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Andrew White

Dear readers,

 In the midst of the increasing hate crimes against the AAPI community 
across the globe, we write to both condemn these actions and create space for 
conversations centering the movement to stop AAPI hate, which has resurged 
in response to COVID-related hate crimes and the tragic Atlanta shootings on 
March 16. The masthead of the Nassau Weekly stands in solidarity with the AAPI 
community on Princeton’s campus, in the United States, and worldwide. The Nass 
always strives to be a publication that promotes inclusivity, uplifts voices which 
have been historically othered, and represents the diversity of Princeton’s campus 
at large. 

We believe that it is the role of a publication to be actively anti-racist. By illu-
minating the stories of especially vulnerable identities, journalism can shape how 
we treat people and foster genuine human respect. This includes actively combat-
ting the stereotyping, objectifying, and silencing ofAAPI individuals. So much of 
what we’re taught about Asianness is fed to us by white historians, creators, and 
educators, but right now the importance of consuming media from the source is 
paramount. We encourage our readers to look into and support AAPI creators at 
the Nass and beyond. We strive to create a space that amplifies AAPI voices. 

 In order to support this mission, the AAPI community of the Nass will 
publish an issue specifically dedicated to the writing of Asian American, Pacific 
Islander, and Desi American students. We encourage members of these commu-
nities to submit their prose, poetry, reflections, artwork, and opinion pieces for 
this issue by May 18th. While the semester will have ended, this special summer 
issue will be published in honor of Asian American and Pacific Island Heritage 
month, and is part of an ongoing commitment to continue this conversation be-
yond the highly visible tragedies in the media. 

 We stand with the members of our community who have experienced 
deep trauma in the wake of these aforementioned tragedies. Our door is open as 
a steadfast support system, to provide solace in the midst of grief. Additionally, 
the Asian American Students Association has compiled a list of other resources 
which AAPI students can turn to during these difficult times. 

 It is our hope that by opening up this conversation, we can make our pub-
lication a more inclusive space, and challenge the stereotypes which mainstream 
journalism has traditionally upheld. 

 
In solidarity,

Anika Khakoo’23
Mina Quesen’23
And the Masthead
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Nassau Weekly is Princeton University’s weekly newsmaga-
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We meet on Mondays and Thursdays at 5pm on 
Zoom

Overheard while watching 
entrepreneurship lecture: 
Senior going into finance: I can’t 
wait to be someone’s bitch at 
work!

Overheard on Video Call: 
Concerned Friend: Let me get 
this straight. Your hair was on 
fire and your priority was your 
weed?  Florida man: I mean 
no matter what my hair was 
already on fire.

Overheard in Whitman Bath-
room: 
Girl 1: It is 2:23 in the morning.
Girl 2: I can’t hear you over the 
sound of my pee.

Overheard in Poetry Class: 
Professor: Those croissants 
better be good because you are 
breaking and entering.

Overheard on the Phone: 
Politics Major: This is the Pisces 
in me–I’m kind of getting into 
astrology.

Overheard in Forbes Annex: 
Cocky RCA: I’m an RCA! I know 
more about you than you know 
about yourself!

Overheard in Insta DMs: 
Misguided Optimist on the Phili 
Flyer’s Mascot: How dare you 
compare Gritty to Satanism. 
Gritty is all that is good in the 
world!

Overheard in a Holiday Con-
versation: 
Wholesome Girl: *whispering* 
I get really competitive about 
gingerbread houses.

Overheard in an RCA Room: 
Frosh with Labor Organizer Par-
ents: “Solidarity Forever” was 
like a lullaby for me growing 
up.

Overheard during Office 
Hours: 
Emeritus Professor: You know, I’m 
an old socialist.

Overheard in Class: 
Former Chair of the Lewis 
Center for the Arts: I often have 
imaginary conversations with 
Samuel Beckett.

Overheard in Class: 
Professor: Maybe the professor 
did it. Never trust a professor.

Mon

Tues

Wed

Thurs

Fri

Sat

Sun

Got 
Events?

Email Mika Hyman at 
mhyman@princeton.
edu with your event 
and why it should be 

featured. 
For advertisements, 
contact Jane Castleman 
at janeec@princeton.edu

12:00p Community 
Scholarly Publishing 
Journals, Journals 
Everywhere.

12:30p CITP
Seminar: Lie Machines

12:00p ORL
Hour of Power: A mid-
Week workshop service

12:00p LISD
PORDIR Seminar on 
“Realpolitik Versus 
Value-Based Policy” 

10:00a Community
Moving Toward Equity, 
Justice, and Anti-racism 
in NJ Arts

12:30p Music
After Noon Concert 

10:30p SPIA
Catalyzing the Billions for 
a Green Recovery

12:00p SPIA
GDSC Seminar on “The 
African Union’s Approach 
to COVID-19”

1:00pm Met
Saturday Sketching Live

12:00p MOMA
‘Playing Away’, 1986, 
Horace Ove

10:00a Special Events
Language and Migra-
tion: Experience and 
Memory

4:00p ORL
Daily Meditation with 
Dean Matthew Weiner

8:00a ORL
Sunday Worship 
Service with Rev. Naomi 
Washington-Leapheart

5:00p Music
African Music Ensemble 
Concert
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She left her feet behind in bed, tucking them in

like children. She left her ankles with the laundry, 

paired like matching socks, floating on calves down 

the quiet hallway. She didn’t make a sound.

She didn’t touch the stairs. Her hands remained 

clinging to the banister, faithful nails dug deep

never letting her trip. At the door,

she took off her legs. She left

them with the firewood, dreaming

of smooth ash, piled in a glass urn, gleaming 

in the sunset, precariously perched 

on the edge of the living room mantle, taking up

hardly any space. Taking in the view. Her arms

she threw into the garden, to sink

beneath the fresh mulch burying the old

by Lara Katz
A Good Morning

PAGE DESIGN BY MELINA HUANG
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As I write this piece, de-
cisions for Princeton’s 
Class of 2025 were re-

leased a few hours ago. As the 
university’s official account 
gleefully reported on Twitter 
two minutes after decisions 
were released, just 1,498 stu-
dents were admitted to the 
“great” Class of 2025, which, 
as The Daily Princetonian re-
ported just 12 minutes after 
decisions were released, rep-
resents an acceptance rate of 
3.98 percent. And at 8:05, about 
an hour after decisions were re-
leased, my mother texted me 
links to these statistics along 
with just one word: “Wow!”

 This burst of 

admissions statistics, high-
lighting just how insane-
ly improbable getting into 
Princeton is for any individual, 
is just the beginning of the an-
nual celebration of exclusivity. 
If my experience is represen-
tative, new Princetonians will 
enjoy the ego-stroking of a life-
time over the next months as 
their friends, family, and den-
tist (asking where I’m going to 
college while your hand was in 
my mouth was a weird choice 
Dr. Lee) congratulate them on 
getting into such a selective 
school; after all, they are among 
the rarified 3.98 percent. And a 
year later, as the Class of 2026 
is admitted, they will get a 
text from their mother high-
lighting how special they are 
for attending such a selective 
university. In all these interac-
tions and statistics there will 
be an unspoken assumption: 
exclusivity is good. Implicitly, 

the message is that by virtue of 
being selective, Princeton is in 
some way a better institution of 
higher education than the rest. 
Whether we acknowledge it or 
not, every single additional stu-
dent rejected from Princeton 
validates Princetonians in the 
eyes of society. 

However, rather than practi-
cally throwing a ticker-tape pa-
rade every time the acceptance 
rate goes down with headlines 
proclaiming “record lows,” the 
Princeton community should 
view every student rejected 
from Princeton as a travesty. 
As much as the university may 
have flaws, Princeton is still un-
deniably an incredible place to 
learn; from remarkable profes-
sors teaching about fascinat-
ing topics to access to world-
class research, Princeton is a 
place where people can genu-
inely widen their horizons. And 
Princeton’s ability to expand 

human knowledge is exactly 
why we should mourn every 
single time someone is not 
given the opportunity to take 
advantage of Princeton’s re-
sources. Exclusivity is not a vir-
tue. Rather, exclusivity means 
tens of thousands of students 
every year do not get to join us 
as peers in learning. Someone 
who could have changed your 
political views with a well-
made point in seminar, helped 
you survive BSE prerequisite 
classes, or shaped your life as 
a friend will not be on campus 
next fall. In short, this exces-
sive focus on competition and 
exclusivity excludes the possi-
bility of a better Princeton as 
well. 

Of course, this is not to belit-
tle the accomplishments of the 
Class of 2025; I am sure every 
single member of the class be-
longs at Princeton. However, I 
beg us to not just think of the 

1,498 and think of the 37,601. 
For the university to truly be “in 
the nation’s service and the ser-
vice of humanity,” we should 
work to ensure a life-changing 
education is accessible to any-
one. As the Class of 2025 joins 
the campus community, I can 
only hope they, and the rest of 
us, realize how lucky we are to 
be here and make sure others 
can enjoy that luck as well. 

IVY DAY

As much as David Chmielews-
ki may have flaws, the Nassau 
Weekly is still undeniably an in-
credible place to learn.

A Nass writer opines 
on the exclusivity of 
Princeton.

By DAVID CHMIELEWSKI

PAGE DESIGN BY MIKA HYMAN
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The summer after my junior 
year of high school, I wrote 

a personal essay titled “Big 
Shoes to Fill.” It was just raw 
enough to call my own and pol-
ished enough to actually call a 
personal essay. Here’s how it 
started: 

When I was six, my friends 
and I would meet once a week 
to reenact the whole plot of 
Cinderella with alarming de-
tail. We played at the front 
steps of a friend’s house that, 
to our young minds, looked 
exactly like the castle steps in 

the movie. We wore blankets 
around our waists and over 
our shoulders. We scrambled 
to move stuffed animals along 
to the beat of the songs and al-
ways held one dainty hand up 
whenever we pranced about. 
But even when I was the one 
who brought the Cinderella 
dress and clear plastic slippers, 
and even when I was the one 
who knew all the words and all 
the tunes, I could never wear 
Cinderella’s glass slippers. 
I could never be Cinderella. 
Instead, I was always one of the 
ugly stepsisters. 

I cringe when I read it, not 
necessarily because I think my 
writing was terrible, but be-
cause of how much I pitied my-
self. But the fact that the piece 
makes me cringe indicates that 
I have changed. Then again, I 
wasn’t very far in my body-pos-
itivity journey. This is how the 

essay ended: 
No matter how hard I try to 

slice off my heels, chop off my 
toes, and force a smile, I can’t 
fit the glass slippers. I can’t get 
that happy ending. I can’t make 
it to the castle steps.  

I was at a time in my life 
when entering fitting rooms in 
malls made me anxious, when 
I only wore black because I 
thought that any other color 
made me look fat. I wrote this 
essay for myself. I wrote it be-
cause how I viewed my body 
was an issue that I had but 
never acknowledged. I knew 
that once I did acknowledge it, 
I would have to do something 
about it. I didn’t necessarily 
write it for others to empathize 
with or for others to pity me. I 
wrote it because I needed to 
have it on paper, in words and 
out in the universe. If I wanted 
to like myself even a little bit 

MAKING 
COMPROMISES

“I guess this piece is a 
thank you. Thank you to 
all the people I’ve met 
here that have seen the 
beauty in me before I will, 
for making me feel like 
Cinderella.”

By ASH HYUN

Content Warning: Mentions of eating disorders
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more, then I needed to know 
exactly how much I didn’t like 
myself to start. I didn’t write a 
happy ending because I didn’t 
have a happy answer at the time 
or any answer for that matter. 
That essay was meant to be just 
the beginning of what I predict 
to be a lifelong journey towards 
self-appreciation.

Leaving home for college 
was my next step. When I went 
dorm room shopping at Daiso, 
my mom told me that I need-
ed to get a mirror. She floated 
through the aisles, searching 
for her reflection. I chased after 
her, saying that I didn’t think 
that there’d be enough room in 
the car to move it, that it’d be 
a hassle, that a mirror wasn’t 
necessary. Nonsense, she said. 
I’m a girl, so I need a mirror. 

Eventually she saw herself. 
I saw her, too: a small face and 
button nose, eyes obscured 

by large sunglasses with soft 
black bangs hiding her fore-
head. A bun of hair rose over 
her head, wisps of it reaching 
the back of her neck. I moved 
my eyes towards the mirrors, 
all of different sizes and differ-
ent colored frames. I glimpsed 
at my face looking back at me, 
but turned away before I could 
really see anything else. 

My mom remarked on how 
small all the mirrors were, and 
that I had to get a bigger one. 
I told her that I didn’t need 
a big mirror and that a small 
one would be enough. It took 
reassurance, but eventually I 
bought a small, square mirror 
with a pink plastic frame that 
I brought with me to campus. 
We both knew that it was a 
compromise. 

My relationship with my 
body has been held together 
with compromises. It’s been 

my way of coming to terms with 
myself, with the shape I am and 
the space that I fill. I’ll wear 
shorts if it’s hot, but only for 
five hours before I change. I’ll 
go into fitting rooms, but only 
if I change with my back facing 
the mirror. That’s the beauty of 
compromises: I never have to 
make a full commitment. It’s 
not about forcing myself to go 
the extra mile just to feel miser-
able. I’ll meet myself halfway, 
and halfway is a lot farther than 
I was willing to go before. 

I used to never make 
compromises.

Yes, I never eat past 10 p.m. 
I don’t own a pair of shorts be-
cause I hate having my legs ex-
posed, and I have never owned 
a tank top because too much 
of me spills everywhere. I feel 
proud of myself when I skip 
a meal and even more proud 
when I feel hungry. I cover the 

mirror every time I take a show-
er. I don’t say all of this because 
I want to throw a pity party for 
myself. I say all of this because 
I have realized that I don’t own 
shorts because it never gets hot 
enough for them, that I don’t 
buy tank tops because I could 
use the money on something 
else, that I skip meals because 
I’m just not hungry, or that I 
cover my mirror because I have 
no other place to put my towel. 
I kept making excuses just so 
that I could never acknowledge 
how my view of my own body 
got in the way of daily life. 

Most of the issues that I re-
layed in that passage are no 
longer an issue now—I  own 
shorts and tank tops. And read-
ing it now has made me realize 
how much I’ve changed for the 
better. Revisiting “Big Shoes to 
Fill” has also reminded me of 
how I still have a long way to go 

to feel happy in my skin. I see 
my progress towards self-con-
fidence like a line on a scale 
that keeps extending. I have 
no idea when or if it will ever 
end. The line only points one 
way towards self-love, but the 
fact that I have a lot of distance 
ahead of me is daunting, some-
times disheartening. I know 
that it takes time and work, but 
I can’t help but wonder how 
much longer before I’m able 
to buy clothing online without 
worrying about what my mom 
will say, before telling myself 
that I look good is affirmation 
rather than persuasion. 

It’s been a process, and I 
wonder how it will change in 
college. I’ve moved to a com-
pletely new environment and 
social scene. Now, it feels sil-
ly to me to worry about what 
my mom will think about the 
clothes I buy when I won’t see 
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her for months. It feels sil-
ly to me to feel guilty about 
eating past 10 p.m. when no 
one is with me to judge me. 
Back home, my actions and 
judgements blended into my 
environment. I wasn’t even 
aware of all these self-enforced 
rules and insecurities. But in 
college, my overthinking and 
doubts stand out like a splat-
ter of bright red on a white 
background. I realized that 
my environment and the peo-
ple around me affected how I 
viewed myself and enabled 
my own body image issues. Of 
course, relocating hasn’t fixed 
everything, but it has helped 
me acknowledge and take ac-
tion against all my toxic and 
self-deprecating judgements. 

And I know that this is only 
possible because I’ve met peo-
ple who have had only kind 
things to say about me. In “Big 
Shoes to Fill”, I write about not 

knowing what that feels like: 
She was the girl in my child-

hood who tore the blue tulle 
dress from my hands and said 
that I wasn’t pretty enough to 
wear it. She was the aunt that 
told me that I’ll be pretty once 
I starve myself. She was my 
friend who commented on how 
large my thighs had gotten. 

My friends who have shaped 
this new environment are 
accepting and loving, and 
they have made me feel less 
self-conscious in my skin. 
While I feel guilty that it takes 
other people’s validation for 
me to feel more confident, I 
think I just needed evidence 
that I’m not distorted. I didn’t 
see anything in myself, but 
others did. Coming from gen-
erous and trustworthy people, 
their reassurance is never in-
genuine, never sickly saccha-
rine. I couldn’t think of why my 
friends would lie to me, so I’ve 

started to believe them.  
So, as well as an update, 

I guess this piece is a thank 
you. Thank you to all the peo-
ple I’ve met here that have 
seen the beauty in me before 
I will, for making me feel like 
Cinderella. Thank you to all my 
friends who don’t necessarily 
care about my appearance but 
compliment me, nonetheless. 
Thank you to everyone who has 
made me comfortable enough 
in my own skin to wear a dress 
outside, to wear a tank top, to 
eat when it’s midnight and not 
care about the calories. You’ve 
never shamed me for my com-
promises, never pushed me to 
either side of the spectrum of 
self-deprecation and self-lov-
ing. You understand that this is 
a process as much as I do. And 
now, I have found myself wish-
ing that my little pink mirror 
was just a bit bigger.M
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Morgan Wallen’s 
Canceled Empire

SNL’s career-launching 
(and perhaps -destroy-
ing—see Kesha’s 2010 

performance) effect for comedi-
ans and musicians alike is a big 
draw for artists. I don’t need to 
spell it out for you: SNL is your 
shot, so you’d better not blow 
it. If you do, you can bet that’s 
the end of your budding career. 
That is, unless you’re Morgan 
Wallen. The 27-year-old 
Tennessean former The Voice 
contestant was poised to appear 
last October as the featured art-
ist, an especially rare spotlight 
for a young country act; the per-
formance promised to propel 
him from intra-country fame to 

A Nass writer considers 
the popularity and 
cancellation of country 
star Morgan Wallen

By ELLIOTT WEIL

a bona fide mainstream super-
star. Wallen does not appeal to 
SNL’s target audience; a Maggie 
Rogers or Chance the Rapper 
would have sufficed. But his 
sturdy standing within the 
country community and music 
industry cosigns made SNL just 
another box to tick on his climb 
to Florida Georgia Line-level 
fame. This wasn’t even his Devo 
moment—a high-risk mega-ex-
posure of a small artist with just 
enough talent to make it. No, 
this was the lay-up of all lay-ups 
to push Wallen over the edge 
to headlining-Stagecoach-lev-
el famous. He already had the 
clout; an invitation to perform 
for cultural outsiders was con-
firmation of this. If he just got 
by “good enough,” he’d have 
the endorsement of 30 Rock. 
Nevertheless, he bricked it. 
And I don’t mean like Tayshaun 
Prince full-court sprinted to 
swat his lay into the stands—no, 

Wallen pulled a gun out of his 
basketball shorts (this is a good 
metaphor) and shot himself in 
his planted foot with the hand 
not cupping the ball.
 Two days before 
his SNL performance, 
which required a one-
week quarantine, TikToks 
circulated of Wallen partying 
in Tuscaloosa following 
the University of Alabama 
football team’s blowout win 
against Texas A&M. And we’re 
not talking buttoned-up, 
UCC-type southern partying. 
Wallen can be seen pouring 
beer on those around him and 
making out with undergrads. 
The night was about as 
COVID-unsafe as it gets: the 
type of partying you, dear 
reader, pretend you used to 
do while lamenting University 
restrictions. (You’re reading 
a Nass article. Either you do 
poppers or you don’t really 

party, and either way, you are 
not Morgan. But I digress.)

 Wallen’s choice to 
party hard mask-less was a 
bad one. Even as someone 
skeptical of COVID scolding 
from the ivory towers of 
wealthy progressives, I 
acknowledge that there 
was no excuse of “essential 
work” or misinformation 
here. He put people in 
danger and demonstrated 
flippant disregard for life-
saving health measures to his 
fanbase of millions. But—and 
I understand this is a massive 
“but”—there was something 
intriguing about his blatant 
negligence for what was a low-
risk, high-reward opportunity 
to dramatically benefit his 
career. The safer SNL acts of 
Clairo or Beach Bunny never 
dare transgress or fumble in 
a career-defining moment 
such as this one. They might 

party, but never with such 
moronic transparency. 
Wallen was either dumb 
enough not to think through 
the consequences or 
unconcerned enough with his 
potential for massive fame 
that those consequences 
felt, well, inconsequential.

 Following the 
blunder, his SNL appearance 
was canceled, and the 
obligatory public declaration 
of ownership and apology 
came swiftly. Luckily for 
Wallen, the certainly authentic 
misstep functioned more as 
a publicity stunt, introducing 
the uninitiated to the rowdy 
world of frat-country stardom.

 I was one of these new 
coastal-elite fans, gushing 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 18
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Regaining 
Sovereignty 
Over Our Bodies

Most women have a 
moment of re-
alization when 

they realize their bod-
ies do not belong to them.  
 For me, it was the 
first time I was touched in a 
way I didn’t want to be. I was 
in high school, intoxicated 
and exhausted, sitting on the 
floor of a basement. The only 
thing I remembered the next 
day was the fact that a friend 
ran his hands down my back 
and fiddled with my bra, and I 
could do nothing to stop him.

 My friend and I were 
watching the Netflix reality 
show Too Hot to Handle when 
this realization struck her. 
To explain, it is a Love Island-

esque dating show with a slight 
twist: the participants cannot 
engage in any sexual behavior: 
no kissing, no sensual 
touching, and of course, no 
sex. The participants embark 
on a journey of so-called 
“enlightenment” as they 
discover the value of intimate 
relationships over hook-ups. 

 The show is nothing 
serious; I found it purely 
entertaining. My friend, 
however, took their ideas 
of intimacy to heart: after 
we finished the show, she 
vowed to be abstinent 
to no specified end. 

 This declaration came 
from a place of distress. In 
all of her sexual encounters 
in college, she felt used and 
dirty. She struggled to say no. 
A male friend would advance 
on her—take her out to dinner 
and then bring her back 
to his apartment or dorm. 
The night would escalate, 
culminating in sex. She felt 
that sex was inevitable—
necessary, even—because 

rejection is uncomfortable, 
and she gave up her body 
in order to forgo any sense 
of awkwardness. After each 
interaction, she felt used, as 
if her body was irreversibly 
dirtied. She left each of 
their later snapchats or DMs 
unopened to avoid seeing their 
messages, all undoubtedly 
tinged with the expectation 
of another night of sex.

 As my friend listened 
to the revelations of the 
female participants of Too 
Hot to Handle and heard how 
they learned to respect their 
yoni, the Sanskrit term for 
vagina that the producers 
of the show used during 
an activity that allowed the 
female participants to look 
and feel their own body better 
without the stigma of the 
term “vagina.” Upon watching 
this and other scenes, she 
realized how little she had 
been respecting her own body. 
By not listening to her desires 
and recognizing the slivers of 
doubt in the back of her mind, 
she allowed others to use and 

abuse her body for their own 
pleasure, without receiving 
much back. These feelings, 
and her admiration for the 
temporary abstinence of these 
reality stars, encouraged 
her to forgo sex altogether.

 I did not internalize 
the lessons of Too Hot to 
Handle to the same degree, 
but I fully related to her 
experiences and reluctance to 
say no. I, too, have felt forced 
to agree in order to avoid 
glances of disappointment, 
betrayal, anger, or hurt from 
my partner. I have laid under 
a man, 50 pounds heavier 
than me, and been asked, 
“Are you okay with this?”—a 
question that presupposes 
the answer yes. I had some 
trickle of doubt in the back of 
my brain, but to say no in that 
moment felt worse than giving 
up my body for a few minutes. 

 Our experiences 
should not be the norm, 
but unfortunately, so many 
women encounter similar 
experiences. Women feel like 

there are social consequences 
in saying no; rejection 
could mean spoiling the 
interaction as a whole. We 
are socialized to be agreeable 
and raised to say yes, so it 
becomes ever more difficult 
to deny the encroaching 
hand of a stranger, a hand 
we never wanted near 
us. We are not raised to 
consider our own pleasure, 
but to put the pleasure 
of those around us first. 

 This is especially true 
for  women of color and 
the LGBTQ+ community. At an 
institutional level, women of 
color are at the intersection of 
being in the non-hegemonic 
position for both their race 
and gender. This exacerbates 
the already existing power 
dynamic and creates the 
potential for more social 
consequences of saying no.

 Men are also 
socialized to be assertive 
and demanding when they 
are rejected. This raises the 
potential for danger for women 

“We are socialized to be 
agreeable and raised to 
say yes, so it becomes 
ever more difficult to deny 
the encroaching hand of a 
stranger.”                 

By ALLIE MATTHIAS

Content Warning: Mentions of sexual harassment and sexual assault
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when in sexual interactions, 
because rejection can lead to 
a violent anger and further 
coercion. This gender 
socialization forces men 
to adhere to unachievable 
ideals of masculinity that 
lead to dangerous situations 
to all around them. 

 The way we consider 
consent needs to change 
in order for women to feel 
comfortable and in control 
of their bodies. Princeton’s 
Sexual Harassment/Assault 
Advising, Resources and 
Education (SHARE) office 
defines consent as: “The 
voluntary, informed, 
uncoerced agreement through 
words and actions freely 
given, which a reasonable 
person would interpret as a 
willingness to participate in 
mutually agreed-upon sex 
acts.” If women are socialized 
to say yes, perceiving no other 
alternative, how can we be sure 
that any consent is uncoerced? 
The definition of consent then 
needs to give space for feelings 
of discomfort and establish 

a norm for the uncertainty. 

 My friend and I both 
gave formal consent, but 
we had a lingering sense of 
discomfort. Women need 
to feel able to voice that 
discomfort without fearing 
the social consequences of 
speaking up. We need to feel 
able to say no in order to have 
a fully equal and pleasurable 
sexual experience, that begins 
and ends on our terms, too. 

 Changing ideas of 
consent is a difficult task—
we cannot hold people 
accountable for missing 
social cues, for this individual 
is a symptom of society at 
large. I propose that we teach 
emotional maturity more 
seriously to boys, so they’re 
less hurt by rejection and 
girls can be relieved of the 
fear of the consequences of 
saying no. On many levels, 
our sexual education needs 
to be improved, but most 
of all, it needs clarification 
on the language of consent 

and understanding of the 
other’s desires and wants. 
We need to teach the next 
generation how to read signs 
of discomfort and normalize 
responding to such signs. At 
a broader level, men cannot 
be allowed to only prioritize 
themselves; there must be 
greater social consequences 
if they don’t recognize 
the woman’s discomfort. 

 Our media 
representation of sex needs 
to change first. As an object 
to be enjoyed or a game to 
win, women are represented 
as a means for male pleasure. 
Women are hardly ever shown 
to initiate sexual interactions, 
and when they do, there is 
immediate stigma around 
such behavior. The viewer 
understands this behavior 
as wrong and troublesome 
and sees the woman as 
promiscuous and slutty. 

 We are also taught 
from films and television 
shows that a man’s advances 
mark us as special. To be 

noticed by a man means to 
be beautiful and attractive—
which means being valued by 
society. A common trope of 
romantic comedies—think To 
All the Boys I’ve Loved Before—is 
a stereotypically attractive jock 
falling for the nerdy, slightly 
quirky protagonist. It creates 
a dynamic that the woman—
the relatable protagonist—
should give herself to the man 
for even noticing her. This 
automatically establishes 
a power dynamic in which 
rejection becomes difficult, 
as the woman is indebted 
in some way to the man. 

 Women need to be 
able to feel like they’re in a 
position to reject. Because 
we do not have this power, 
we are forced to transform 
ourselves for the male gaze 
and accept advances as 
compliments. We rob girls of 
ownership and independence 
with the constant 
barrage on their bodies. 

 Most of all, women 
should not need to offer 

ambiguous notions of 
consent. Our needs should 
be understood, and we 
should feel able to voice 
our feelings. These unequal 
interactions come from an 
institutional enforcement 
and prioritization of men’s 
pleasure and sexual pursuits 
over those of women. 

 I know too many 
girls who detach themselves 
from their bodies during sex, 
accepting that their bodies 
will be used and touched 
without any consideration of 
their own desires. We cannot 
accept this as the norm. By 
battling gender norms and 
destigmatizing women’s 
sexuality, we can begin to 
value women’s desires and 
protect the sovereignty 
of women’s bodies. 
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Winter in April: 

“Mostly, though, we all 
laughed together because 
so much more makes us 
similar than what makes us 
different—albeit critically 
different. And I would 
say, too, wonderfully 
different.”

By SABRINA KIM

“But still I marvel whenev-
er poop comes out as one true 
Platonic tube. / I am trying to be 
marvelous. / & to make my ene-
mies throw up.” —Chen Chen, 
“Winter”

It’s spring; the bushes and 
trees let the breeze move 
through their paint-dipped 

fingers. Outside, the sun holds 
my cheek and casts a faint or-
ange on the pages of my book. 
“I see you,” I tell her. “I see you, 
and I appreciate you, and I love 
you.” She doesn’t say anything, 
just keeps being: orange, just 
barely.

It’s spring, and I love spring 
and the sun and the openness 

of daylight, which expands to 
hold earlier mornings and later 
dusks in its arms, but I’m still 
thinking about winter—Chen 
Chen’s “Winter.”

One night in early April, I 
was in Frist with Lauren and 
Sam, in that lecture hall they say 
Einstein taught in. It was echo-
ey in the hall, and Lauren ran 
up the stairs to see if she could 
hear me clearly from all the way 
up there. She did. She walked 
back down the stairs, her black 
pants swishing.

When she made her way 
back down, we each had a slice 
of castella, a sweet Japanese 
cake—yellow rectangles with 
thin brown crusts, two paral-
lel lines hugging the spongy 
sweetness.

I ate the cake, and I thought 
of how my family would buy 
pastries after dinner at a Korean 
restaurant—all the Asian shops 
in the same plaza—and my dad 
would imitate his late father. 
He’d place the castella loaf in 

the wicker shopping basket and 
say, “You know your grandpa 
liked to say ca-steh-ra,” three 
biting syllables crescendoing to 
the “ra,” with the Korean con-
sonant that lies somewhere be-
tween R and L.

I felt beautifully Asian, and 
I felt a certain power beside 
Lauren. Lauren who brings cas-
tella to study dates, who never 
shies away from a conversation 
on race, who makes me feel af-
firmed and then excited about 
this Asian body. Perhaps my 
California sun is not too dif-
ferent than the Texas sun that 
she grew under, our beings 
shaped by similar traumas at 
the confluence of womanhood, 
Christianity, and tangled immi-
grant families.

And while whiteness and 
maleness sound doubly threat-
ening, Sam feels safe to me. As 
Lauren and I passionately dis-
cussed our specific identities, 
Sam listened. No one’s space 
was threatened. We compared 
our different vantage points. 

Mostly, though, we all laughed 
together because so much more 
makes us similar than what 
makes us different—albeit crit-
ically different. And I would say, 
too, wonderfully different.

As our conversation mean-
dered through Asianness, Asian 
love and bodies, vulnerability, 
violence, and honesty, Chen 
Chen’s poem, which I’ve loved 
for a year or two, felt increasing-
ly relevant. “This is making me 
think of a poem,” I said, open-
ing the Poetry Foundation page 
on my laptop. “It’s so good, we 
have to read this now.”

Lauren read the poem out 
loud, so perfectly and clear-
ly, like she meant it. The first 
line filled the lecture hall: “Big 
smelly bowel movements this 
blue January morning.” April 
had just started, and it was half 
past nine in a lonely hall, no 
windows. Nothing was blue, but 
we sank into Chen’s cool-toned 
portrait of shit and romance. It 
was good to be beyond the pres-
ent moment and our present 

On Chen Chen, 
Defecation, 
and Asian Bodies
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bodies, if only for a few minutes.

The poem traveled through 
its own body, scoured every 
crevice for some truth to give 
us—three students on the cusp 
of adulthood, just trying to sur-
vive, having no firsthand con-
ception of gay romance or anal 
sex and little vocabulary for our 
shit.

The fact that we all shit re-
mains a veiled truth, a vital un-
pleasantry of the self we hold be-
low our hips. Our head perches 
itself on the neck, maintaining 
a healthy torso-distance from 
the anus, because the brain’s 
poetic—that which creates, 
sings, swims—wants nothing 
to do with shit—that which our 
body cannot siphon life from.

But Chen marries shit 
with poetry, and he does so 
gracefully.

Lauren got through “gas-
trointestinal,” all six syllables 
judiciously clear, but fell out 
of rhythm on “health,” which 

came right after. She laughed 
at herself. I smiled at all my fa-
vorite lines of the poem: “Years 
ago, a teacher said never to use 
the word ‘poop’ in a poem. / 
Today, the icy kiss of the toilet 
seat wakes me up.”

Chen writes his own rules. 
The word “poop” is larger than 
poop. It’s the language of an 
alternate cosmology, a reorder-
ing of intimacies, a willingness 
to desire the undesirable. A love 
song that calls shit’s name and 
calls shit in. It’s a self-aware-
ness, an ownership of all our 
being.

The unabashed presence 
of poop also marks his words 
as poetry that belongs to only 
him—which makes me feel 
like I can own myself through 
language. I’m an Asian woman 
from California, five feet tall, 
with kind words and a nonin-
trusive desire for greatness, and 
people think they know me. 
But I don’t want to be known—
not in a way that suits white 
America. I want to exist like 

anyone else, and I want to own 
the rights to my Asianness.

And Chen entered my life 
through the backdoor—which 
is to say winter, the season past 
that threw a white blanket over 
all my surroundings—and gave 
me a vocabulary for defiance, 
and defiant honesty. Word-
shields to protect the sanctity of 
my identity.

The “icy kiss of the toilet 
seat” is the bathroom’s invo-
cation of romance. The expe-
rience is specific to Chen—his 
truth—confined, even, to the 
“today” he positions the poem 
in. But the kiss is universal and 
familiar. Though we cannot be 
more than a vague unknowable 
swath of readers to him, Chen 
feeds us the truth of our un-
canny romance with the toilet 
seat, which takes us in everyday, 
arms open in an O to receive us.

A few lines later, Chen deliv-
ers an idea I cling to, a mantra 
of sorts: “I am trying to be mar-
velous. / & to make my enemies 

throw up.” When I said I identi-
fied with these lines, Sam asked 
if I had enemies. I said that of 
course I do. I don’t know who 
they are, but I feel them, and 
they’re there. But even more 
than seeing my enemies throw 
up, I would like us to all realize 
our marvelousness, and to mar-
vel at ourselves and each other. 
To marvel at some goodnesses, 
and then, hopefully, to multiply 
them.

Occasionally, the TV inter-
rupts Chen’s ruminations: “My 
boyfriend & I are not platonic. 
/ From the TV: a white suprem-
acist cites Science, barks Two 
sides to every —”

The white supremacist on 
TV interrupts Chen, but Chen 
has the last say in interrupting, 
ultimately cutting off the voice 
with an em dash. So the white 
supremacist wields great de-
structive power—the violence 
of their words embodied in a 
“bark”—but Chen wields the 
power of listening, rejecting, 
and appropriating.

CONTINUED ON PAGE 16
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Danica usually worked at 
the froyo shop on 
Monday, Tuesday and 

Wednesday nights, and also 
Saturday mornings. Keith knew 
this not because he was a creep-
er or anything, but because he 
worked the very same shifts 
at the Auntie Anne’s kiosk sit-
ting right across from her (plus 
Friday nights and Sunday after-
noons) and every so often would 
hear her complaining about 
work from the front of his cal-
culus class. 

He didn’t think Danica no-
ticed him working as much 
as he noticed her. This made 
him worry that he was a bit of a 
creeper, but he was pretty non-
descript, and there was another 
boy who looked a lot like him 

who worked the same shifts. 
And also, he reasoned, it wasn’t 
his fault that the froyo shop 
was always bustling and there-
fore did not give her nearly as 
much staring-into-space time 
as the desolate island of Auntie 
Anne’s gave him. 

But creeper or not, he had 
come to know what nights she 
worked, watching her weigh 
cups of low-fat yogurt loaded 
with high-cholesterol toppings 
as he pretended to pore over 
his AP U.S. History book. The 
low market demand for pretzels 
allowed him to study a lot—of 
both history and Danica. In be-
tween writing flashcards, he’d 
glance up and see her gaudy 
septum ring flash under fluo-
rescent lights, a sparkling mid-
dle finger to the cotton candy 
pink and yellow of her uniform. 

He wanted to talk to her. Or 
at least, he thought he did. But if 
he wanted to talk to her so bad-
ly, why hadn’t he done it yet? It 
would be easy enough to go buy 
a cup of yogurt on his fifteen, 
drop a dollar in the tip jar and 
wink at her like the heartthrobs 

on his sister’s Disney Channel 
shows. But he had homework 
to do and pretzels to keep at the 
regulated temperatures and re-
ally, probably shouldn’t leave 
his post, so he stayed safely 
within the oasis of pretzel dogs 
and slushies. 

Pretzels were safe. Pretzels 
were methodical. Ordering 
froyo and maybe-possibly-sort 
of talking to Danica was neither 
safe nor methodical, and posed 
a huge risk to the very comfort-
able life he had inside the ki-
osk. He could try to talk to her 
in school, maybe, ask her about 
the calc homework or some 
such nonsense. No, that would 
be even worse and probably 
more embarrassing than get-
ting froyo, and it would make it 
look like he was too stupid to do 
calculus. (He didn’t know how 
to do calculus, but still.)

So he settled for occasional-
ly watching Danica at the reg-
ister while he twisted pretzels 
nobody would buy and looked 
at homework assignments he 
wouldn’t do. She was the per-
fect crush to have: distant, 

unattainable, and utterly un-
interested. Danica was entire-
ly too cool for him—she read 
interesting books, and had at 
least five piercings in her ear, 
and was always surrounded by 
a posse of similarly-cool look-
ing people. All Keith did was go 
to school and work and some-
times, when he was feeling 
particularly bored, play video 
games.

He’d never seen her with 
a boyfriend, so maybe he did 
have a chance, but he could 
imagine the kind of boyfriend 
she’d have. Danica’s imaginary 
boyfriend worked at a record 
shop and played the guitar 
in between tutoring people 
in calc and probably drove a 
black Subaru. His name would 
be something like Lennox or 
Oscar, and he never went any-
where near a soft pretzel and 
instead lived on Diet Coke and 
cigarettes. And froyo. Probably 
froyo as well.

That’s what he imagined, 
anyway. The imaginary boy-
friend is what kept him from 
making the few strides it would 

Taking Fifteen

“In between writing 
flashcards, he’d glance 
up and see her gaudy 
septum ring flash under 
fluorescent lights, a 
sparkling middle finger to 
the cotton candy pink and 
yellow of her uniform.”

By BETH VILLARUZ

Taking FifteenTaking Fifteen
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take to reach Danica and the 
fourteen flavors of frozen yo-
gurt that would probably taste 
better than the pretzels that 
sucked all of the moisture from 
his mouth. He made his pret-
zels and watched, and hoped 
that Danica might one day be in 
the mood to visit Auntie Anne’s.

-

She didn’t notice Keith of-
ten. She had seen him in the 
back of their gigantic math 
class, looking with vacant eyes 
out the window. She knew that 
he usually worked the same 
days she did, but he worked at 
the Auntie Anne’s and never 
went anywhere else in the mall, 
not daring to venture across any 
mall features other than the 
food court. Keith just alternat-
ed between staring at his book 
and his phone and sometimes, 
before he realized she was look-
ing, at her. 

She imagined Keith was 
sweet, if a bit boring—a lot like 
the frozen yogurt she served. 
She was usually too busy do-
ing her job to spend any time 

gazing across the linoleum 
walkway and pay attention to 
him, and she thought (based on 
the staring) maybe he was a bit 
of a creeper anyway. 

Today, though, she had plen-
ty of time to watch. Instead of 
the usual rush of customers, 
there was a steadily decreasing 
trickle, and the other teenag-
ers who were running the shop 
with her had all but clocked out. 
Keith was rolling out dough to 
replace the full case of soon-
to-be-expired pretzels, his eyes 
glazed over as usual. 

Usually, she wasn’t one to 
enjoy other people. At work she 
bubbled and pleasantried—she 
worked hard for her $7.25 an 
hour—but in all other things, 
she preferred to let other people 
talk. All ears and no mouth, that 
was Danica Christopher, letting 
her clothes do the talking for 
her. So today she let Lottie and 
Alex chatter on with each other 
while she watched the register 
and pretended not to watch 
Keith.

As much as she didn’t talk 

to them, Danica enjoyed watch-
ing people. She wondered why 
she hadn’t watched Keith at all 
before. Granted, he was pret-
ty boring to watch, mostly just 
doing his job and his home-
work in between. She noticed, 
though, that he was reluctant in 
everything he did. He dragged 
himself from one activity to the 
next, doing as little as he pos-
sibly could for his own hourly 
wage.

But he was cute. She could 
admit that. And she liked boys 
who looked reluctant to even 
exist, like taking up space was 
a chore they did for their week-
ly allowance and nothing else. 
Boys with a complete and ut-
ter lack of vivacity. Boys who, 
when asked what kind of music 
they liked, would answer with 
Weezer. 

So she told Lottie and Alex 
that she was taking her fifteen 
and bought a pretzel at Auntie 
Anne’s. 

Keith, right? she asked, 
and dropped a dollar in the tip 
jar with a wink she knew was 

gratuitous but probably worked 
for her. Hey, if you need help 
with calculus, I’m free after my 
Saturday shift. 

She could tell she scared the 
bejeezus out of him, or what-
ever substance boys like him 
contained, but she went back to 
work with a pretzel in her hand 
and a number in her apron 
pocket and something to do 
over the weekend.

Beth Villaruz’s imaginary boy-
friend worked at the Nassau 
Weekly and probably drove a 
black Subaru.
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The notion of “two sides” 
contributes to larger themes 
of the poem. Is Chen talking 
about the openings on either 
end of our body, vital for eating, 
speaking, copulating, shitting? 
Is he talking about the symme-
try of gay love? And, by voicing 
words that give rise to poetic 
discourse, is the white suprem-
acist speaking a truth beyond 
their consciousness, living un-
knowingly in Chen’s order of 
the universe? Poetry allows us 
to have the final say. And while 
even an infinity of final says 
cannot undo the destruction of 
white supremacy and bigotry, I 
believe final says can save us on 
the individual level, if only for a 
moment.

Life is never as clean as we 
think or will it to be, and Chen’s 
poem beckons every corner of 
the moment—the shitting, the 
TV-murmuring, the remember-
ing—into its arms. Why should 
we guard the poetic, sequester 
the supposedly beautiful in a 
corner of cleanliness? People 
are turned off by the inacces-
sibility of poetry, by the notion 
that poetry—that is, the living 
or dead white men claiming 

poetic territory—can decide 
what crosses its membrane. 
Chen invites it all in. If shit 
wants to be poetic, let it be.

In a PBS interview, Chen 
said, “I felt like I couldn’t be 
Chinese and American and gay 
all at the same time. I felt like 
the world I was in was telling 
me that these had to be very 
separate things. Poems were 
a way for those different expe-
riences to come together, for 
them to be in the same room.”

The blank page is a room 
full of possibility. What does it 
mean to confront that space? 
Chen promotes a willingness 
to interrogate and inhabit one’s 
role as the architect.

A poem takes its shape on 
the white blankness of a page; 
my Asian female body carries a 
particular weight of presence. 
Poems demand us to listen; I 
demand to be listened to. I hon-
or the space the poem inhabits, 
and I honor the space I inhabit 
by considering how I furnish it.

Lauren and Sam and I filled 
the room with ourselves. There 
was nothing out of the ordinary 

about that night; we just talked 
about life. But life itself—espe-
cially life that centers Asianness 
and womanhood, that creates 
space for the multiplicity of 
the self and a willingness to 
listen, a willingness to speak—
is incredibly potent. We move 
through the world holding so 
much feeling and thought. Our 
bellies our full; our shit routine-
ly reminds us that we are digest-
ing the world.

Chen continued, “I think 
about, what am I allowing into 
this poem? What belongs here 
in the space of the poem? In the 
room of the poem what is being 
left out or denied? It’s this way 
to have different voices or peo-
ple or experiences fit together 
in the poem, sometimes in an 
uncomfortable way, but in a 
necessary way.”

Through letting all of him-
self into the poetic room, Chen 
teaches us a specific art of sur-
render: surrender through 
knowing, acknowledging, and 
writing the truth of our bodies 
and being.

What did we bring to the 
room, and what did we lay down 
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in the room? What came togeth-
er, and what, from our feelings 
and experiences, coalesced on 
that April night? The hall was a 
poem pregnant with our beings 
of abundance. We filled it with 
Chen’s lines, and then our own 
lines: our breath, our bodies, 
our minds.

At the end of the poem, Chen 
lets us in on a love that feels like 
home—feels like I’m looking 
through the window, into the 
coziness of knowing and giving 
and staying. “I mean, one win-
ter night I got sick & pooped the 
bed. / & he just got up with me. 
/ Helped strip the sheets, carry 
it all to the washer. / I kept say-
ing, I’m so sorry, shivering, I’m 
so, I’m sorry. But he said, What? 
Hey. I love you.”

Does that love exist in the 
love I inhabit now, in my fu-
ture loves? I don’t know, and 
I’m scared of knowing. Talking 
about shit is different than 
shitting. I try to keep tabs on 
my demons and I dislike let-
ting others in on my unbeauty. 
Asianness only increases the 
pressure on this. I was born 
into a world that loves white-
ness, a world that knows me 

only in relation to whiteness. 
I strive for honesty in my rela-
tionship with the self and those 
close to me, but whiteness has 
nursed, in my belly, the para-
noia of embodying Otherness, 
and thus, ugliness. I don’t want 
to be ugly, and I don’t want to 
produce shit, much less stain 
my white bedsheets. But Chen 
reminds me that I am loved not 
for my inability to shit, but my 
whole being—which includes 
the shitting self.

I would like to seriously med-
itate upon my own shit—physi-
cal and metaphorical—and to 
poeticize it. Chen does, and he 
possesses the radical power of 
delivering vulnerable truths—
and thus, the power to decide 
the terms of love, closeness, 
and what we marvel at.

We need more entrails in our 
language, in our conversation, 
in our love. Then, I believe, we 
may be more gracious with our-
selves and with others. “What? 
Hey. I love you.”

After Lauren finished read-
ing the poem, we sat in silence 
for a few moments. We’d go 
on to discuss it, briefly, then 

watch videos of pandas giv-
ing birth. Chen Chen shook 
our world quietly: he suddenly 
made things vulnerable, imme-
diate, and real. I’d like to think 
that bits of our aliveness were 
touched, beckoned.

It’s not a long poem. If you 
read it, consider the winter of 
our being, the fact of shit and 
survival and grace. With win-
ter’s sickness comes the terri-
ble everythingness of our in-
sides, scooping themselves out 
from below our belly, and a love 
that stays. This poem is a peren-
nial state of being; I don’t be-
lieve we ever shed winter. Time 
sticks, grows on us like rings 
of an old tree. So we go on this 
way, touched blessedly by Chen 
Chen. We go on carrying win-
ter with us, even as our eyes are 
pinned skyward to hold all the 
blooming colors in our gaze. 
Here, the fullness of spring, and 
here, too, the leftover fullness 
of winter.

The “icy kiss of the toilet seat” is 
Sabrina Kim’s invocation of the 
Nassau Weekly. 



April 18, 202118

4’2”

3’14”

3’0”

2’9”

2’6”
Racism

Partying during a pandemic

Anti-masker?

Selling douchebag “masks”

Song tops Billboard charts

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 9

over the unfussy affect that 
the New York Times’ “Popcast” 
advertised as Wallen’s 
greatest strength. And who 
could blame me? The music 
is really impressive. Releasing 
a 33-song deluxe album this 
past January titled Dangerous: 
The Double Album, Wallen 
instantaneously received the 
support of the entire critical 
establishment for good reason: 
tight songwriting, vulnerable 
and decidedly un-stadium-
country instrumentation, and 
a uniquely expressive vocal 
talent resulted in what felt 
like the best version of the 
weirdly good country singer 
from your hometown. It was 
authentic: country enough 
for the Lake Martin pontoons, 
“serious” enough for the halls 
of NPR. Morgan Wallen built 
an unexpected empire with 
the debut of Dangerous at 
number one on the Billboard 
charts; for the first time since 
Sam Hunt, a star was born 
in country, and it seemed 

nothing could stop him.

 On February 2, 2021, 
Wallen was walking drunk 
into his Nashville home, 
allegedly after a two-day 
drinking bender. He and his 
friends yelled, honked horns, 
and disturbed his suburban 
neighbors, prompting one 
to record the event. Soon the 
group became emboldened 
and belligerent towards 
the Black resident trying to 
sleep. Wallen turned around 
and exclaimed to his crew, 
“Take care of this pussy-
ass motherfucker! Take 
care of this pussy-ass n––!”

 The video is deeply 
upsetting and made me 
(among millions of Americans) 
no longer a part of the Wallen 
hive. There is something to 
be said for separating the art 
from the artist, but for me, the 
video made the songs wholly 
unenjoyable. The backlash was 
hardly just grassroots, though: 
all major radio platforms, 
streaming playlisting 
programs, award shows, and 
even his record label dropped 

him. Wallen experienced a 
warp-speed cancellation that 
decimated his growing empire 
in a matter of 24 hours. 

 Ten weeks later, 
though, Dangerous was 
continuing its campaign at 
number one, with Wallen 
receiving more streams in 
March than before his racist 
attack. The artist, who is 
now nowhere to be found, 
virtually undiscoverable 
through mainstream avenues, 
is breaking records as his 
unmistakably racist activity 
has been plastered across every 
celebrity news outlet across 
the country. Perseverance feels 
like the wrong word, but the 
way in which his commercial 
success has triumphed over 
his cancellation is miraculous. 
How could this be? How could 
cancel culture’s thesis, that de-
platforming and discouraging 
consumption doles out 
marketplace punishment, 
be so flagrantly disproven? 

Perhaps it was Wallen’s 
unconcerned fanbase. If 
you went onto Wallen’s 
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merchandising shop before 
the controversies, you would 
have found that he sold a gaiter. 
The shrug of face masks, a 
gaiter has more or less become 
the international symbol for 
conservative compromise on 
mask wearing. They were also 
at first erroneously perceived 
to be less effective at deterring 
COVID (and, in my opinion, 
less comfortable than the 
blue medical masks, but 
who’s to say?). Nevertheless, 
non-believers in stringent 
COVID restrictions have 
opted to express liberty 
through wearing an infinity 
scarf. Ironically, the most 
iconic motif of conservative 
lament for more feminine 
men of the late aughts, 
scarves, have now become 
their sartorial rallying cry.

 This is all to say: 
Wallen sold alternative 
masking; he sold rowdy ’Bama 
football games; he sold, well, 
small town southern America. 
His stripped-back ballads such 
as “More Than My Hometown” 

detail the nationalistic, idyllic 
American pastoral white 
nationalism longs for. And 
for all liberal or left-thereof 
music consumers like me who 
may want to project empathy 
toward the “country lifestyle,” 
it is hard to imagine that the 
racism very overtly associated 
with the politics of a white-
dominated genre, appealing 
to a widely conservative 
audience, would not come to 
the fore. The NPRs and NYTs 
jumped at the opportunity 
to laud “main-street” 
songwriting but jumped ship 
as soon as what “main-street” 
says quietly was said out loud. 
Those amenable to the socially 
progressive cancellation of 
Wallen were all in on the 
novel aesthetics of American 
southern conservatism 
until the logical end of their 
embrace was presented. Did 
I seriously feel that this was 
out of line with what I knew 
about Wallen’s character so 
far? To feign surprise is to 
willfully ignore the obvious, 

constructed culture war of 
twenty-first-century American 
life so as to appear more 
charitable to others. If the left 
wing insists on shaming the 
white, working-class Trump 
base for racism based on 
their symbolic gestures, the 
consistent position would 
extend the courtesy to the 
cool, famous singers before 
they berate neighbors with 
racial slurs. Yet I still held 
hope. I wanted to enjoy the 
fruits of an overwhelmingly 
right-wing culture but 
remain morally superior to 
its political manifestation. 
The truth is us newcomers 
wanted it on our terms. When 
Wallen’s cancellation doesn’t 
pan out, its exactors cannot 
be shocked their methods 
of ideological mediation 
failed on opposing turf.

 Wallen’s apparent 
survival through cancellation 
is a reflection of the 
uncomfortable truth that his 
fans do not care that he is 
racist and that cancel culture 

has no plan for dealing with 
those not already on board. 
The millions of streams 
Wallen gets every day come 
from real people who just don’t 
care, or discouragingly, feel 
spoken for and emboldened 
by a casually racist popstar. 
After all, his streams went 
up, not down. In the fight to 
make the world a more just 
place, which won’t really 
happen through boycotting 
a country star, these people 
need to be reached and they 
need to be reckoned with as 
people who can’t be mobilized 
by conflating personal 
consumption habits with anti-
racism. Maybe Wallen speaks 
for a silent majority, or maybe 
his music is just that good to 
some. But in trying to create 
a world where interpersonal 
racism isn’t tolerated, the 
process ran astray with him.
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WPRB 103.3 Recommends:
Force Majeure 
by Dezron Douglas and 
Brandee Younger
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In the midst of the long months of pandemic isolation, jazz musicians Dezron 
Douglas and Brandee Younger recorded Force Majeure from their apartment in East 
Harlem. The fifteen track jazz album, which was recorded in their living room using 
one microphone, unites Douglas’ rhythmic and percussive bass with Younger’s 
melodic and expressive harp. The couple live streamed their performances weekly 
for the first several months of the pandemic, and their repertoire and message 
evolved alongside the turbulent political climate following the killings of Ahmaud 
Arbery, George Floyd, and Breonna Taylor. Their streams quickly grew in reach and 
popularity after being covered by the New York Times and NPR, and in November 
of 2020 they began compiling the best recordings from their weekly sessions into 
what would become Force Majeure.

The album largely comprises covers of tracks by Pharaoh Sanders, John Coltrane, the 
Stylistics, and other jazz icons, and is framed in the context of the COVID-19 pandemic. 
The intro track, titled “Coffee,” is a lighthearted ad-lib check-in from Douglas and 
Younger. From there, the album begins with a cover of Alice Coltrane’s “Gospel Trane,” 
in which Younger pays homage to Coltrane’s pioneering jazz harp sound. The dulcet 
and soulful tones of Younger’s harp-playing are rounded out by Douglas’ full-bodied 
bass. Other highlights on the album include “The Creator has a Master Plan”– a 
recognizable and lovable Sanders homage, a rendition of the Stylistics’ “You Make Me 
Feel Brand New”, and a take on the Carpenters’ “Sing.” “Toilet Paper Romance,” an 
original composition by Douglas and Younger, is the song the musicians ended each of 
their livestream sessions with. Younger’s riffs on the harp are irresistibly angelic in this 
track, and it’s truly one of the best original jazz compositions of recent years. 

Younger, who plans to release a new album on Impulse! in 2021, honors the jazz harp 
tradition pioneered by Alice Coltrane in the late ‘60s and ‘70s -- in fact, she performed at 
Alice Coltrane’s memorial service in 2007, and she has collaborated with Ravi Coltrane, 
the son of John and Alice Coltrane, on several occasions. Ravi said of Brandee Younger 
that “No harpist thus far has been more capable of combining all of the modern harp 
traditions — from Salzedo, through Dorothy Ashby, through Alice Coltrane — with such 
strength, grace and commitment.” On her 2016 album Wax & Wane, Younger reimagines 
Dorothy Ashby’s Afro-Harping, another seminal piece in the jazz harp repertoire. In 
the tradition of Coltrane and Ashby, Younger uses her work as a way to decry political 
injustice and amplify the voices of marginalized artists. One of the best albums to come 
out of quarantine, Force Majeure uniquely captures the political and emotional climate 
of 2020, and provides solace in its joyful and uplifting music. 
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