
	  
	  
 
 
 
 



Reflection on Project  
I loved the coast. When I visited Orinoco, I couldn’t help but hear and learn the history of the culture 
as well as many of the reasons that the people believe their culture started to wither away. People 
talked about their language being forbidden by the government and about color division making it 
hard for them to have confidence in their languages and in themselves. I relate to the Orinoco story 
as a black woman in America. I believe that as a black woman, there are pressures to change, conform 
and mold oneself to fit into an “acceptable” image of a woman. I see that many black women alter 
their hair, skin, bodies and ultimately strive to own things that are non-essential and solely serve to 
achieve a certain image. I believe that in efforts to achieve a certain image, women lose themselves 
and cease to appreciate things about them that are unique. 
 
Like people in Orinoco, at times, I have felt cast out and under valued. An American idea it to “pick 
oneself up by one’s bootstraps.” But how can this be done when one doesn’t have boots, let alone 
bootstraps? Sometimes it seems as if Black Americans and people in Orinoco are at societal 
disadvantages, that are generated by the governments we support, salute and serve. This poem is a 
compilation of my initial thoughts and feelings about colorism. This was a hard task to do because I 
wanted to peel back and evaluate the many layers of racism and colorism, but there just isn’t enough 
time. 
 
I chose the background photo for a few significant reasons. These steps are remnants of a house in 
Marshall Point, a community 30 minutes by foot from Orinoco. The house is gone because the land 
started to erode and the steps are what is left of the house. I thought about the steps as Garifuna 
culture. And after things began to chance, like the land the house used to be on, it is time to rebuild 
somewhere else—like revitalizing the Garifuna culture. Nonetheless, the steps remain and they are 
unmovable—a lot like Garifuna culture surviving long after its culture was oppressed and 
unrecognized and uncredited. I learned a lot from the Garifuna and I am grateful for my experience 
in Orinoco among the Garifuna people. 
	  


