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Dear Reader, 

 

Thank you for engaging with our little digital magazine, or digital zine, our small crawl space of the 
Internet reserved for thoughts and art and community. We are so grateful for you to be here, and 
hope that maybe you would like to join us: contribute, read on, or simply share the space. This 
magazine is for co-creating a community online, and I think this issue puts some perspectives 
together that really truly matter to this world. 

 

I started this magazine so people could come together and feel seen, heard, or held in a community 
of humans who also need those things. Reciprocity, support, and generosity swirls through these 
pages. Magic circulates and affects all who enter. 

 

Winter is hard for a lot of people, but normally it isnôt as hard as it has been for me this year. Which 
is strange to say, because I am in a truly comfortable, safe, and happy place in my life right now. I 
am currently dealing with some severe body issues, which I could not anticipate when we decided 
on this issueôs theme, but alas I have felt comforted by curating and putting together this piece as a 
whole. It comes together at a time that I prepare to move into the seasons that trigger my anxiety 
most: the seasons where shape wear and bikinis begin to be advertised for me on social media. 

 

I suggest you take deep gulps of this issue, or a gulp (it is small!) and reflect on ways you are 
gardening your body: how many seeds to you generally plant? Do you water them and keep your 
eye on them? Have you spent some time taking care and keeping safe? Have you got a tarp for the 
winter? Nutrients in the soil? Poked through the shit? That is where Iôm at right now, and this issue 
sure helped me fertilize some of that growth. 

 

Best wishes that it does that for you. 

 

Love and stardust, 

 

Jess xx 

9ŘƛǘƻǊǎΩ bƻǘŜǎ 
bh¢9{ Cwha Dwh¦b5 /hb¢wh[ 



 

 

Dear Reader, 
 
Oh to be beautiful. I remember questioning two of my male friends when I was thirteen if they 
thought I was pretty. I raced home to tell my mom about my (positive) recess research and she 
asked, ñWhy did you ask them that?ò I replied that I just wanted to know. She proceeded to tell me 
that other peoplesô opinion about whether or not I was beautiful didnôt matter, that it only mattered if I 
believed myself. 
 
My momôs response has stuck with me, but growing up in a culture that bombards all people with 
how being [insert-body-fad-here] makes them hotter/more desirable/beautiful, plays with your head. I 
accepted only in the last five years that being a certain weight had nothing to do with how ñbeautifulò 
I am. Rolling out cellulite and limiting calories to 1200 a day would never satisfy me. It had to come 
from me. 
 
So how do we believe weôre beautiful if we donôt have what the cultural authorities say we should? 
Well, if you look up the definition to beautiful, it has to do with being aesthetically pleasing: an 
outwards definition. Iôm flipping the word: I choose to be full of beauty. 
 
Full of beauty means that I am beautiful within myself: I try to be a good person, I help others 
succeed, I fill my stomach with my Nonnaôs pasta and I rejoice instead of cursing that itôs a carb, I 
snort when I laugh and I laugh when I cry. These are a few things that make me full of beauty, that 
make me my own definition of beautiful. 
 
This issue is small and mighty. We have specifically curated voices that are still widely 
underrepresented: racialized, 1st generation immigrants, sick/mad/mentally ill. This issue is 
dedicated to those who need a space for continued representation. You will see a black body full of 
beauty, and read about what itôs like to have black hair. There are poems that will make you sigh in 
understanding and maybe even have you question some preconceived notions. 
 
And maybe youôll break up with the aesthetic beautiful too, and youôll form a new relationship with 
being full of beauty. Because you are. We all are. We just have to help each other remember. 
 
Xo 
 
Tita 
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L ŀƳ ŀ ōƭŀŎƪ ǿƻƳŀƴ 
ǿƛǘƘ ōƭŀŎƪ ƘŀƛǊ 

Like most kids, I went through 
different stages of my 
personality. These personalities 
affect how I progressed into the 
woman I am today. Many 
personalities have come and 
gone, but some themes remain 
the same throughout my years: 
my internalized racism and lies. 
I have recited my story as I 
remember it, be it real or fake. 

 

Itôs normal to want to look like 
my peers. Iôm one of a handful 
of black kids in my grade and I 
donôt want to look like them. 
Their hair is in hundreds of 
small, fake braids and it looks so 
heavy. I want mine to be long 
and thin and straight. I want it to 
look like all the other girls. I want 
to be normal like them. 

 

When I was in elementary 
school, my parents let me get 
perms. Thinking back on it now, 
I think my mother let me do this 
because she knew how 
important it is for black girls to 
like their hair. But I looked like 
Oprah circa 1986, not like the 
white girls. This was also back 
in the early 2000s, and we had 
no idea how black hair worked. 
My mom did my hair every few 
weeks, and it was horrible. 
There are so many hair 
products, gels, creams, combs; 
itôs impossible to know what to 
do all the time. I remember the 
afternoons I would spend at my 
momôs feet as she painfully 
dragged a brush through my dry 
hair. I didnôt understand my hair 
then and we fought with it 

whenever it was time to wash it. 
I know my friends never had this 
issue with their hair. All it 
brought me was pain. But we 
live and we grow. 

 

Ponytails. Thatôs an easy 
hairstyle. I need to switch my 
hairstyles up. Thatôs what 
everyone else does. The only 
elastics that I have that are big 
enough to go around my hair 
are the ones with the balls on 
the end. They hurt a bit and they 
rip out my hair when I take it out. 
But it looks nice. I want to look 
nice. 

 

Those damn elastics! I willingly 
and intentionally put myself 
through so much pain just so I 
could look like my white friends. 
It was at this point that I started 
to think maybe itôs not worth it. 
But I said that to myself as I 
continuously did the things that 
hurt me. Somehow I knew it was 
bad, but the thought of being the 
very pinnacle of beauty (for me 
at the time, anyway) mattered 
more than my feelings. And 
anyway, they only hurt when I 
put them in and took them out. 
All I had to do was last all day 
without touching them or altering 
how they looked. I could be in 
pain twice a day if that meant 
looking beautiful. 

 

I was called an Oreo today: 
black on the outside, but white 
on the inside. I feel a little bad 
for separating myself so 
drastically from the other black 

girls, but Iôm so happy that Iôm 
finally being seen for my hard 
efforts. I like being an Oreo. Iôm 
educated and I speak well and 
Iôm friends with all the white 
kids. I feel at home. 

 

Oreo is an offensive and 
derogatory term. I was so 
desperate to be liked by my 
white peers that I allowed them 
to slap on every stereotype in 
the world, but say I was 
separate from their 
discrimination. I even let my 
best friend call me that without 
shame. I let them strip me of my 
own identity. Iôm not black on 
the outside and white on the 
inside: Iôm black. 

 

I allowed myself to remain in this 
stage for a long period of time. I 
didnôt hang out with the black 
girls; they probably didnôt like 
me because it seemed like I was 
trying to be like the white girls 
too much. I canôt put words into 
their mouths, but we never did 
get along very well. It was at this 
point that I began to be more 
comfortable with myself as a 
white-accepted black girl. I 
hoped I didnôt have to put in as 
much effort in my hair, now that 
I was friends with all the white 
girls. Which is good, because I 
was so done with all the 
attention that I gave my hair. I 
was done. I could finally lay 
back and coast on the hard work 
that I had put in for years. I 
could become the white-girl 
version of me. 



 

 

I donôt like perming my hair 
anymore. Every few months, I 
have to go to a family friendôs 
house, sit in their basement, and 
have this burning white stuff put 
on my hair for what feels like 
hours. Itôs itchy. Iôm just bored of 
it. And mom has been talking 
about ñgoing naturalò for a while 
now é is that less work? I want 
to go natural. But no afro. 
Absolutely not. 

 

So I went natural. I stopped 
using chemicals and pulling my 
hair into hairstyles that was 
breaking it. I had split ends for 
days. My edges were a mess. I 
hoped that ñgoing naturalò 
meant that I wouldnôt have to be 
bothered by the upkeep. If I 
went natural, I could sleep with 
my hair uncovered, wake up in 
the morning, shake my head, 
and go on with my day. Thatôs 
how hair works, right?  

 

My fervent distaste of afros 
makes no sense to me now. I 
believe my distaste stemmed 
from not wanting to fall into the 
stereotypical hairstyles of other 
black students. I only saw black 

hair as one of three things: 
super long braids, dreadlocks, 
and afros. I had spent so much 
time perming my hair to make it 
ñact whiteò and making 
friendships with my white peers 
that the idea of turning up to 
school the next day with an afro 
would mean the destruction of 
years of work. Although I was 
taking steps to become more of 
an independent person from my 
peers, their opinions still 
affected me. The internalized 
racism had set in. 

 

As an adult, I still struggle with 
my hair. I have been natural for 
over 10 years, and I still have no 
idea what I want it to look like. 
Iôve gotten over my 
stubbornness against afros 
though. I have dabbled in 
braids, twists, twist outs, wash 
and goôs, and a high top that 
one time. For some reason, I 
always thought of hair as a 
stagnant thing, even though it 
grew with me throughout my life, 
both figuratively and literally. I 
donôt have to live with the same 
hairstyle for the rest of my life. I 
know that now. Iôve given myself 

the freedom to explore the 
things that I want to do, and Iôm 
not scared to cut my hair and 
start again. I am lucky that it 
grows and allows me to express 
myself in different ways. 

 

But even after learning that 
about myself, I will still admit 
that I have internalized racism. I 
struggle everyday to accept 
myself for who I am. I also lied a 
lot as a child. I lied to myself that 
I was ñone of the white girlsò. I 
lied to myself that I was better 
than the black girls because of 
their hair. But the truth has 
always prevailed. So Iôll lie to 
myself again in hopes of it finally 
becoming truth. 

 

I am a black woman and I love 
myself for who I am. 

 

I am a black woman and I love 
myself for who I am. 

 

I am a black woman and I love 
myself for who I am. 

 

Even if Iôm not white. 



 

 

While at the beginning of my training as an actor, I almost switched career paths. I thought I was 
going to be in Stage Management for the rest of my life. Because I didnôt see people like me very 
often onstage or on television, I thought that people didnôt want to hire me or work with me. I knew I 
needed to have a career in the theatre, so being an SM was a good way to stay involved in the art 
that I was so passionate about. I thought that I might as well stay in the dark and wear my stage 
blacks similar to the way I was wearing skin at the time: with shame. 

 

A lot of people who look like me have similar stories. They decided to not pursue their artistic 
passions because of the colour of their skin and how other people perceived them. I made a choice 
after a lot of wrestling with myself to not let other people decide whether I was good enough to be 
seen and heard, whether that be on a stage or on a screen. If I didnôt see people LIKE ME, then I 
needed to see ME. I wanted to become inspiration for other (little) black girls with natural kinks and 
coils that spring out of their beautiful heads. We need to know that weôre beautiful and magical and 
capable of anything. We need to be reminded that we are more than our beautifully melanated skin. 
I started modeling to help build that confidence in myself. Itôs a journey to black girl self love. Iôm 
only at the beginning. 

tƘƻǘƻ 9ǎǎŀȅ 
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Lurking Grey 

 

Water falls from lurking grey skies 

Soaking me until Iôm see through 

 

Misty memories and 

Medicated music mix with 

Dioxide to design 

Hallucinogenics in my blood 

 

Steam from warm waters and a cool breeze 

Sting my blistered heels while walking into 

The Fog 

 

Lurking grey skies 

Cry when I move through 

The thoughts I stuff under my mattress 

Just before I walk through the door 

I cover myself Blue 

Even when Iôm still lurking Grey 

[ǳǊƪƛƴƎ DǊŜȅ 
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Early on a Sunday morning in 
September of 2017, like really 
early, like early enough the sun 
wasnôt up yet, I was slowly 
awoken by the sound of hands 
swimming and scraping against 
my bedroom window. I looked 
toward my window and saw the 
shape of hands pushing on my 
blinds. I couldnôt see perfectly, 
but this wasnôt a situation that a 
blind woman wants to see in the 
middle of the night, no matter if 
my brain was playing tricks on 
me. Something deep inside me 
took over, and somehow my 
body knew what to do. I didnôt 
scream, I calmly gathered what I 

needed, left my room, and 
locked myself in my bathroom. 
After finding safety, my cool ran 
out, and multiple moments of 
panic and terror raged through 
my body. Eventually, I returned 
back to normaléit took about an 
entire year.  

 

Iôve developed this new beautiful 
trust that my body will do what I 
need it to even if my brain thinks 
it doesnôt know what to do. 

 

Like any other millennial with 
some sight, I spend some time 
scrolling through Instagram, 

gleaning what I can from the 
visual propaganda of others. I 
am super into the body 
acceptance movement, and I 
saw a post mid-Summer, which 
is my least favourite season and 
definitely the time that my body 
dysmorphia takes hold of my 
entire being the most, that read 
something along the lines of: 
stop focusing and seeing only 
the parts of your body you donôt 
like. Try to look at your body as 
a whole picture as opposed to 
just a stomach, thighs, arms, 
etc. 



 

 

Which is all good to say, but I 
literally cannot do that. My 
eyesight is such that if I look in a 
mirror I cannot see the whole 
picture. So, naturally, my eyes 
gravitate to those parts of my 
body that I am unsatisfied with. 

 

I have spent years of my life as 
a Blind person avoiding mirrors 
because I cannot see the true 
picture of myself (what does that 
mean?). When I lived in 
England, I donôt even think I 
looked in the mirror for a while 
and went by how my hair looked 
based off of how I felt it might 
look. Does it feel like itôs making 
me more of a badass? Yes? 
Then green light to leave the 
house. I was walking for 
something like four to five hours 
everyday around London, my 
body was keeping me safe and 
together and bringing me to 
some of my favourite places in 
the world, places Iôve dreamed 
of my whole life. I feel more 
secure in my body while 
travelling because it reminds me 
how grateful and privileged I am 
that my body can carry me 
around the world, despite not 
being able to see it all 
ñperfectlyò (read: normally to 

those who are fully sighted). 

 

ñI was not put on this earth to 
earn money or gain weight.ò 

 

I saw this on an Instagram post 
recently, and I breathe that 
mantra in whenever I find myself 
struggling to fit into a pair of 
jeans. I became a candidate and 
am three years into a PhD in 
this body. I make good art in this 
body. This body does not limit 
me how it is nowðit holds me 
together. It is really one thing 
that I can rely onðdespite 
sometimes it not carrying on as 
expected. 

 

You know whatôs hard for me? I 
cannot see people ñproperlyò 
orémaybe what I mean is, I 
cannot see them fully in person. 
I either canôt see their faces, or 
canôt see them three-
dimensionally. The only way I 
get full pictures of other people 
(and myself) is through pictures. 
Thatôs been very hard. It means 
that I register beauty and 
conceptualize attraction through 
other means, which seems to be 
very radical for other people. 
Sure, I will compliment you on a 

really soft shirt youôve got on, or 
a coat that feels like a blanket, 
but Iôve picked up on the sad 
inflection in your voice before 
that, or your confident walk 
through a theatre space, and 
thatôs where Iôm at. 

 

I dream of high waisted floral 
skirts for my PhD defense. I 
dream of bright red lipstick in 
five different shades(ish) that 
bring me strength. I dream of a 
world that also isnôt based on 
visual value, but prioritizes 
personality, behaviour, and 
genuine nature and not if my 
hair looks messy or brushed, or 
if my fake eye seems 
mismatched to my other. My 
fake eye keeps the nerves in my 
head safe and warm in the polar 
vortexes where I live that are 
normally extremely painful. My 
messy hair blows in the wind 
behind me like a superhero. I 
need to feel these things to feel 
strong. There is an idea of my 
body and my beauty inside of 
my head that I prefer to believe 
over how I shine on the outside: 
both are beautiful and both are 
true. Thatôs my blind 
perspective. 


