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        It is this exploration, this reach toward the inner life, that an aesthetic of quiet makes possible; and it is this that is the path to a sweet freedom: a black expressiveness without publicness as its forbearer, a black subject in the undisputed dignity of its humanity.
      

            – kevin quashie

            
        … you got to hold tight a place in you where they can’t come.
      

            – alice walker
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               Declaration

            

            
               
                  if sickness begins in the gut, if

               

               
                  I live in the belly of the beast, if

               

               
                  here at the heart of empire –

               

               
                  if careful in the house of the host, if

               

               
                  quiet at the hearth of the host, if

               

               
                  here at the home of empire –

               

               
                  if I live in the belly of the beast,

               

               
                  let me beget sickness in its gut.
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               Declaration: I
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            ROOM OF CONDITIONS & REFUSALS

         

         
            
        As black people we exist metaphorically and literally as the underside, the underclass. We are the unconscious of the entire Western world. If this is in fact true, then where do we go? Where are our dreams? Where is our pain? Where do we heal?
      

            – ntozake shange

         

         
      6
    

      

   


   
      
         
            
7
               revision

            

            
               i. consider

               
                  from the 1400s, the area later known as the gold coast would be (choose one)

                  
            discovered / invaded / visited / landed upon
          

                  by

                  
            europeans / illegal aliens / migrant workers / tourists / christians
          

                  hailing from the ports of

                  
            sweden / denmark / england / the netherlands / portugal / prussia
          

               

               
                  
                     

	during their
            
                              
                              	 



	visit / residency / occupation / sabbatical / stay
            
                              
                              	 



	they would alter, irreversibly, the
            
                              
                              	 



	ecology / lives / speech / gods / memory
            
                              
                              	 



	of the
            
                              
                              	 



	homo sapiens / natives / people / fauna
            
                              
                              	 



	inhabiting the land. it is not clear
            
                              
                              	what their expectations were.



	                     one could assume
            
                              
                              	they were successful.



	even after
            
                              
                              	 



	completing / losing / leaving / tiring of
            
                              
                              	the project & going home



	                     it is arguable that
            
                              
                              	they did not actually    leave.
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               ii. compare

               
                  
                     

	A
            
                              
                              	onion
            
                              
                              	‘sabolai’
            
                              
                              	hint: cebola



	 
            
                              
                              	 
            
                              
                              	 
            
                              
                              	 



	B
            
                              
                              	‘chalé’
            
                              
                              	charlie
            
                              
                              	hint: fam



	 
            
                              
                              	 
            
                              
                              	 
            
                              
                              	 



	C
            
                              
                              	hint: water bird
            
                              
                              	duck
            
                              
                              	‘dokor-dokor’



	 
            
                              
                              	 
            
                              
                              	 
            
                              
                              	 



	D
            
                              
                              	‘lala’
            
                              
                              	hint: [image: ]
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OEBPS/images/new_logo_online.png
faber





OEBPS/images/a018_fixed_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a014_online.jpg
check if you want to
but you won't find any
lyric shame here.
we don’t do that, no;
we nuh ave dat here.
you won't find one lash
on the surface of this eye -

look: if T say I, I mean

a lot of people

& at this table

all of us eat.





OEBPS/images/9780571370344_cover_epub.jpg
Victoria
Adukwei
Bulley

Quiet

Poetry





OEBPS/images/faber_colophon_black_rgb.png





