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About UNCOMMON;YOU
UNCOMMON;YOU is a a NYC-based multi-disciplinary arts

community that fosters and produces work for and by

underrepresented creatives. UCY is a central hub for

meeting dope people and putting intersectionality at the

forefront. Through events, opportunities, installations, and

other mediums that encourage connection and collaboration

amongst creatives, "YOU" are always transforming, and we

want to be a part of that process.
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Spring -Anthony Tan
It’s spring and it’s April’s first day in the world. Small cries fill the dimlit room,

against the beep beep of machines. Her mother smiles, cooing to her little doll.

Her father bends down and picks her up. April, he whispers. April.

 

It’s spring and April wibble-wobbles across the house, bumping into sofas and

tables – swirling colours, rattling toys, the spin of the stars above her crib.

Everything is swaying. Her first word is “mama.” Her first step is followed by

five more, then a thud as she falls on her rump. Her mother smiles, forehead

creased, picks her up and rocks her. Daddy calls and says hello.

 

Flakes of snow drift slowly down, sticking to the window. April has one hand on

the whiteness of the pane, her breath fogging up the glass. She’s just started

drawing a circle when she hears a sound. She turns. Beside the Christmas tree,

mama is sitting on the couch holding a picture. The sound comes again. April

troops over. Her mother picks her up, says daddy will be back soon. When

mama? Soon. When is soon, mama?

 

It’s spring, it’s summer, it’s autumn, it’s winter, it’s spring again. Seasons

bloom, rise and fall. Once a month an envelope arrives, but it’s not enough.

When has it ever been enough? Her mother is never there. If she’d wanted to,

April might find her somewhere close by – the laundromat, the grocers,

babysitting or tutoring – but there’s no need, no money, no time to make dinner

let alone talk and I’m sorry April, I am. It’s okay mom. Don’t worry about it. April

pops leftovers into the microwave and turns on the T.V.

 

It’s spring and there’s no money left. Her mother is coughing, kaff-kaffing, but

the medicine cabinet is empty and the jar of coins is long gone. It’s fine, she

says, don’t worry. I’m fine. April knows she is. She has to be.

 

The ring is the first to go. Her mother hands it over with a quick smile but her

eyes are moist and her hand trembles when she folds it back to her side. The

car is next. The house was already the bank’s. Their new apartment is in the

city, impatient people and jammed roads, and in the wind, metal, trash, and

rubber. Their building has too many stairs. Her mother is shaking by the time

they reach the top.

 

 



It’s spring. Mom’s sick again. It’s worse than before – there’s blood in the sink.

When she’s asleep she calls out dad’s name and when she’s awake she stays in

the big chair. She loves that chair. It’s bad for her back, said our neighbor the

nursing student. He tells me comfort’s the only thing I can do for her. I slam the

door in his face. Then I go back in and wake her from her chair, lead her to her

room, and pretend not to hear the way she whimpers when I help her down. The

pillows are always damp. The room smells sour. made the park into a parking

lot so now there are no more daisies, which means no more flowers on the

table, which means the smell, I mean, I wish... April sits by the bed, watching

her mother mumble herself to sleep.

 

Then it’s spring again and she’s placing daisies on the headstone, looking up to

make sure no one’s around; coast clear. She folds. She sobs. Her fists tear at

the grass but all that comes out is dirt. I couldn’t wake her. I couldn’t save her.

They came and took her away. April starts pounding the ground, pounding until

her arm goes numb. A long time passes before she gets back up.

 

It’s spring and she’s alone. It’s Thanksgiving–Halloween. Christmas. Someone’s

donated a turkey and we carve it up at the shelter. April sets her mother’s

picture on the table beside her. No one says anything. This is her pact, as she

is shuffled from one place to the next; new faces, new papers, but the picture

remains. Men and women come and go, licking their lips and folding their

hands, saying their words and shedding their tears, but I can always go. She

pockets the picture and steps into the street.

 

A light flares, embers and fades; the cigarette meets the slush. A face is a

memory in waiting, a name is a thing to be carved in stone. If a season comes

and a century goes, if the grass browns and the leaves fall and the snow melts

but a flower buds—who can say anything changes, if change is all there is?

 

It’s spring. Below the trees, beneath the grass, mother and daughter meet

once more.

 

 



Lost Love  -Jaina Cipriano



Hidalgo  -Manuel Delgado
Bruges. Scattered like soldiers, no guns,

just brushes and combs, lipsticks and razors, that's all,

souls spread like mines; for us, moons are suns

bright uniforms ready, war comes at sweet nightfall

 

smelling sounds, tasting words, a trap, no doubt

drink your judgment, become your avatar

fight great battles, not even hearts go out;

heels high as hills, guerrilla land, the bar

 

smiles in a series of beats — passion

clashing glasses, patience is cold to hold

the theme: kiss a smile, an eye, a mood — fashion

dress to undress, dig for secret gold

 

last minutes, come on! The show must go-go on

Hidalgo! drink all at once, it´s our song



Observations  -John Oh
In the same way that a square is also a rectangle,but a rectangle is not a

square,

 

Love is a glass half full.

 

Love is a one-way ticket from point A to point

Insane, a freight train derailed by a hurricane.Love can be a hurricane, howling

destruction and torrential rain

quenching bodies, submerging minds, and baptizing souls.

Love is biting the bullet through the pain of childbirth;blood, sweat, tears and

anesthetics;pins and needles felt from an awakening heart.

Love can taste like microwaved macaroni and cheese at

two o clock in the morning on a rainy autumn Saturday.

Love is an unknown fluid on your mattress that you unknowingly sleep on top

of every night.

Love is a rabbit that’s sick of getting pulled out of hats to amuse rabid fans

with magic tricks.

Love is worse than sticks and stones, because it doesn’t break you as much as

it takes from you, it wrings you dry until your bones are dust in the wind

because

Love has the potential to do anything.

 

Love is a glass half empty.

 

Love is disqualified for being an invalid entry

in the macaroni and cheese contest for being a wheel of cheese

with no macaroni. 

Love sounds like a jam session where the sound of the music just

isn’t as important as the people you are playing it with.

Love does not believe in the “wrong notes” because

Love is a lot like jazz: informal, messy, awkward

harmonies that break all the rules in the tastiest way.

Love is not a spork. It is a full set of utensils that are not designed to half-ass

their job of scooping macaroni and cheese into hungry mouths.

Macaroni is fragile.

Sometimes no matter how lovingly you try to scoop it up

it will break and fall apart.

Love does not care about the current physical state

of the macaroni and feasts regardless.

 



Love is deep resentment towards pack-a-day smoking habits

and addiction to pornography; towards drinking problems and constant

lies, towards violent angry outbursts, lack of logic, towards the inability to

reason, towards the inability to

SHUT UP!

towards its tendency to hide itself.

 

Love is staying in the car,willingly waiting in the parking lot,putting up with you

and all your BS

because love has the potential to do anything.

Love is glass.Sometimes when you’re looking straight at it, you don’t realize

it’s there.

If you’re not careful, you might run headfirst into it, only to

let it shatter.You can see your faded reflection within it because

love allows light to permeate while reflecting it simultaneously.

Its presence is already manifested, and it’s

transparent once you realize that it’s there.



Self Love  -Sophie Warrick



The Flight of the Phoenix  -Raymond Wong
 

The cobblestone streets of the seaside town was devoid of people in the usually bustling

weekday lunch rush. To blame was a pounding rain beating relentlessly against the market

square. It led even the most commercial of vendors to abandon their food and knick-knack

carts for the day and weather the storm indoors. They had fled to the local inn, where they

could wait out the storm for a small tea charge, enjoy some snacks and a show as well.

Raindrops coursed through the criss-crossing grooves of the tightly packed red tiles on

the inn’s roof, and guided by its gently sloping curvature, fell just beyond the boundary

between the inn and the street. A cloaked figure moved hurriedly across the abandoned

market square and darted into the inn.

 A hazy cloud of tobacco smoke, with the occasional sour twang of opium, lingered

throughout. Raucous chatter, hearty laughter and the clanging of porcelain cutlery against

dinnerware formed a dissonant harmony that insulated the patrons from the incessant

patter of the rain. Suddenly, the inn went dark. The chatter regressed to a dull buzz of

whispered murmurs. 

A spotlight shone on the stage in the centre of the inn, revealing a girl draped in flowing

red silks, her face covered by the oversized sleeve dangling from her right arm. Behind

her, an ensemble of zither, lute and erhu drew out an exquisite melody, soothing the

patrons and drowning out the patter of the rain. The cloaked figure, desperate for a better

view, elbowed his way to a front row standing spot. Drenched hat in hand, he finally had a

chance to catch his breath, relax, and enjoy the show.

With a slight shift of her arm, the girl revealed, just for a moment, a pair of piercing eyes.

And with just as swift a movement, they disappeared once more behind her voluminous

robes. The dance had begun. 

She twirled rapidly, her body disappearing in a billowing vortex of red, reappearing as she

stopped for a moment, holding her pose with a just leg on the ground, other limbs

stretched in the air, throwing her long, extendable sleeves within an inch of the enthralled

audience, only for them to fall harmlessly to the ground, returning to her control. 

Coyly smiling, she flitted her hands, her fingers tickling the air, sleeves flowing. A quick

flick of the wrist coincided with a particularly sharp note from the zither, and she

disappeared once more in a brilliant storm of red. 

 Her arms swayed with an effortless grace, conducting a vibrant symphony of flying red

silk. She bent over backwards, with one leg in the air, head almost touching the ground,

then snapped forward and jettisoned her long sleeves forward, once more stopping them

a moment before they would touch the audience. With one final spin, she returned to her

spot in centre stage, faced the audience, tilted her head to one side, crossed her wrists,

cascaded her fingers outwards, and with one last coy smile, and hands shaped like a bird

with wings outstretched, the performance had ended. 

 



 

Caught in a dreamlike daze by the girl’s dance, the cloaked figure was snapped back to

reality by the cheers and clapping of the audience. He suddenly remembered what he

needed to do. Weaving his way through the crowd, he scrambled up the stairs to the

balcony, and right before the performers made their way off the stage he reached into his

jacket and showered a bundle of roses onto the stage before the girl. The audience and

the girl, bewildered by the foreign practice, directed their attention to the figure on the

balcony. Upon inspection, the cloaked figure was revealed to be a youth, trying hard to

look like a man. The girl’s bewilderment quickly turned to warmth as she saw through the

cloak and tortoise-shell glasses, and recognized the unkempt hair that tried too hard to be

kempt. An old friend had returned.

 

The crowd soon parted, and the dancing girl and the bookish youth finally had a chance to

speak.

 

“What was that you just did back there?”

 

“It’s something Westerners do after they see a performance they like. It’s a way of saying

thanks.”

 

“Well, I think you startled the audience a bit. Next time I’ll settle for a jianbing after the

show instead.”

 

The youth’s cheeks turned beet red, and the dancing girl laughed.

 

“But I appreciate the gesture.”

 

For a moment, both just stared at the other. The girl saw the youth who left for the city

years ago had not lost his hopeful, fresh complexion, and had gained an air of refined

handsomeness to go along with it. The youth finally understood why he found the many

grandiose shows he witnessed in Shanghai theatres inadequate; they were missing his

kind smiled, dimple-faced star, who had only grown more beautiful since he had last seen

her.

 

Their reminiscences were cut short by the smell of freshly cooked lotus buns. Waiter Jin

had left a cart of them unattended. The girl exchanged a sly grin with the youth, then with

a quick flick of the wrist, a basket of them disappeared into her robes and they dashed

towards the dressing room.

 

 



The youth lounged in a stool, leaning against a mirror with cigarette in one hand and bun in

the other, alternating between long drags of smoke and mouthfuls of bun. He occasionally

stole a glance at the girl, trying to make up for the years of glances he had missed out on.

Knowingly smiling to herself, she pretended not to notice and continued wiping off her

makeup. 

 

With her free hand, she reached for another bun, filling her cheeks with a massive bite of

dough and lotus paste. The youth chuckled.

 

“You still haven’t learned to eat like a lady.”

 

Mildly annoyed, she shot back.   

 

“And you still look like Hu Qiang and his gang could beat the crap out of you.”

 

Feigning offense, he shot up from his stool and stood up, back straight, as though he were

a statesman about to launch into a speech.

 

“Hey, I’m just trying to help. Once you become a star in Shanghai you can’t eat like that

anymore or you’ll get bad press.”

 

The girl seemed unconvinced.

 

“With everything that’s been going on in Shanghai you really think— ”

 

“I mean, I know the war has been heating up lately and the occupation and all…, I mean

that’s the whole reason my parents had me come back from Shanghai—

 

—but the war will end one day! And it’s always been your dream, right? You’ve got the

talent, and the ambition to become famous. Once the war blows over, and I go back to

Shanghai to finish school, you can come with me, I’ll introduce you to some bigshot show-

biz guy, well his son, actually, that I met and—”

 

She diverted her gaze to the ground, ashamedly. 

 

“That was a foolish dream I had when I was younger. It’s not realistic and never will be, war

or not. I’m getting married soon.” 

 

The youth froze in shock. Unwilling to comprehend the situation, he finally managed to find

his words. 

 

 

 



“T-t-to, whom?” he stammered.

 

“The General’s eldest son.”

 

The patrons had long left the inn. A deafening silence rang throughout. He grabbed her

hand and looked her in the eye.

 

“Has Uncle Lin gotten into money problems lately?”

 

She couldn’t return his gaze.

“The dowry is generous and will save the inn. Everything has already been arranged. The

date has been set and invitations already sent. Your family has been invited too, I look

forward to seeing you there.”

 

“B-b-but, you can’t just let your d-d-dreams die so easily! There has got to be another way!

Your father can’t just use you as a—”

 

“That’s enough.”

 

The lotus buns had gone cold. She pulled her hand back sharply and looked at the youth

with pity. Her face, now without makeup, revealed years of sleepless nights from the

constant threat of marauding soldiers, the distant scream of planes dropping death, and

one too many close calls to poverty.  

 

“And besides, in times like these, the only things that can keep a person safe are bombs

and bullets, not pretty poems and fiery words in the paper.”

 

The dancing girl grabbed her parasol and disappeared into the rain.

 

***

 

The cobblestone streets of the town were empty. They had been for a while, as years of

war and bombings had finally taken its toll. Food and knick-knack carts, abandoned by

their owners, burned in the open. The once proud inn had been reduced to a pile of rubble,

a victim of the latest air raid. The youth, now a man, with bags under his tortoise-shell

glasses as proof, moved hurriedly across the ruined market square towards where the inn

once stood, cloak tightly wrapped around his body.

 

 



He was too late. A hazy cloud of smoke floated from the ruins, with the acrid smell of

burning joss paper and haunting wails of distant mourning assaulting the senses. With hat

in hand, the man stared into the tiny, dancing red flame where the stage once stood. He

reached into his pocket, grabbed a handful of joss papers, and with a quick flick of the

wrist, rained them onto the fire. The tiny flame grew stronger with the new kindling, and

suddenly a giant gust of wind came. The fire billowed in size, the tendrils of the flame

coming within an inch of the man’s face. He saw a coy smile in the blaze, and with a

particularly sharp cracking noise, the smile disappeared, melting into the fire.

 

Without warning, the flames exploded, and the man found himself trapped in a vortex of

fire. In the middle of it, he saw a girl, burning.

 

But she seem undisturbed by her predicament. Her arms swayed with an effortless grace,

conducting a vibrant symphony of flying red fireballs. She bent over backwards, with one

leg in the air, head almost touching the ground, then snapped forward and jettisoned the

flames on her sleeves forward, fully engulfing the man. 

 

In the embrace of the heat, he felt his chest swell with warmth, not from the raging inferno

but a deep sense of familiarity. It was the dancing girl.

 

He ran towards her, trying to save her from the flames. But it was no use. Where her body

was supposed to be there was only fire. A great surge of sadness began to overtake him,

but a tendril of smoke wrapped reassuringly around his hand. It gently pulled him closer

towards the flames and towards her ethereal body.

 

His confusion of emotions was calmed by the sight of her piercing eyes and kind smile. For

he had thought that the face he loved so much had been lost forever, and without a

thought, he found his lips touching where hers were supposed to be.  Upon doing so, the

two exploded in a burst of fire, illuminating the night sky. Looking up, one could see a pair

of phoenixes twirling, flitting and posing together all the way to the heavens, and finally

disappearing among the stars, dancing eternally for all those who choose to look above.
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