B

desperate .
& stillness surraunds me
The momeznt stretchad:
A moment of sESoenE S ﬁpl;.'.'.-'é-'-.-r-

this world and the nexs

| release |mto the unknown




CONTINUED
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into what is beyornd my contral
surrender the welght WRITTEN BY OLIVIATUESS

| soften my body

My muscies

| bagin o rise

The lvad becomes light

Light breaks through the Wwater

I he watars carrying me i
float upvward
fee| | am not moving fast

wWill | break through this surfagei®s
sl

Mat by my awn strength will I rse

Lwill meet the surface of this graat

wiater

nfested with many sharks and
predators

| will meet the gaze of the sun
and | will smylle

As e drys my Face and warms iy
Doy

aftar tha long jolrney

I ST

This |z the pramise

This Is'my hope

This Is-miy comifort

Mo ane will ever steal this fram'me
My ancestars will pagallow |t

My Croator will liB@rate me

My God Wil fre@my pecple

And bring them'inte the promised
and




ENA YOLANDA MAXAM

SELF REFLECTION
| KNOW WHO | AM

OL J DEFINE
W AT



Being Afro-Indigenous is complexity beyond
measures, [1's wulkiu.g in two worlds; one being &
world not made forus. A world designed to oppress
and suppress our every being. Being Afro-
Indigenous, you need to explain Lthe nappy curls on
your head and why our cheek bones are so high that
when we smile our eyes squint, Being Afro-
Indigenous comes with o strenuous obligation to
make sure that both our cultures are represented
appropriately and not allowing historic oppression
and systematic racism oppress us
evervday.

SENTILLA BUBEB
HSENTILLAR

BY SENTILLA BUBB
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ARTWORK BY
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YOUR BLACKNESS
IS SUFFICIENT

YOUR INDIGENEITY
IS SUFFICIENT
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WRITTEN BY FAITH CAMPQS

Confused stares as a dark girl holds the hand
of an Indigenous woman,

_ As a dark girl says “sister” to one with falr skin

Repeated questioning of where | am from

0 and 'making sense” once my parants step in
the room "but are you sure you're.?
How can you gquestion?

0 Being told | am too light to be black yet too

plack to be Indigenous
Feeling as if | am not allowed to stand up to
the rights of my peopie
Because | am not fully them
Not fully Black

i Not fully Indigenous
. ‘pick one’, they say because | cannol be both
v Needing to explain the origins of slavery that

flows through my roots

Mixing that with colonization

Because that's what I'm made from
% The survival of both slavery and colonialism
' combined makes,. me

A beautiful Black, Anishinaabe woman

Not as a half but a full

A full Black

A full Indigenous

'
i
i




THE UN-
CONSENSUAL
RELATIONSHIP
FROM WHICH ALL-
ELSE STEMS.

WRITTEN BY SUZANMNE SHOWSH

dryone who has read the Truth
and Recanclliastlen Commission
Report (ZC13), the Natlonal Inguiry
into Missing and Murdearad
Indigenous Woiren and Girls
(Z018), er the UN report on African
Canadians [2017]), knows that race
and racism has played an Integral

rofa in delining "Law and COrdef” in

canada. Canada s a country that
was founded on a relationship of
gxplicit non consent with
Indigenous and Biack people

ir ’
WaAFAHEES 3 3

AT ALDHRE BY

Dur laws, policies, Institutions
imarkets, and valus systeams  the
Sary structures that palice are
grpected to "serve and pratect’
Aerg Aot designed with Ind|genaus
[First Mations, Metls and Inuit) and
Black volees, and did not take into
account Indigenous and Black
nUManity, InGigenous.and Biack
pecpla did not Wwrite the laws that
police enforce, nor were they given
an opportunity to define themselves
Insociety before racial bias defined

them

This is structural violance that toak

centuries af aggressive starastyping
ind disapnfrapnchisement AL 8 resyl
we are now in the midst of a serious
public realth crisis: a culture: of

A v
=TT

racism, mirrcred in police violence

nodigenous and Anti-Black




CONTINUATION

WRITTEM BY SUZANME SHOUSH

Expecting the police to réform
thair way aut of systemic racism is
not only unfair, it is impossible
Police do not and did not write
our laws, That role is reserved for
parllament and |egislatures, and
histarically our laws were written
to protect property and the
privileges of those in power,
Thriving, safe and healthy
communities can only exist in the
context of 8 consensual
relationship between pollce, the
public and the society that creates
the laws Without this consent. the
relationship will always be one
rooted In violence and Injustice
that bagets maore vielence and
injustica,

There is ample evidence that
police themselves understand
there = an inharent vialence in
policing Indigenous and Elack
communities that cannot be
rmitlgated through refarm. In a
fascinating 2019 doctoral thesis,
Te Swerve and Meglect: De
Folicing throughout Taday's Front
line police work'. former police
offlcer Cecrge Roy Brown detalls
his interviews of more than 4000
police from Canada and New York
City. An overwhelming majority
78.2% - stated that they percelve
interactions with viz/bie minonties
to be “riskier® than whose with
whike citizens. Apprehension
surrounding the personal and
professional risk of a citizen
interaction in which they may
become the "next viral video face
of police brutality has led to a
phenemenon known as FIDO -
"Fuck it, Drive on’,

When public demands for
transparency and accountability are
interpretad as an attack on police
we must acknowledge we have s
desgper issue Individual police
cannot be solely accountable for
police violence  this anly pushes
the false paradigm of individualism.
Thers can be no justification that
the line betweean normz! police
conduct” and "catastrophic, carass
ending police brutality” should be so
razor thin, Thiz is not fair te palice
and reflects the reality that the
police are not, and cannot ba, the
solution to everything. Community
Based Policing, which rests an the
gxpectation that police can rely on
Intultion to prevent crime forces
police to use Canada's baked In
racial biases as a declsion making
ool

Police are expected to respond to
mental heslth crises; overdosas,
domestic crisas, broken down cars,
lost cats and acts of terror.
shootings, threats. abducted
chilldren and manage homelessness
clean up vagrancy, monitor petty
crime, and prevent crime and
Investigate and solve ¢rimes aftar
the fact, and on, and on. We must
stop and ask What is the strategic
rational® behind which palice are
deployed in our communities with
such an un-attainable mandata? It is
no wander the budget kseps
climbing - bacause this task can
never be completed through
poalicing We have set the police on a
fool's errand: the more we de-fund
communlties, the more “In nesd” of
pollcing the community becomes.
More policing means bigger pelice
budgets at the expense of
community resources, The dog is
chasing its tail,




CONTINUATION

WRITTEN BY SUZANMNE SHOUSH

The safest communities are not
the communities with the most
policing. They are the
communities that are empowersd
and w=l| resgurced. |n Canada, the
number one predictor of iIncCome s
race. The number one predictor of
health 15 Incame, QU COVIL
hotspol maps mirrer our |low
incamea hatspots which mirrar cur
highest police and emergency
SErvICes use |-rZ'-iI]f'-|'JI.'IJI'|‘-~;-'--"|5

My mother. whose family was
ravaged by the Indian Residentia
School system, started marching
for Blachk Lives in the 19605 My
father, & Sudansse writer and post
raised us on tates af the Mahdl
revolution, In 20014 my heart broke
3s | watched my 1 and 3 year old
sofs - march down Univarsity Ave
chanting "Black Lives Matter™ In
their beautiful little baby volces. It
15 2020 1 am now mother
sons, whose father descends from
Haiti; the vworld first self-liberated
slave colony. My Immediate family
alone has spent more than 70
yaars fighting for transformative
change. While Black and
Ingigenous paoples have besn at
this flgnt for canturles, Wa cannot
let the structures that led to the
deaths of Regis Korchinski Paguet,
Chantal Moore, Caorge Floyd, or
Ejaz Ahmead Choudry remain in
place. | cannot tolerate & society
inwhicn my sons’ beautiful skin
hair and faces are 8 threat to their

Hyas

o thresa

SATWDOEK BY WAPAHKES

By the strength aof this mass
movemeant we now have an
appertunity ta creats a solutions
based approdch to our soclal woes
by stepping, reflecting and
#DefundingthePolice. This notion 15
neither novel nor ragical, Defunding
the palice invelves re-ailacating
limited resources of aur budget In
an Intentional manner that begets
solutions

We can and must capltalize an this
opportunity to evoke transformative
change

Paolicing must be 8 response to the
needs of the public, and &t this
mement in time the public is
speaking loudly, clearly and
passionately. We cannot police ou)
way aut of systemic racism and
systemic poverty. Defund the Police
Hesaurce our communities |!"|-.'-'_"!-'. ||'-
sgducation
clirmate chamge mitigation, housing
mental health and cultural
resources designed for and by

Indigencus and Black peapls

recreation, haalth



ARTWORK BY
WAPAHKESIS OF NENDOKAAS]
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WRITTEN BY
KARMELLA CEN BENEDITD DE

BARROS

IN THE MORNING

| WOKE

WITH KNOTS IN MY HAIR
AND DIRT ON MY FEET

LONG DAYS
DONT HOLD SPACE
FOR THIS SPIRIT.

FOR TIMELESS BEING

S5ING ME TO SLEEP AND I'LL DREAM OF
YOuU LOVE

KOKUM BRAIDS MY HAIR LONG LIKE
SWEETCGRASS

WHISPERS STORIES FROM PLACES
SPIRIT GOES
WHEMN SPIRIT LEAVES

I AM FLOATING PHOSPHORESCENT
NG

EOUL LIGHT REFLECTIONS

p— ]
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ARTWORHK BY
KRIS BAULGHMAN
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glave ships crassed the atlantic

you cross my mind

my mind last the transiation

I-atill lamg for yYou

you hold so much megic

songs carry through the night

right Kolels stars in the sky
bayend thissmaog shiny

city

city witrhessed my blrth
idon't want to dise hers

kera tha cald water cleanses
pains fram lenging for
harme
horme hold ud just right
see two hands fit
togathar
together never really happens
keep having these dreams
drearms of 3 blg ocean voyage
af a differsnt kinda
Ivim
Iving hers fosis 5o lonaly
lonealy longe for tha timelass
| keep trylng
tafind it

pledes keap
calling me hama




2/ UNTITLED

WRITTEN
ANISA FI.HWEﬂl e W

-

You're not allewed te call us resilient.

Resillence Isn't the medlcine song | want to hear after waking
up in cald sweats, panicking, at the

sound of a police siren’s death march,

Resilience isn't the party | want thrown to celebrate my sigh of
relief each day that my dad, too joyful.

too loving, and too quick to extend his too Black helping hand,
walks back through the door, Mor is it

the hand | wish to squeeze tightly when he leaves.

Resillence Isn't the amount of likes | want to see on a photo of
my people protecting sacred land

while RCMP holds guns to their heads and chokes our trees
with chains

il

. You're not allowed to call us resilient because we have. only by
_mere coincldence, survived another
in the world that built a wall between yours and mine, and
‘then tucked your children In at night to
bedtime stories of your resilience in the face of our savagery.

You're not allowed to call us resilient while you watch us slam
into the walls of this mare you've buiit,

that you continue to place barricades in. and then marvel at us
as we somehow manage to turn

around and drag ourselves In the right direction.

¥You're not allowed to call us resilient because we outran the
bear—the one thal you trained ta

chase us, and then loosened its cuffs,

‘Resilience. a heavyweight that hangs from my chest when it's
given by you, is 2 badge of honour

'whﬂnﬁm te me by my mothers. and their n-m-tlur:

And even then. | choose equity. justice. access. and life. over

res
#uummallumw:aﬂ u:milhnmnﬂlmﬂllquuﬂ
and meanit




2/ UNTITLED CONTINUED

WRITTEN BY
ANISA FLOWERS

as if | could split myseif in half,

i would dig up racist reservation roots.

work with you scrape their blood from our hands,
hold your hands up to mirrors,

and show you what white tools ook like in red palms.
we'd then grow gardens of

martin luther chocolate cosmaos,

calla lily chloe anthony woffords,

and kendrick lamar duckworth dahlias,

because these, too, have always been sacred.

as if i could split mysalf in two,

for once i'd invite us to open the doors to the rooms in our housas
whera wa've bean too busy looking up to look down,

whare we've been too busy looking up,

to realize how we got there;

for once i'd invite us to feel what they mean when they say,

once you reach a certain height.

it all looks the same from the top.

but alas, | cannot

I must be.all things

bwo-spirit and spirit-taken
strange fruit and stranger folk.

i must be all things

red land and stolen goods

i must be all things

red hands and Black blood, sweal. tears
i must ba all things

red worship and Black power

we've always been all things.

don't you know?

we've always been all things

bonnet and broids

struggle and soversignty

gstalen children. stolan bodies. stalen identitias
although all but bereft,

still continuously laft,

stuck in the same depths,

rooting and reclaiming.
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At night, | Tall aslesp Wwith & panthe&f
wrapped around my heart
Ha grawls, provwls, asépl-black and
familiar aroundg tha beaming red
essence of me e is purple
alving inta the water and grinning
copper tasth When he resurfaces
Claws axtend, scratch my skin and
draw blood. The lines fade; my Injury
Wwazs only imaginary. In tha coal Lal o
ight of my television's power. | wake
and think of khim
| first became Indigenaus Izst
befars that
fractured
bacomling Indlganous mada me
whole
My panther dives inte e T
disturbed and deep, Bubblas of
pxygen emarge, &lip by, | fear the
resurfacing. but it comes mors often
now | am cha lengeéd to #xplEin
mysell, Before | eiplalned Why, now, |
gxplain why nat
Why did | not cigim myseif befora?
Why was | 50 afraid of quills that
don t sting. testh that dop't bita?
Why did | conform myself to suit the
moiding of a genocida: stgte,
on my removal? [am who | am, On
whose shoulders shou!d | have beep
expecied to stand but my own
ancastars? Whose name could | ¢
but theirs? But my own?

green

year
WES b|Ways part native

Cog

IntEmt

alm

Fanther resurfaces, cutching old

Lones

| arm walking acrgss the grass at a
family wake: this s my father's
makthers family, those distant
figurinies of rural life who | barely
krnow. naver recognize. and when
pressed, do my best not to be noticed
or thought Il of by, Alnt Katia Is-a
hunching mass, darkened by the

meadicing and the Apax sun. Sha
gssesses mea briefly "Hmph. That
must b= the |Indian side” | am st
thera But lam proaciaimed. and

disrmlzzed Panther swime,

| am lying half-asieap in the
afterncon on MYy great aunt s sofa
the sister of my mother's sacred
mothar, In ner Wwood "-l.--!--'i.-'L! iving
roam where llght always straamas
thraough seft curtaine ang the colg
weather outside is far, and irrelevant
ane |= maving ||'“fl:|L.i'=|" the kitchen
and her radio'is playlng softly from
the |.'|..|..E"'I‘1IE'F'T She plays it all day
down thare, to ward off the strangers
| do nat consicer that she can be
afrald. | am a child, and she |[=-my
auntie. She |5 fesriess. year|ess
Fowerfu the past ways
gi being. | closa imy eyes and count
har steps. hesr har go make the water
ready for annking thisisa ritua

My panther paddies through the
shallow water

She knows 8



| am l@aning agalnst the doorway In
the baseament of the Quaker meaating
house where we all come to drum
together and practice being
ourselves. All the faces ook pale and
unfamiliar. Panther fAicks her tail. and
| caglly describe my family history. My
Body warms when | get to the
migration; | am aiways safe (n the
stary of the migratlon - always sure
of names and dates and paths. | have
the asuthority of my aunt bahind me
My panther swims-ashore, shakes
tarrifyving aull’s out fram her back
and bares teeth. | am welcomed. or,
a2t 'ggst -H‘I:EEP?EI-IJ
To be Black and Indigenous 15 to o8
born with a panthar swimining
around yvour heart My indigenelty is
at the care of ma, &t tha heart af 3|
my daings and imaginings. a'sheiter
and a maonster tarrifying 1me as often
as it shields me. The panther reminds
me that | am weak, uncertain, human
that the stories inside my heart are
o be saved, protected, and ta remain
unshared. Shating Is for meais, and
community, and land. Stories-are for
the dsadd, Even now, my panthear
swims circles around my constricting
racl core, [|aht toluches of guldance oj
threat [ am never sure | amin the
shoals. far from shore and clinging to
her back
Together, we dive, and | am
underwater WwWith iust my Indigene|ty
and the cold and terrifying
frashwater sea, | can't see wheara we
are, but her eves glow and her fat
mouth shimmers |ike an abaloneg
shell. | don't know what we ara, the
panther and |, but she seams to have
s0rme des
| Introduce myseil in my language
Kiyaska Ya mahiye:se mikiiakéwa
Corey makes his disapproving sound
Miki'akelawa, he corrects. They ca
me. My tongue Teeis fat and awkward
in rmy mouth

The panther laughs her statue-facad,
taothy laugh, Copper falls fram her
rmouth. A hundrad times ater
| introduce myssif to my clasimates
and make no erfare. Panthar sits,
watches me with those lewe! thier
gyes 8 dragon and a sigll

| am my own sigil, | decide. | am my
own emblem, and lcon and
definitian. | haar twa diums, daneca
twice for every event | am doing the
dance in front of me, shew! spinning
wings wide; | am also dancing
betweeh avoidances, between
phfuscations, between promises and
gccountabllities. To whom am |
accountable? To everybady,
sverybody, Do | count my Anglo
ancwestors? Hardly. but 1 speak their
anguage every day, and sat their
food and ol mwv eyves and think
about money when | wake up. |
suppose that couid be my African
ancestory. tao - countung gold whila
the flrst ships sall away. Or parhaps
my ancestors were Victims? 5tolen
from the interiar and riraggr—.{l ta thea
coast to be found guilty and tried,
tent seven {imeas around the trae of
remembrance, then mal ed off across
the world, Forget this place. But how?
Panther ebserves. and sha i5 not
similling. | fall asleap ||stening to Blaka
fllites and dreaming of the centra
African reinfoarest




My &idarly dog has hdri his leg, and
need somaething to help him In the
tiars, a girl smilles at my sarrings
“Are you Mative? =he asks, and | am
teo shocked to ba polite, Panther
piuts herears back and | ho'd on to
her gullls | maksa up for 1t With
conversation at the regisier s
was, too but from the southwest,
the laughed and tald me aboul hear
suntie ang her friands  they we
Saponl, ke me. 5ha was proud (o
nave known me | felt like & rare blrd
spotted. My panther warmed, and
swelled

AWhy did my ancestors move? Why
did they migrata. cross mountains
and rivers and the Appalachian
platesu to make new homses |n
ndians and Onhio and New Yark and
Marviana? Or perhaps this was never
a Imigrakion akt all anly a temparary
visit Detore a reversion to type
perhaps they were Wwalting Tor the
place to call thiem Dack. | am back
now. and | am hare. My panther barks
3 happy nalsa 3t the small ol Lhe plne
forests and the sight of familiar rivers
angd crEalkie
Banister River while | drive alang the
Hlue Hidge Parkway, | am learning
the nemes of the land around me

In class and anllnd. my skin becoamas
currancy,, | arm dark enough to be
taksn seriously, notl 50 dark = to ba
dismissed | monetize [monl
this a5 my ancestors did

ShE L ] .1"-E|1H. M L

A
LiEa)

commadify my blood and my color
afel mysail in saarch af same form of
sellier-colania valldatian Or perhaps
im s '-'_~|._1|;:|:|r_"|::| gttampr at SUrviva
My panther scowls at me, prowls off
into the darkness. For the first time. |
am afralc of belng hurt, afraid to fee
her ciaws tear through my skin. Hars
it tha valte af tha disappaintad
mothar. | feal ashamead

learn to &y y=hm and my favantse
wiEre At night, | wonder
haw | weuld have fared if | had been
my ancestors, and they had besh me
| dream of tall Brewn men and the
smeky sme!l of @ homeplace ina
caedar copse. | long for Marylans s
frllls, and &8 tme when things weare
simpier. Bul nona of this has #ver
LlEs& Llorie®s Eve

WD | K B

DE&an 5MmMp &
always been unfolding, Panther warms
e to unburden my heart, &0 [V

free. | read books about liberation
and wonder what | misEed whan
rmajared In Blology
movements at Howard

im the car on the way ta my Tirst
sweal an auntle elder looks aver &l
e "You lool farmlllar® She saysy
plunt and cartain, We've never met
before, but she IN5i555 she 58V
Lurming to (ooK out of the window
oL
ack familiar, | gnow who vou aré. |
HERow Yol

nstead ol social

'No

anel loved
3118 Wiaps

am here bBoth els

e
Panther ficks her tal
around my haart




| burnied down the empirs in my
) dreams st night

A5 | 'wapt | mads chay fram tha
ashis

looking out &7 8 woarkd reloer,

| pleced the clay In my palms
and sculpred my first chilkd

It g the firat time | fasl ove
without fear

| Yo lparmad to wolld G the
ombars si@l fickered, that & wihat
| walll bl e i clany.

| will teoch you that ofl the watar
YOU Can sea

ond beyond the horizon,

ig whare we come from

And that this s our [ifaling, our
pldest grandmather

| wiill Tasacchy i B pay haimage T
the place wheres our sofes maat

HHIidW3 H3 l4¥ AT
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Noné of nyy cousing on the rez can
comprehend what it means to be
visibly different than how my
ninlthawae ancestors |[ooXan

l'am proud of my afro that defies
gravity

But my halr does not ook how the
White man's Indlan's hair looks
like. It does not fall straight liKe In
those stereotypical paintings of
Indigenous peoples

My hair does not react well in -40
degrees Weather, however | iong
ta live on thesa landas thal my
ancestors have bean on since time
Immernarial

| ramember nehkorm becoming
frustrated with it and tryving to pul
it out

KITASKINAW

ARTWORK BY & WRITTEN BY
KEISHA ERWIN

| allewad shame to sit Inmy body

-mithenakwan Kitaskinaw
ninanaskomon anohc Twi
wapataman plpanlhl. Kikz mitaht
tipahkan ema, | aplyan
sikahikanihk maka tahkayaw, Miwi
kiwan

Kivapich §ta nitaydnan kiyam witha
ka i nanaspitawakwiw

| mlght not lock lIKke My ancestors
and yetl. we are stlll here




DEAR 0O,

WHITTEN BY
DSCAR BAKER 1)

DEAR O,

| JUET WANT ¥OU TO KNOW YOUHE BEAUTIFUL! YOAFRE 18 NOW ARD PIESED OFF
AT THE WORLD, WONDERITHG WHY YOUR FATHER ISNT IN YOUR LIFET AND WHY
DOES YOUR MAMNY SEEM £SO MEAN TO YOUT YOU MISE YOUR MOM BUT YOU'RE
ASHAMED OF HER MENTAL ILLNESE.

ONE BAY KWIS ITLL START TO MAKE SENSEYOUW'RE IN PAIN BECAUSE OF THE
SWELL OF LATERAL VIOLENCE ALL ARDUND YOU. YOU'RE FAMILIES HURTING
FRHOM THE CONTINUEDR COLONIAL VIDLENCE

YOLR NATIVE STUDHES CLASS WILL UNDUE SOME OF THE INTERNALLZED
STEREGTYPES YOU HOLD OF YOURSELF YOUR OWN COMMUNITIES.

MIrEMAQ STRUGGLE TO WORE BECAUSE WE WERE EXPECTED TO FUST DIE OFF.
DR YERMETTE WILL EXPLAIN WE WERE PLACED INTO SWAMP LANDS WITH NQ

OPPORTUNITIES TO FARM AND BECOME DEPENDENT ON THE MEAT AND BREAD
POLICIES. THEY RESTRICTED US FROM HUNTING, FISHING AND TRAVELING DUR

ANCESTORS RQUTES IN HOPES WE'D BECOME DEPENDENT M THE SYSTEM. WE
WILL BESIET,

WHEN YOU HEAR OF INTERGENERATIONAL TRAUMA IT'S ALREADY CLEAR YOUR
MOMS FAMILY HAS THAT TRAUMA WRITTEN ON THEIR FACES. FROM RESIDENTEAL
SCHOOLE, THE SIXTIES SCOOP AND INDIAN DAY SCHOOLS THIS COUNTRY PUT
YOHIR FAMILY THEOLHGH HELL. AND HEARING YOUR MOMS STORY YOU KNOWY
JUST SURVIVING AS AN INDLAN IN THIS COUNTRY IS A HERGIC FEAT

AFTER YOUR FATHER TALKS ABDUT THE TEHROR OUR BLACK FAMILY FACED IN
THE SOUTH ¥YOU START CONNECTING THE MECES, MAYBE WE'RE S0 HARDENED
FROM THE TRAUMA WE SUFFER. MAYHE SEETNG THE KKK BURKING TIRES AND
SHOOTING UP BLACK NEIGHBORHOODDS 1SHM'T NORMAL ARD JUST MAYHE THAT
TRAUMA LED TO YOUR FAMILIES COARSE SURVIVAL WAYS, BLACK MEMN CAN
HEVER BE SOFT BECAUSE THE WORLDS TO DANGERCOUS TO HAVE BLACK SKIN
BLALK WOMEN FIGHT ALL THE SAME BATTLES AND THE PATHIARCHY. MAYBE THE
TRAUMA 5 THE REASOHN S0 MANY OF OUR FAMILY WERE INCARCERATED. WE
WILL RESIST THOUGH

YOU MAY MOT KNOW IT YET BUT WHEN MALCOM SAULIE EXPLAINS TO YOU THAT
WE'RE ALL MEDICINE YOU BEGIN TO SEE HOW TOXIC YOU ARE YOURSELF
HEVING THE POWER TO HEAL OB HARM |15 AN IMMENSE RESPONSIRILITY AND WE
MUST BE COOD MEDICINE

WE'HE 29 HOW AND STILL HAVE & LOT TD HEAL FROM BUT WL RE WOREKING ON
OURSELVES AND IT MAKES IT VERY CLEAR HOW MUCH HATE YOU INTERMNALIZED:
YEFRE BEAUTIFUL KWIS AND KNDW DUR U'NU CULTURE BELONGS TO YOL! TOO.

| KNOW IT MICHT HOT HELP RIGHT NOW FEELING POOR AND & VEREAL
PFUNCHING BAD TD SEEMINGLY EVERYONE AROUND ¥YOU BUT ONE DAY YOUILL
LOVE YOURSELF AND THINGES WILL GET SETTER

HESALUL AND AP HMLUILTIS IT'NM
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EDAN MAXAM







RACE SOLO PERFORMANCE

AVIONA RODRICUEZ BROWN

| reaze
Everyone past. prasent, and future fives in me

| am here
| am there,
| am evenywhere

Halr curis which battle and intertwine, packed with knowledge
beyond my ywears and [ntultion to keep my third eys wids

Eyas flled with the hopeas and wants my ancesturs dreamed of ma

| wonder if | am the only one in this wyndy blood!ine to which anxisty
infects my mind from time to time

IFstrass cou:d be found |n plles of pulled out hair threads, bitten aff
fingernaiis of paper torn to shreds?

Skin- brown fram the minuis | emérged-Were vou dismissed for being
too far sunkissad?

For-generations you stood up so | couid sit and drink-and miarry
whomeaver | ehoass,

For generations you listened fo the voices in your head and tried to
miake sense of what was belng sald

For generations you have sxplored ways to exprass the fe2 ings you
held within your chest

For generations you have reached out
For generations vou waited, cried, screamed, dreamed of me

For Benerations you have Deen walting pati2ntly far samsona 1o Ay
the words | say on bent knae

Here, now, with these friends as my witness

| welcome my ancestors to gulde me, to warn me, to help me, to use
me, fo be in- around- and through me

| waicomie you and the great splrit te express our massags Lo the
world in every avenus we chooss




BY
SHALOM HAILESELASSIE



r BEING BLACK AND 3
INDIGENOUS AREN'T
MUTUALLY EXCLUSIVE
INDENTITIES!

YOU HAVE PERMISSION TO

EXIST FULLY, AS BOTH.

@MELANINMVSKOKE




Why am | here? Why am | here? Why am | here!

I= it to only sink within myself, cutting those whose red rivers flow
divided by where thay'll go?

The currents of fate push and pull. push and pull, push and pulll With no regard
far my cascading soul.

Robbed of breath; | hold my chest and feal my still-baating heart, my
still-beating heart, my still-beating haart!

A rhythm so essentlal that all af creation knows [ts sound In endowed
life upon that which waswithout

Thers is no end, there is no, there i no and!

Unless | dare to think the unthinkabls to glve what is unforgivable,
| seream as. my body dissalves at the seams red and blua stréams water

shall | ba. water shall | ba, water shall | ba!

| flow unseén out to sea | sing a sang of reclamatiaon, a declaration that |

am still here, | am still here, | am still hers!
Within me lies the strength to rise with lunar tides In hopes of mesting
Black skies

Each constellation réepresenting a nation.
Each star being a flame burning so bright that only truth can be found
within its light, found within its light, found within its Tight

| wave with revaerence and crash in prayer.

| dream of life and call.down thunder my trickling thoughts now only
fil e wilth wondar

| hunger to remamber.
5o with abandon | kiss red shores knowing that my gratitude can never
be washed away by ng platitude for | any here. I'am here, | am herel

Afterword

I originally wrote the first iteration of this poem back [n-2017-2018,
during which | was still in high schoal and a part of an Afro-indigenous
facused arts program at the Children’'s Peace Thaatrg The very first and
only Afro-Indigenous space that 've been a part ol outside of my family
of course which makes this poem all the more special to me. |'ve made
some changes to the work since but overall the essence rémalns,




ARTWUOHEK BY
WAPAHKESIS



ON THE OUTSIDE OF EIGHT YEARS

WRITTEMN BY
MIRA HARMON

I CRAWLED FOR EIGHT YEARS

THROUGH MAN'S SNAKE TRAPS

CHARMING FLUTISTS THEY WERE, EVEN IF OFF-KEY
EMPTY HOTES WERE PROMISES LINGCERING
ALWAYS LEFT ME WANTING AND NEVER FLILL

50, | ENDURED

MY IDENTITY BATTLING THE WEST

IH THE FIRST YEAR | LEARNED TO LOVE MY HAIR

| COULDN'T REMEMBER WHAT IT LODKED LIKE

50, O MORE STRAIGHT PERMS, | SAID

SEVEN HOURS OF WHITE CHEMICAL MASKS
COLONIZING MY STRANDS

THAT'S MY PAST

CELEBRATE THE FRIZT AND PATTERNS THAT TANGLE
AND KNOT

FRINGLET CHAINS ARE THE ONLY ONES THAT OCCURY
MY BODY

ALL THE YEARS IN-BETWEEN WERE

A DOWHNWARD SPIRAL INTO RECOVERY

MY CURVES AND INSIDES WERE PILLAGED..
THAT WAS MY "FIRST TIME™,

I COULDN'T LAY ON MY STOMACH TO SLEEP
BECALISE HE HAD ME PINNED THERE
WITHOUT CRYING 50 SOFT TO MYSELF
FROM HEARTEREAK AND GRIEF

OH. GREAT SFIRIT.

| PULLED MYSELF THROUCGH

PICKING UP AND NUFRTURING DIVINATEICN

AHD BLURTING OUT CHANTS, NOW

I'M BURNING INCENSE OM A CLASS RDOF

WHITE MAN'S 5TARING LUP MY SKIRT

WHILE I'™M TWIRLING MY CURLY LOCKS, AND WISHING | COULD
FALL THROUCGH AND CRUSH THE PIERCING EYES

THAT DEEM ME EXOTIC: | AM NOT COMMODITY

I &AM NMOT OTHER

IAM MOT CRAWLING ANYMORE.

| BOW TO MYSELF IN THE MIRROR

RICH BROWHN S5KIN, ROUNDED MOSE, CUTTING 1AW
BOUNTIFUL THICK DARK TRESSES

THAT CURL DOWHN FROM THE NECK OF MY INDIAN MOTHER,
AND DESCEMD FROM THE HEAD

OF MY NANTICOKE AND BLACK FATHER




THEY MANEUVERED
THEY MANEUVERED
PURPOSELY

DIRECT
UMABASHED
"EKEMNMEN
"SKEM:MEN

SEEKING THEIR POWER

YEARHING FOR HOME

UNROOTED FROM MEMORY
UMHINGED FROM EXPECTATION
WHEN THEY SPOKE TO THEIR POWER
THEY TURNED ON THEIR LIGHT

"HHAWIS

THE ACT OF FORCIVENESS AS AN ACT OF HEALING IS HOME

"HHAWIS

THE UNSETTLED VOICE NEVER IRRELEVANT FOR IT HAS SURVIVED IS HOME
"HHA/WIS

MEDICINE AE CREATIVITY HEALING DUR WOUNDS

AT WE SHARE OUR STORIES OVER AND OWER AND OVER AGAIN 15 HOME

THE FIGHT N OUR BOMES AND THE WAR IN OUR BLOOD
THE FIGHT IN OUE BONES AND THE WAR IN OUR BLODD

15 HOME

THIS FIGHT

THIS WAR

GIVES US THE STRENGTH

THE RELENTLESS RESOLVE

TO WEAVE THE INMARDE

THE FACELESS FORGOQTTEN FRAGMENTS
I PIECE TOGETHER THE EMPTINESES

SCRAPS OF SCARS
EEVERED TONGUES
SCRAPE OF SCARS
SEVERED TORGUES

TO WEAYE DUR WORTH
BACK INTO EXISTENCE

BENEATH "A'WOWARA SHELL
WE STRAIGHTEN THE STITCH OF OUR SPINES
WHERE SKY WOMYHN FELL




RITTEN BY
LIKAH AWE:RI- ENMLYG

50 WE CAZE AT * KAROHHIA:KE
THE PLACE IN THE SKY

AMD WE ARE REMINDED

THAT OUR JOURNEY BEGING

BY LOOKING WITHIN

TO WHERE WE ARE NOW

AND WHERE WE HAYE BEEN

TR WHERE WE ARE NOW

AND WHERE WE HAVE BEEN

AND WE BEMEMBER
WE REMEMBER WE ARE CONMECTED TO ALL THINGS

AND IN THIS WAY
THIS WAy

THERE CAM MEVER BE ANY SERPARATION
MO SEPARATION BETWEEM US
EVENM WHEN WE ARE AFART

"RREMN/NEN: SERENITY & PEACEFULNESS
"EHAWNWIS | AM CARRYING

A MOWARMA: TURTLE

* KARDONHIAKE: THE PLACE IN THE S5KY
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Alexondes Sutton Levarancs

Miba Kiymks Yamahiveie)
Amencan (Kongokss, Senagombion], Angle &
i Saponi [wilh o tle MC Tuscaron moed ).

Arnbar [Malenin Muorkeks )

Amber Starks (oko Mefanin Mhakoks] is on Afro
Inchigenous [Afnco-Amencan and Hatee
iz anenolled abizen of the Muscoges [(Creek]
Mation ard s ofso of Shownes, Yuchi, Cuopow,
oncCharokes descart. Fhrpm‘iﬂ'i's'ﬂ'-
ntersection of Bock and Notive Amercan
dentity. Her gotivism sesks to
idanthies of Siock and Mothve peoplas through
ehzcourse and advoeooy anound ant-Blockness,
Indgencus sovereignty.

Mniza (Ane]| Flowers
Ansa lAng) & an Afro-lndigencun dosghter and
profeckor; tha i not only the lens fhroogh whch
#he creatas, but the onchor sha uees o Fee in
ahigremant, both through thoughtiulness ond
oourogeaus ackon, wakh hier ey bruth, Weth
heart-delversd winarchilties that requirs you to
drop in desphy, borh with tham ond your oan,
Ard e poelry 1o wolk hersel¥ home. Her worlk
hhuﬁd;lq:mli‘n’i‘lrmntﬂtuhi
sean, safe, and celobroted; by writng hersalf mo
Fhese prges ahe mpybes for e Pk fime, worls
you to find yourself not bebween the lines, bud
werhir am

ok
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Ayo Clapeiz
u-pu'?q:u.rn"duppu & o ofroe
i ganoussomal -nweal oariul artist who carranthy
rescas outnds her homalonds an tha Temiones
of the Felnawungen specking peopie,
Through wartien word, film ghotogrophy and
wdeD, oya wedwes together oncestnol mamory,
anli-colonal resstance and o imeshgoton of
afro-mdigenous bt through the lera of ber
{doy}dreams ond deep love for her people.

Byiena Rodrigue: Brown
Amonalreatn s and generahion Mexcon-
Americon wedver of words ond sounds. They are
bomed on the fands of the Duwomish Fstiling
baing mulfiracial, exploning quesrness, working
through mentol lness_ siress nowgating drug
mddtctian, ard homelessness,

De"Ains Browrnfiald

D' Brownheld m on arfist thot & bosed n
haoing, lsoming mors about ancestrol woys of
ving ond recormecting with my Afro-Trdige nous
rmhﬂmd&n'nuhnmﬁunnu:ﬁnlw

i bean o woy for mae fo axplore ond reclom
what it means 1o be African & Indigenous wnen
ihere are s mary complexiies. As well honor my

m];u'l':bmmd’bl'ﬂg'ﬁ'-dmfr:-th.

Choctma B Crnickosow nabon baing Afroon &
native descent o be wisble and nod forgotten By
mieraemang my cuthural rodéions & esbroong

my mcbgeneity hoy been the composs that hoe
quided ma & mry ancestors iz thirive in the world
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Dwstiny Mergan
“Ya'Gteehi My nome = Destiy Morgan. I'm 20
yuars cld ond o third-year student ot Fort Lewea
Collage When | wos o ittle girl, | would have
dreoms thot | become this corefres woman
oving ol of her fedtures and beng comfortable
with baing hersetf As | continus o grow, my
reclity is bacoming os beoutiful as my dreams”

Cortoct wfa:
W maianin_poppin_buzz
Facebook: Destey Morgon
i. - - I I- Eﬂl '[ m

Edian Maxom
Edon Maxom is an Afro Indigenous (Afro
Cuban, Caymanian and Mkmag)

multidisciplinary artist. St works with andleg

ond historcal methods of photogroping fo
dacuss themes of rdentrty, fomsty bestory, ol

starybeling, hadling ond octivism Edon hos
recertly grodusted from DAL L with a BFA s

Prckography with o Minor in Art ard Social

Chonge.

Certnet nfa:
1G-pedrmooomus

Enc Maxam
Ena Yolonda Maxam = o motherof 3, o Jrd
degres biock belt m Toe-lwon-do oned o Cancer
sarvtor Eng recanthy returned 1o unasersity to
Fidfil o ong fime dream. She & o current shident
ot University of Toranto studying Indigenous
Studses vaith o Minor in Spanish.

Farth Compas
Fosth = & 23 yeor oid poet, foncy shawd dancer,
a beader, ard a crectee of manry things!

Cordact infa:
G- forth.w. compes
Beoding 1G-foithbends

dcten Brink
| omia 14 yeor oid mixed gl from LokeSeld, ON
Canoda, wheo just groduated, with honours, ond
heading to Tha Arts Progrom in High School reet
year. | hove foced encheson ond ischalion
becouse of my skin colour. Schoal hos ohwoys
beana very white spocs for me to leam in and
fincing real frisnds wes difficult. While siof¥ wers
polite, they didn't oddress ke whole me. Roce,
cobour and the foct thot | wos | of 4 moced odsin
a populotion of 630+ students, never tock the risk
1o pddree: the msuse that T hed bo overcome by
et

dayds Deminique Marley
Cueer Afro-Indigenous poet, youth odiast, and
community hadaer from Tkononbo: Sha works with
the Community Hedling Project, ond is a youth
facktator and event organaer with “One Mic
Educators” & Thevalop me youth* As o former
comgsting post, Joyda folds the Tt pince
Mational ehamponship tithe of "Voices of Today
HHB" She ia cisa the: Founder ond creative
directar of the naw opan mic sarias For Tha
Csear Coloured Girls After Me ”

Karmela Cen Barmdite Ds Barres
Indigigueer with Treaty & Mistowasis MNEhiow
ond Adro-Beashan ancestry. They are a
Multiciaciplinary Artiat, Wirisr, and Community
Wharker bom ond roised in dospong o o gusst on
the unceded Sguomish, Teleil-Woututh, and
Musqueas: terricnes. Karmela currentty supports
the [nchgerous Brllonce readng seres; o
collanorative seres betwesn Room Magazine and
Moy Booas, celebrofing indigerous
women 250 storgtelers.

Cortoet infa:
1G- bdb
amat kormeloreommogazne com
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Kaya Joon
Koy Joon = a mull-decipinary Afro-Indigencus
[Vincartion, Korier aha-ka wih relasans from
Kaohnowka, Irsh, Jomcon) artist born, roissd
vt nang w1 Tharonta, Dish with Owe Spoon
freaty termtory. Kaya's work focuses on healing,
chalenging naor nobons of time, bood mamory
ond relgtonseg o ploce. Block ond Indgenous
Fuburity ore oo cenfred 0 Kayo's prochcs,
fromng methods of mokeng os oncestral toob o
wnpack and tronsform boned fruths, opecing
podini T generalions inko the past and future

Kya hos bean worling in community arts for &
yeors o6 a fockhabor and artst

Kris Boughman
Chesubpunque s the pen nome of Ld. Kriz
Baughmon They ars o sel-Sought, Afro-

Indigencis Artial who saprasses themieives
through ihutrabon ond short comecs obowt thar
BYPErEncs 05 0 quissr ond deobled person of
cador C¥tendimes, this includes a dacussion
arourd ther cwn josmey fo leom abodt thes
cutture as an ciphan rosed N the fosbercone
EyEtem

Contoct nfoc
Tumbir: Crardbpungus
Emait: haneysnal3Ggrad com

Mohiikoh Aws:ri [Koresn kaha-xg & Mikomow], =
R f winna
Portormonca Arnsh, Futunst Wrier, Diginl Anst,
Maocn Medicing Carnar £ Mindfulness Cooch
Biomed in Tsi Thavancho they are a Trorsformatiee
-Change Catobyet with the Cerfne of Learning &
Drevaioperent. Rad Skam, Tha Art Goliery OF
Ointong, ond the Wildeesd Centre's Block Arts
Felow=hp.

Caonrtoct infor
1G- mokbah_owe:ri

i

Maris Hirsl
Th collection ttied 1| Man Street grves you
occess o 0 place many pecpie hove not seen;
This beang the bapemant wills of o reserve homa
15 pmakngs cophure these walls ord the
fasainatrg detals of scropings, holes, doodies,
grofha, ond random solothors. There are
memanes ond troditions on thess expressve
wolls. Mono Hirss wishes o shore an mirmat=
=kory on wach comems. Thess stones ore about
dysfunction, the commibmant o fomily,
eormpassion, ol potiwoys (o reconciiaton Tn
maeing these paeting, she hopes others oon see
She-sarys '8 important for her to represant
cordemporony indgenous art, s that other
young people can fesl rapired fo shore ther
umigua parcaption. Thesa pointings ans mepired
by e gromrees home in Meath Park,

Cantoct nfo:
I Mhora hares
Tike Tak- Momi_0_miwa

Mra Harman
Mg iz o Block, MNonficoks, ond Pursobs posd and
filkrbuff haling from Lorsdale, Pennsyheorea.
Ehe = rapred to we cregtee wiiting as o ool
for empowsrmant ond cogthorsis, espacsatly
advoaling for underrepresented voces Mg
currently wiking creative nonfiction thal reflects
Contoct nfor
Twitter; Slecambleur
Emml. meroFarmorSvenzon red

Higksls Kalth
Basaizhn, My mome is Mickole Kedh my Anishnabe
rame = 'Wosnodoy which fronzlotes to Northem
Lights. | wens boem ord romed Batfie Cragk,
HMicheagon. L5, by o Pofowaiomi mother and o
Ancon Asencan father. | subastted o musal
commited to the Biock Lves Motter movement. |
incorporgbed the “Kants” materal ond some of
the Mative troditiond geomstric and color
arrongeents we use o boee culbure.
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My ars Jutfen-Joseph
My nome & hlyoms Outther-Josaph: I'm o Cuser,
AfrerTndhgerous, tweniyzomething, orts-
Toronte, Coroda. Self-described 03 o *hoe that's
ready to fight for soma civil ighis™, Myoms cont
ignore the struggle. fesls rodical e Malestm X
even i somehmes he car't get out of bed. They're
spoces for Quesr, Afre-lndigencus, BiFel_ ol
miy relations, equipping them with the fools
through edocen fo breok the chans of

Condodt mto:
[ Onkowshonwesior
Email: lyoma frstS2 D8gmal com
Focetiook: Myames Tuthen

Oihvie Lusss

Oiivio Lucos s o MNove Scobon Black, Cres-MHatn,
Algongun octress ord poet from the counirysids
of southern Cnborio, From o small community =

Lovander Hil, 0o spant her sory yeors
grivwing up o o form, wherealier she moved ko
Ta'urhhmrml‘ﬂﬂﬂrl:dh‘mﬁ e

m:ﬁdﬂa‘dm‘hn\l’m, Brizh
Columbia. OFvia's focus hat abssss bean fo ue
haer £radt bo give voice to the untald shores of her
oncestors ond communthes, through the lenses of

0 s roce woeman.

Qsear Baker
Oscor Baker 111 & Bock ond Milooow from
Eepogtog PN ond 5t Augusime, P Boksr i an
Adams Richards aword for nonficton writing and
wm romirated for o personal fournoliss aword of
the Maticrnal Magazrne Awords n 2012 Has o
freslonce jowrnalst ord homemabier warking from
his home in Indion Bslord Frat Mohon,
Conboct info:
‘Websits: cscarbabariicom

i

Faiga Pattiben
Poge Peitivon o Tocomo-bosed artist who
nootpenates her Indigenous and Black culture in
herwork. She has identibed o= 0 panter from on
reperbome. Pettibon's studio proclice ceners
oround bullding commundy within coture ond

Corock wrfa:
G- Bpoge_pettben
Beading 1G- Sploin_to_sea

Surenne Shewsh
8 izorna Shocsh & Coost Sofsh and Sudanoso.
Suzarnrs Shoush s g fomily doctor, on Indiganous
and Black mother, on equity advocales ord co-
founded dociorsforde fundngpoboe com.

Santilla Bubb
Tawnahi wiyoeeow Serdilia ni shnakushoon, L
ierre Treaty | d'cohioohionem ok oon Meayr o
oan Michf neeyn Hi sveryore my nome i
Sertilin. | om o 23 vear old afreindigenous
educobor fromi Treaty | bermbory curmently
resding n Treaty 4 terrtory. | begon discovenng
and reclaiming my culfurs ohoit 5 yeons ago
Sasing s many espowenng Afra-[ndgenous
woman, @i, teosperfed plus modsaducs ho
ean beyond ampowsrning aed has opsned up so
mrich vulnerability in mmy pwn 6fe.

Thaloen Hailwiebziie
*'m tryang te bourrany bock fo some warson of
hacanz Hhal Fless righdt, thol cefebrotes ofl of me A
ploce | con be wroerfect in my knowhedge ond
longuoge. Somewhers that ocoepts that dif 1
by, o of now, ora bts ord pieces of tha
abstroct purzle my ancestors loid out for ma
evhocafou tos (hella my name = Shalom) and [
ooma from o freage rocted inthe Meskoks
IMuskages] and Eastern Bard Cherakes nakions.
| enjoy marg abstroct drowings and pamtnge,
as well os film photograpkny. | hopa you enjoy




