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[cool, ambient music fades in] 
 
00:09 K McClendon (Co-Host, They/them): Welcome to Envisioning Queer Justice 
Podcast. I'm one of your hosts, K McClendon, and I use they/them pronouns. And I'm 
beyond excited to be hosting this podcast. Envisioning Queer Justice Podcast is a 
youth-led podcast where our goal is to transform stagnant ideas of justice into 
something more real, more tangible and much, much more creative. Through 
conversations with people in the Queer community, we seek to use firsthand 
experience to find new ways to disrupt punitive and exclusionary concepts of justice 
and uplift people in the queer community who envision justice as healing, creation, 
and transformation.  
 

A little bit about me: I am a Fat, Black, Queer Survivor from the Midwest and 
advocating for myself and other marginalized people is a huge part of where I 
choose to put my energy. I'm 21 years old, and I'm a spoken word artist. I love words 
and poetry and stories. And today, I'm so excited for this very special podcast episode 
where I get to share a collection of my poems with you all. These poems that I have 
chosen to read today are very close to my heart ,and I believe that they tell my story, 
very well and I hope that you can see yourself in these stories. Also, many of these 
poems can be found on Button Poetry’s YouTube Channel. If you look up “K 
McClendon Button Poetry” on YouTube.  

 
But before we get into these poems, we're going to give a land and 

enslavement acknowledgement, which has been shaped by many voices but we 
want to specifically name, Dr. Raj Sethuraju. I wanted to acknowledge that no matter 
where most of us are currently located in the United States, we most of us spend 
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today and every day on land stolen from Indigenous people, and cultivated by those 
in the enslaved community. It is essential to understand the long standing history 
that has brought us to reside and benefit from this land, and to seek to understand 
our place within the history of genocide enslavement settler colonialism and racism 
land and enslavement acknowledgments do not exist in past tense, or a historical 
context settler colonialism and white supremacist ideology is current and ongoing 
as an issue. I reside on Dakota land in the Twin Cities of Minnesota.  

 
Land acknowledgments are not meaningful without intentional action. So 

there is more about how you can constructively help to disrupt ongoing colonialism, 
in the show notes we offer some indigenous led organizations for you to donate to or 
uplift, including Honor the Earth, the NDN Collective, and the Black Hills Bail and 
Legal Defense Fund. Now, let's get into some poems. 
 
 
[cool, ambient music fades in and out] 
 
03:20 K McClendon (Co-Host, They/them): This first poem is called Protest. 
 
There is nothing more American than a protest   

I say a protest because 

Ain't that what america been doin what she was built on 

Ain't that what them white folx did thru a fit in the streets fired guns until someone 

listen  

And once they got what the wanted they forgot there home training forgot who 

they made build this shit rewrote history till is was so full of white lies it started to 

taste right and now we cant tell eurocentrism from education 

So here we are in the street blood up to our  hips and we wield signs 

We have all got something to protest and still 

When white people do it they call it a party  

When black folk do they call it a riot  

and there is no greater way to explain oppression  
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No better metaphor for privilege  

That no matter how many bodies they left slayn  

It didn't matter because those bodies did not look like their children  

See 

The white man packed brown bodies like meat into the bellies of ship after ship  

Brought them To “his” america  

and now he’s got the nerve to tell us to  

Go back to Africa 

He says  

Ferguson sit down  

Kaepernick stand up  

Hands up shoot  

He say 

If they wanna protest can they do it in a way that is easy to ignore  

a way that doesn't make my white guilt claw out of my saltwater stomach  

I hate the way it burns  

He don’t wanna to choke on all that history he kept at the far back a his throat  

But now every time he fix his mouth to say any version of nigga  

he can't help but to cough up bones  

His teeth are ivory tombstones  

Tongue a wilted flesh flower 

And i stand before him 

And i alone am the party and the riot 

The white rapper and the black cop  

The black rapper dancing on a cop car  

Unbothered, beatheing, black joy given a body 

I have both thrown the cookout and been invited to it  
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I am The interracial marriage that lasted till death did them part  

My mother married a black man / knowing she may one day have to put back 

together the mosaic of his splintered body / knowing she would split her legs and 

birth an ocean one darker than her mother / knew the child would have her eyes but 

a wider nose / but I wonder if she knew she would have to watch her heart march in 

the street over another aquittle / watch her heart cry in the street as blood overflows 

gurgles out of the sewers while they keep marching till it's proved they matter  

 
Thank you. 
 
05:58 K McClendon (Co-Host, They/them): Now, there's always a lot of pain to write 
about, especially coming from marginalized communities, especially the Black 
community as I do. And that's why I think it's important to also write about joy. We 
have to make space for both things joy and sorrow are not opposite emotions. They 
exist together. One couldn't exist without the other one. 
 
06:25 
So this poem is called Black joy. 
 
06:29 
Blackjoy 
/Defiant Verb/ 
To be Black and happy despite. 
 
This time, imagine Black as it has 
always been: the total absorption of 
light. And this time light means joy. 
When I say I’m dressed in all Black, I 
want you  
to imagine your favorite memory of 
the sun. This time, the Black_____lives 
to tell the rest of the story and no 
white man washes it first. I need you to 
understand Blackjoy. How spiritual it is, 
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how deep like,  back to Africa like, How 
it is rooted in our melanin. Sun Gods, 
light worship. We with sunset skin, 
make the most holy sky crack wide 
open everytime we smile despite, the 
white worlds best effort to drain color 
from our bodies. I am done digging up 
graves for poetry, I deserve a heavy 
harvest. Black bodies be rich like the 
good wet dirt. I mean  
I am a garden, and I am done burying 
things that won’t grow into a beautiful 
something inside of me, and ain’t that 
joy? And ain’t I Black? So don’t that 
make it mine, and whole, and absorbing 
everything light touches.  
. Thank you. 
 
08:06 K McClendon (Co-Host, They/them): This next poem is a form poem. It's 
called A Pantoum. This one is really fun to write super interesting and I'm really 
proud of.  
 
08:22 
A Pantoum for what we plant and let grow  
 
once my father turned my cheek into a field of roses  
The first boy i ever loved did the same  
I knew to apologise 
Oh the art of practicing what have been taught 
 
The first boy i ever loved did the same  
His mama's body a constant flower bed his home a hostel for gardners  
Oh the art of practicing what you have been taught 
After all he was learning to up root earth from men with experience  
 
His mama's body a constant flower bed his home a hostel for gardners  
They said can you blame him?  
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After all he was learning to up root earth from men with experience  
I do not know what man to trace my apologies back to  
 
They said can you blame him? 
I knew to apologise 
I do not know what man to trace my apologies back to 
But once my father turned my cheek into a field of roses 
 
 Thank you. 
 
09:47 K McClendon (Co-Host, They/them): I've been lucky enough to have some 
really amazing experiences traveling across the country to compete in spoken word 
festivals and competitions. With the help of Button Poetry, which is a publishing 
company based out of the Twin Cities. They publish a lot of spoken word artists and 
poetry. and it's an amazing, amazing publishing company that I've loved for so long 
and actually gotten the chance to work at, which is amazing. One of these trips I got 
to go to Detroit and perform at the Rust Belt Poetry Festival. And it was so 
amazing.And so I wrote this poem on that trip, actually, 
 
10:34 When your Black, white people say a lot of wild things to you. You got to learn 
how to synthesize that, and this is how I synthesize this experience with a particular 
white man. This poem is called Detroit ish. And it's after Javan Johnson.  
 
My Lyft driver is white, and male, and in his 20’s so, 
he is talking to be about graduating college,  
 
and the well paying job got he got right after he did.  
How it was so good but how he had to quit, because it  
 
was all work, and he never got enough time to play. Aww.  
After her tells me how good he still is at beer pong, two years graduated  
 
I ask about the city as it slowly opens up like scrap  
metal flowers blooming in front of us and i expect him to say  
something about the weather or a museum or a bar or where to  
get the best fucking sandwhich in town 
 
but he says, 
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Come here five years ago and there was nothing worth  
your time but now? The areas are much nicer more livable. 
 
And a black child falls out of his mouth lands in the Starbucks cup  
to the right him and drowns he, the driver, reminds unfazed. 
 
He says, I like it here. And I image that I would like it here  
too if I believed in his code if i used “nicer” and “more livable”  
instead of calling it gentrified  
 
it must be nice  
to have public transport end before the black  
 
neighborhood begins it must be nice to move  
into a downtown and see people that look like you, Without  
wondering what the neighborhood looked like before you arrived.  
 
Smoke billows out of these streets like signals 
Detroit is always on fire It's belly red and raw  
 
and ain't that like the blackest shit ever? 
And aint i been here before? Not the city but this feeling  
Been in the same conversation with the same white man  
whose still not noticed the jagged shift in my body language  
 
 
Later  
A black man on the trains black hoodie reads  
 
Detroit vs. The World, and I think Flint vs. The World,  
Stephon vs. The World, Ferguson vs The World  
 
and ain't that like the blackest shit  
ever To be against The World? 
 
 
Thank you.  
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K McClendon (Co-Host, They/them): I love storytelling. I love listening to other 
people's stories. I love telling my own stories. I think it's so important to share our 
stories because when you don't. When you don't, you feel that you can feel alone, to 
feel like your story is the only one and Neil Hilborn has a quote in one of his poems 
where he says, “Thank God. You aren't special. Thank God. Someone can relate to 
you. Thank God you can look into somebody's eyes and feel seen and heard and 
known.”  

 
And I think there's a lot of things in this world that tried to silence us. And I 

think it's such a huge act of rebellion. To not be silenced to stand up and tell your 
story, no matter how many times, somebody has told you that it wasn't important or 
it didn't matter... because someone needs to hear your story. Someone needs to 
know what you've gone through. Someone needs to share in your joy. You need to 
witness. And you need to witness.  
 
14:34 This next poem is called Old Town Gender. And then this poem. I think a lot of 
the time it's really hard to talk about race and gender and size, and all of these things 
at once. At one time, and this is my best attempt. I hope you enjoy 
 
15:05 K McClendon (Co-Host, They/them): 
 

Dead name 
 
Is a name dead really if it still lives  
in the mouths of the family that raised me?  
If it still conjors my response like a back  
porch dinner bell? Can I call it dead if I am  
alive, and it’s written on the certificate that says so?  
 
There is no girl here to return to,  
no boy in the distance who wants  
to bend my name into a mask. 
 
They ask for my gender, want me to be  
able to lift my skirt and say there. 
They want me to to pick sides,  
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but this is not kickball, we’re in the  
 
grandstand now.   
 
What is a pronoun if not a stage? 
If not a rodeo, if not the horses’ legs,  
and the will to start bucking? My gender  
in clown make-up. My gender cliging  
to the stirrups.  
 
A black, a gay, and a man walk into a bar, start playing country music. The joke is that 
they are all the same person. So, a billboard calls it pop, making the first cowboys 
white like their jesus. Meanwhile, the whole wide west learns the words. A nation 
wearing black cowboy hats. Boots stomping on the 
 
2 
& 
4 
 
When Lil Nas X comes out gay, my gender black as a funeral procession peeks 
through its fingers, sees a part of itself trending on twitter, for once because it is so 
alive. My gender forgets it had a name once. Considers a reality where they walk in 
the living room right in front of our father, and he does not flinch or hiss. 
  
While I was leaving work today a man, a white man, walked towards his office and 
ended his phone conversation with “I gotta let you go, its time for me get back to 
this slavery.” The white of his collar a small spangled banner wrapping his neck. 
 
A white man slaving, must be the burden of bare cotton fields and clean hands. 
Acres of land that do not know your sweat of you. But made your pockets, and lined 
them for you too.  
 
It must mean he bought the horse but calls himself trainer, thinks “master”  
 
is a strong word.   
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Language so often fails me.  
 
A gender that fits in the mouth of no one. 
A lineage created for consumption.  
 
Can you hear them?  
 
Hooves pounding earth,  
steady like a war is coming,  
my name says start the song. 
 
17:59 K McClendon (Co-Host, They/them): Thank you. Within this past year. I've been 
going through a long journey of recovering from an eating disorder. One that 
completely took over my life, and was very detrimental to everything that I knew and 
loved. And I've been thinking a lot about fatness size diet culture. This next poem 
when I was 16 years old. 
 
18:43 Because someone, a grown man, decided that it would be a good idea to make 
comments about my body, sexualize it and then demonize it at the same moment. 
 
18:58 When you're too young to know that it's not your fault that people say things 
like that to you that it's their fault that it's about them. You can't help but to 
internalize it. You're too young to know that it's not about you. 
 
19:21 And right now in my life I'm learning to unlearn the things that people have 
made me believe were about me. When they weren't learning that I am not wrong. 
 
19:37 I'm not wrong. I was never wrong. I was told I was wrong. But that was not true. 
This poem is about how my body is not wrong. Your body is not wrong. Your body is 
good. My body is good. And anyone who says anything different doesn't know that 
their body is good. But additionally. Don't piss me off because I write a poem like this 
about you. So, here we go. I love this poem a lot 
 
20:25 To the man at the zoo, who after failing  
to get a reaction out of catcalling,  
me resorted to fat shaming instead.  
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What am I to do with all of this body?  
This body that looks like it might fit  
so well in the mouth of salivating men.  
 
Who take a bite just to spit me back  
out they call me to big to swallow.  
This jaw breaker of a woman I am.  
 
Maybe he thought my body big  
top circus tent, figured I'd  
swallowed all its beast and freaks  
 
that they were now nested inside of me.  
And He was just calling for a show, 
expected me to give it to him. 
 
I turned from where I stood, he was behind  
the bars of the tiger enclosure laughing,  
scratching at his cage, hungry. 
 
And when I didn't give 
 him what he wanted,  
he poached me.  
 
Stripped the hide from my back  
into it he cauterized the words  
he called me “Fat Bitch!” 
 
Ivory sawed out of cheeks to reveal  
something now worthless and bleeding out.  
I have become a man's dissection. 
 
Splayed out on his table while he cuts away  
all the parts of me that make him uncomfortable.  
Reminding me I should be ashamed  
of all this skin I’ve got. I realized  
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then that I was every elephant  
in the zoo that day, that I best  
 
feel lucky they’re looking at all,  
that I best dance  
when they tell me to.  
 
I best be easy to use. Something large  
esque, yes but submissive. Or else  
what am I but rotting grey flesh. 
 
Because what am I without the praise of a tiger?  
What makes a woman a woman? Is it a man's confirmation, 
Is it his hands and mouth wide open, touching everything  
 
that isn't his, taking everything that isn't his.  
What's another metaphor for hungry?  
What makes a woman beautiful?  
 
Is it how many dirty names she can be called  
by men as she tries to walk around the block,  
or home, or out of the bathroom at the zoo.  
 
See no matter where woman goes she is always  
in a glass cage she looks up to see fat  
tigers resting their heads on her ceiling.  
 
So Maybe woman is always in the zoo,  
maybe woman is there because she is  
an endangered creature,  
 
Maybe woman has nothing  
but animals inside her.  
She is made of beasts.  
And that is impossible to swallow.  
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23:06 K McClendon (Co-Host, They/them): Thank you, your body is not wrong. My 
body's not wrong. I deserve food, and love and happiness, and joy. I deserve to 
surround myself with people who make me feel love, and happiness, and joy who 
feed me well. And so do you. This poem is about my father and my family. And how 
much they mean to me how much food means to me. And it's an ode to the joy that 
I can feel. And it's an ode to my past self, who struggled and got me here today. And 
my future self who will struggle and who gave me to the next place that I'm 
supposed to be in my life. 
 
24:09 And so I want to thank everyone, my Mom, my Dad, Sydney, Myanna, and 
Avery. I want to thank the people who have helped me get to where I am right now 
today recovering from an eating disorder recovering from anxiety recovering from 
depression recovering from domestic violence. And I want to thank myself because I 
have carried me through all of the things that have ever happened to me. 
 
24:46 And I just want to say that you will carry yourself through all the things that will 
ever happen to you. I believe in me and I believe in you. This is my last poem. Thank 
you so much for listening to all my poems. I appreciate it. And I hope you enjoy. 
 
25:19 
I was raised on seconds and thirds and cornbread browns as my cousins cheeks 
On fried chicken in a dutch oven past meals resurrected in the taste  
my grandmother's hands resurrected in the taste  
and my father  
my father whose hands have become the utensils he uses  
to turn grocery store items into to a meal worth praying over 
the whisk of his pinky  
the the spatula of his palm  
the strainer of his interlocking fingers  
when you sit back from your empty plate scraped clean 
he smiles the biggest this is how he loves  
he loves in food commas  
and in eyes that are bigger than stomachs  
Bc he has known the grown a belly makes to the sound of a silent dinner bell 
He who knows the curve of an empty plate when lunch and dinner looked that way 
too  
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he who broke his back so that my belly could never forget the roundness of a full 
meal so my tongue never had the chance to forget what love tastes like  
Now How could anyone shame that  
how can i shame a body that is privileged enough to be this whole 
I will not shame a body that is privileged enough to be this whole 
Nothing else that's big and beautiful gets shamed for the space it takes 
No walks up to trees excuse me your much too tall  
No one tells the ocean to empty to dry up  
We ain't tellin rivers they too wide to be as alive as they are 
So what’s a body that rolls over itself but a celebration of all world we can take up  
With such small hands  
The men who catcall me then fat shame me on the street 
Grovel for excess 
They want everything bigger than themselves and wonder why they feel so small   
So they call me a glorification if a sickness  
Bc They be goddamned if i 
Be fat and wear my smile like the opposite of a white flag surrender  
I be 300 pounds of pure gold you be graced with my presence  
I will stop telling myself to get smaller  
I will stop wishing for a bracelet of a waist  
My mamma aint six foot for no reason  
She be woman enough to know how to carry a body that demands to be seen  
I demand to be seen and I will stop apologizing for it I will learn how to show this 
body love 
 
K McClendon (Co-Host, They/them): Thank you. Thank you so much for listening. I 
really appreciate you. I hope that you enjoyed. I hope you could find some of yourself 
in these stories in these words, and or. I hope you got something that you needed 
today. 
 
28:18 Poetry and storytelling are two of the oldest and most human ways of 
communicating. Thank you so much for taking this time to listen to my stories. I 
hope you have the courage to go tell your stories, and to listen deeply to others, 
when they tell you there's. you just listened to poems by yours truly K McClendon. 
Please follow me on Instagram @iamtheprotestpoem. And if you'd like to book me 
to do a show, please email me at kmcclendon01[at]hamline[dot]edu.  
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Thank you so much for joining us today on Envisioning Queer Justice. We are 
grateful for your voices, visions and values. Thank you to the Hamline University 
Center for Justice and Law, and PeaceFirst for their fiscal support for this project. The 
opinions expressed on this podcast solely reflect the individual speaker.  
 
The Envisioning Queer Justice Collaborative is a digital platform that seeks to disrupt 
punitive and exclusionary concepts of justice and uplift people in the Queer 
community who envision justice as healing, creation, and transformation. Through 
research, storytelling, and content curation, we offer resources to bring people 
together for safer, more inclusive and liberated communities. To read our research 
findings for the LGBTQ+ youth justice circles, community toolkit, or curated 
resources, please go to our website, www.envisioning queer justice.org, and check us 
out on social media, by searching “Envisioning Queer Justice Collaborative.” 
 
Thank you so much. I'm gonna leave you with a quote from Sierra DeMulder.  
 
“I believe in gentleness. I believe in light. I am my own higher power. I will carry 
myself out.” 
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