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Excerpts accompanies the exhibition Hearsay, 
and is the companion publication to  
John Q: Projects 2009-2013. A collection of 
individual projects, Hearsay is a compilation 
of responses to questions about notions of 
truth and southern narratives. Each project 
offers alternative points of view to the historical 
canon, providing a window into the world 
of second-hand information. Not revisionist 
history, nor necessarily based in fact (though 
many are), the projects in Hearsay seek to 
privilege information and perspectives that 
have been historically underrepresented, 
obscured, fictionalized, or untold.

Hearsay is presented with significant 
contributions from artists, archivists, historians, 
and community members, offering a truly 
interdisciplinary collaboration to visualize 
portions of history/ies as they intersect with 
the American South. We are especially grateful 
for our collaborators’ willingness to explore 

their individual or collective voices through 
visual presentations within the Bernard A. 
Zuckerman Museum of Art. Each story builds 
on the next, allowing us to collectively explore 
our own narratives and how they are often 
woven together through hearsay.

Julia Brock 
Teresa Bramlette Reeves 
Kirstie Tepper

Hearsay is representative of the unique 
approach to exhibitions and programming that 
we will strive to continue long into the future—
exploring our world through contemporary 
ideas, exceptional art, historic objects, and 
sometimes unexpected but visually compelling 
ways of thinking. We invite you to participate in 
the conversation.

Justin A. Rabideau 
Director  
Bernard A. Zuckerman Museum of Art
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Historians mostly keep hearsay, rumor, or unsubstantiated 
knowledge at arm’s length—we don’t repeat or use it without 

heavy qualification. Over the course of a century or more our 
knowledge base has become more rigidly disciplined. The 

written has come to dominate the oral in giving evidentiary 
power to our claims about the past. Though we have 

acknowledged that archives (where texts and artifacts are 
held, preserved, and made accessible) are constructs 

of the original creator and the trained professional, we 
generally take their content for granted as authentic and 
factual sources on which to base our work. The texts and 
manuscripts that have survived from past generations, 
however, generally privilege the elite and mainstream. 
Dismissed and forgotten have been histories of the queer, 
resistant, or native—histories that often remained alive 
through oral culture. 

Knowledge of and allusion to the past is deeply embedded 
in the cultural forms in which we tell our stories, in the 
narratives that we construct or retell over the course of 

our lives, and in our relationships to others. By sorting 
out what’s “true” and “false” in these stories, and by 

authorizing the written over oral, historians of the 
twentieth century arguably created a rift in public historical 

knowledge. The stuff of hearsay and rumor, though not 
factual in a formal sense, is the meaning we give to events 

that most profoundly shape our existence. As students 
of interior and exterior human worlds, historians should 

consider these forms of knowledge as paramount.

H E A R S A Y
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Oral history practice has certainly moved us 
toward acknowledgement of the imagined 
and imaginative narrative. The oral historian 
collects human voices and memories in an 
interview setting, recording for posterity all that 
surfaces in the process. Oral culture, what is  
vocalized on the recorder, draws from rumor, 
hearsay, foggy notions, memories, emotion, 
and imagination. Memories and reminiscences 
collected in the oral history, therefore, don’t 
always lend themselves to easy differentiation 
between fact and fiction. Theorists in the 
field, especially Alessandro Portelli and Luisa 
Passerini, remind us that those narratives 
based on unsubstantiated knowledge and 
“faulty” memory are in fact rich with meaning 
about personal and community identity. 
Hearsay not only helps uncover past worlds, it 

also illuminates what those worlds mean to  
us now.

I like to think that the oral historian is an 
intentional collector of accounts fabled and real; 
that we’re building a knowledge body of the 
capacious and sometimes mythical cosmos 
in which people contextualize their beliefs and 
daily actions and how they make sense of what 
they witnessed in the past. The collection of 
installations in Hearsay is a visualization of rich 
narratives that once circulated orally as bodies 
of knowledge. They give privilege to events as 
both static “facts” and as fluid stories that are 
vulnerable to shifts in imagination, interpretation, 
and meaning. In this case hearsay is given form 
and substance; the work realizes hidden pasts 
and allows for visions of what might have been.

 

J U L I A  B R O C K
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Nikita Gale

1961  is a photo-based body of work that 
re-imagines a period of time in the American 
South. I created this work while in residence at 
The Center for Photography at Woodstock in 
Woodstock, New York. 

This is an archaeological and artistic endeavor 
about excavating the intangible. 

This work is about piecing together a 
narrative to bring to life a part of history that 
was seldom seen or shared—the private 
and internal operations of human emotion 
and thought. Much like an archaeologist 
pieces together narratives based on available 
artifacts, I have done the same with a series 
of available visual and written artifacts from 
1961. Instead of piecing together explanations 
of utilitarian processes, I am seeking to piece 
together emotional, intangible phenomena. 

Much like broken and reassembled physical 
remnants of the past, I have researched and 
reassembled texts and imagery that attempt 
to address these internal human processes of 
thought and emotion. The resulting texts are, 
much like archaeological documentation and 
findings reports, imperfect, vague, provocative 
and hint at something—they represent the 
voice behind human emotions and desires. It’s 
the voice that is rarely ever documented; it’s 
the thoughts that we have about each other— 
the thoughts that we can’t share but we feel. 

In the vast landscape of human knowledge, 
both historical and contemporary, information 
can be separated into three broad categories. 
I refer to the first category as Public. This 
is information that is publicly available 
and publicly acknowledged. This type of 
information includes news and current 
events. The second category is Intimate. 
Intimate information alludes to any type of 
information that is known and acknowledged 
by a smaller fraction of the population—any 
sort of information shared by a group of 
family members or friends. The third category 
of information is Secret. This refers to any 
information that is intentionally withheld 
from the Public and Intimate categories of 
information—private emotional feelings and 
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sexual or social taboos, for example. 1961 is a 
project in which I create tableaux that visualize 
the divergence and intersection of these three 
categories of knowledge within a specific time 
and space to draw out a new narrative that 
addresses issues specific to race, sexuality, 
and human emotion. 

I created this body of work out of a desire 
to re-imagine the year 1961 in the American 
South. In considering the relationship of 

past and present, I wanted to apply the 
omniscience that the present has over the past 
within this framework of Public, Intimate, and 
Secret information. The present always knows 
the “future” of the past and will always be 
responsible for applying meaning to the past. 
I created a body of diptychs that synthesizes 
ideas of racial, sexual, and social tensions 
present during the civil rights movement. I 
used found color slides and text from two 
pro-segregation texts (a letter addressed to 

Malcolm X from the grand wizard of the  
KKK and a transcript of a speech by the  
Lt. Governor of Georgia) and combined them 
with rephotographed and recontextualized 
mugshots of the Freedom Riders (a civil rights 
group that rode through the South to promote 
the desegregation of buses).

The language that emerges from this 
“excavation” is a romantic, suggestive narrative 
that has the potential to apply to an endless 

number of interpersonal scenarios. It could 
be a narrative wherein the white masculine 
addresses a non-white or black feminine or 
vise-versa. It could be a narrative suggestive 
of the thoughts of a supervisor about a 
subordinate. It could be a collection of 
thoughts about a friend, or a colleague, or 
some other scenario with which the viewer 
identifies on a very basic level. 
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Donnie Roseberry 
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Donnie Roseberry, the maintenance coordinator 
at the Clarkston Community Center (CCC), 
was born May 5, 1951, in Scottdale, Georgia. 
His mother was a laundry worker and his 
father a brick mason. He graduated high 
school in Scottdale in 1969 and, among other 
occupations, owned a record store and dance 
club there in the mid-1970s. As a young man, 
Roseberry built hot rods and credited some 
of the cars (particularly a Camaro he souped 
up to drag race) with allowing him access to 
social circles that he might not have otherwise 
entered. After training as a plumber in the 
late 70s, he spent much of the 80s working 
construction jobs and for a small appliance 

business in Buckhead. Roseberry worked for 
the city of Clarkston in the 90s before moving 
to the CCC. In the excerpts here he reflects on 
his childhood, experiences with and resistance 
to racism, his discovery of the Electric Eye (a 
teenage dance club in Atlanta), opening his 
own disco, and how Scottdale has changed 
since his childhood. 

Donnie Roseberry
O R A L  H I S T O R Y  

W I T H  J U L I A  B R O C K

R O S E B E R R Y : I went up to the 
third grade in a wheelchair. I was in 
a wheelchair because I was born 
with a birth defect on one foot 
and they had to amputate one of 
my toes but my feet were grown 
crooked.

B R O C K : Did you ever wear 
braces after that?

R O S E B E R R Y : Nah, I didn’t wear 
braces it was just hard for me to 
wear shoes for a while. As I got 
older, came out the wheelchair and 
everything, went all the way through 
elementary school and seen a lot of 
different things during elementary 
school.

B R O C K : Where did you go to 
elementary school?

R O S E B E R R Y : I went to Robert 
Shaw in Scottdale and graduated 
from Hamilton High in Scottdale.

B R O C K : Both were black 
schools?

R O S E B E R R Y : Black schools. 
I went all the way through the 
schools. I almost won the spelling 

bee in the sixth grade. I can’t spell 
now but I won the spelling in the 
sixth grade [laughs]. And, like I said, 
during that time, we were dealing 
with the Klans, you know. Walked 
to school everyday, toting sack 
lunches and everything, peanut 
butter sandwiches. 

B R O C K : Were they visible? You 
said the Klan?

R O S E B E R R Y : Yeah, we seen 
them with their hoods and stuff. 
They’d come down the street riding 
in their trucks and things, throwing 
fire bombs and stuff in the yards. 
We’d have to run out the door to 
throw a firebomb off your front 
porch to keep your house from 
being burned up.

B R O C K : What were they …?

R O S E B E R R Y : When you first 
came into … Parkdale, those were 
the blacks that had a little more 
money than the rest. They had their 
subdivisions built. They’d go down 
through there and burn the crosses 
in their yards because they was just 
… I guess out of jealousy and race 

because they were predominately 
black neighborhoods. There wasn’t 
any whites in there. I guess just out 
of greed. In some of the yards they 
threw in we thought that they was 
against my father because they had 
their own little businesses and stuff. 
Then they had their own corn liquor 
business so we was thinking that 
was what that was from. That went 
on and on. Finally as we got a little 
older, that’s when we ran into my 
grandfather getting killed by them.

B R O C K : Can you tell that story 
again? I’m sorry to make you ….

R O S E B E R R Y : Well, what 
happened, the people he was 
working for … he was staying in 
Stone Mountain, name was Boysie 
Smith. He had been doing some 
work for them [a white family] 
and then one day … I guess 
out of suspicion … they thought 
that they’d [Smith and the white 
employer’s wife] dated or been 
together or something. I guess 
she might have treated him some 
kind of different. I don’t know was 
it a rumor or what. They killed him, 

M a r c h  3 0 ,  2 0 1 3  |  C l a r k s t o n  C o m m u n i t y  C e n t e r
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you know. We had to look for him 
because he came missing and we 
couldn’t find him and so we … 
I was a Cub Scout then and we 
searched a party. Troop 313, that 
was our troop number. Ralph Kemp 
was Scout Master. We all formed 
a search party, we searched, we 
searched and searched and finally 
we decided to search around the 
mountain. When we got halfway up 
the mountain that’s when we found 
him. 

B R O C K : On the trail up the 
mountain?

R O S E B E R R Y : Up the mountain. 
You know there’s a trail that goes all 
the way to the top of the mountain.

B R O C K : Was your Scoutmaster 
with you?

R O S E B E R R Y : Yeah.

B R O C K : So how did … I mean … 
how did y’all become the search 
party for that? 

R O S E B E R R Y : Because it was my 
grandfather. 

B R O C K : But you were ten.

R O S E B E R R Y : I was being 
a Scout, you know … it 
was neighborhoods, just 
neighborhoods, searching. The 

strongest thing that neighborhood 
had then was the Scouts. Cub 
Scouts was strong back then, every 
city from Atlanta on down had their 
own Scout troops. So we were 
strong then. It’s not strong now 
like it was then. That’s what we 
had; that was our summer camps. 
Starvation hikes and everything, 
learning how to survive in the 
woods. Just like Green Berets—we 
were little Green Beret men.

Then, got on up in high school, 
got prom … we had prom and 
everything. We were still at the 
black schools and all of us wanted 
to go to the Huddle House in order 
to eat breakfast. They wouldn’t 
let us eat. By us being a strong-
headed group, we’re tired of this 
stuff here, so all the guys, we 
loaded up some trucks and got us 
some bricks, and everybody was 
sitting up in there eating and so we 
rode through there and we knocked 
all the … broke all the windows out.

B R O C K :  Did anybody chase y’all 
or come after y’all?

R O S E B E R R Y : Well, some guys 
tried to chase us and stuff but, you 
know, they wouldn’t come over 
in the ‘hood. They were younger 
generations and stuff. Finally, the 
school started changing up and I 
graduated in 1969 and that was 

man … this was at the end of ’69 
… I went in the club that then was 
playing Santana … and all that stuff 
back then. I had heard about them 
because I had seen Janis Joplin 
and all them personally before at 
Lake Spivey because I used to 
hang out with the hippies. Most of 
the blacks, they didn’t do nothing 
interesting to me, so I hung out 
with a lot of hippies because they 
were interesting. We used to go to 
Lake Spivey. So anyway, back in 
the club, went in the club, looked 
in the door, and it was all these 
peoples dancing. You know, they 
were all dancing, all the white folks. 
It was a Chinese man who ran 
the place … this was back in ’69, 
now, the Chinese was over in this 
city. He said, “Come on in, come 
on in.” “No, no, I’m not coming in, 
I’m not coming in. White people, 
white people, man. No blacks, no 
blacks.” He said, “Come on in.” 
“How much it is?” He said, “It’s a 
dollar. But for you, free. For you, 
free.” So I said, “Okay.” 

I went on in and I started dancing 
and stuff. Because I could dance; 
I still can dance. I started dancing 
and everything. Reason I dance a 
lot because they told me I wasn’t 
going to walk so I made a liar out 
of the doctors. So I said well, I’m 
going to show up, I’m going to 

walk, I was going to dance, I’m 
going to get over this. So I got 
in there and got to dancing and 
everything. All the guys that … you 
know, I was doing the boogaloo, 
the cool jerk, the mashed potato, 
I was dancing. The next thing you 
know, all of them dancing with 
me. So, they gave me a nickname, 
Apollo. They gave me that name 
because of my car. I had big rims 
on my car, you know … my car 
wasn’t like no one else’s. I built 
it up. I could go anywhere that 
a lot folks couldn’t go by my car 
being like it was. I could go to any 
sock hop in Snellville or anywhere 
because of the way I carried myself. 
I said they’re not going to do me 
like they did my grandfather. I’m 
going to go amongst all of them 
and I’m going to, you know, be 
myself. I’m not going to take what 
my grandmama took and my 
grandfather took from nobody, 
what my mother took from nobody. 
I just said I got to be myself and 
whatever happens, they’ll have 
to deal with it. I was young…. 
We were respected in there and 
everything. We got along with 
everybody, the guys. 

Later on I owned my own little 
nightclub in Scottdale. In my 
hometown I opened up a nightclub. 
My daddy, he had two clubs in 

the last … after that, they shut down 
the school. I graduated at the last 
… after segregation [ended]. That’s 
when they changing up, sending this 
kid to that school, this kid to that 
school, changed it up so we didn’t 
have no football team anymore. 
Also, I was in the band.

B R O C K :  What’d you play?

R O S E B E R R Y : I played the 
saxophone in the band. I couldn’t 
play no sports or nothing like that 
because of my foot. I could march 
in the band although it did hurt my 
foot. I was still able to want to do 
something and wanted to be part of 
it. After graduation, went on with a 
sideshow band and everything.

From prom and stuff ... well, one 
night I was riding in my hot rod 
and going out Clairmont Road and 
Briarcliff (you know that’s still in the 
area, in the vicinity) and I seen all 
these white people going behind this 
Post Office, going in this club [the 
Electric Eye, a teenage dance club]. 
There was a Zesto right across the 
street so I had me a hamburger 
and stuff, because I liked to ride by 
myself … so I went down through 
there to see what was happening. 
I wore Jheri curl to my shoulders 
during that time like the Indians 
(Indian is in my blood) and I went 
in through the door. This Chinese 

Scottdale. One was named the 
Squeeze Inn and the other one was 
named the Hilltop. 

B R O C K :  What years would those 
have been active in?

R O S E B E R R Y : When my dad had 
his clubs? My dad has his nightclubs 
back around like ’67, ’66. 

B R O C K :  What was yours called?

R O S E B E R R Y : I had mine later on; 
I had my club up in like ’73. Let me 
see, ’73, ’75, somewhere around in 
there.

B R O C K :  What was the name of it?

R O S E B E R R Y : Apollo Disco. First 
I opened up … when I opened it 
up there was this lady, she was this 
rich black lady, they owned Luther’s 
Temples Church in Scottdale. 
There’s a big rock church; they had 
owned that church. His name was 
Elder Luther. He had churches in 
Africa and everything. Anyway I 
was sitting on my porch and she 
rode down the street and I wasn’t 
working or nothing, you know, not 
at that time … I was in between jobs 
or something. I don’t know what 
happened but I wasn’t working. 
She said, “You think you can do 
something with my building over 
there?” I said, “What?” She said, “I 
got one end empty. Do you think 
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you can do something?” I got 
to thinking. I said, “Well, I could 
probably make it a record shop.” I 
went over there; she showed it to 
me and everything. She took me 
to get my business license and 
everything. 

… Anyway, so I ran a little record 
and novelty shop for a while. The 
end got empty, vacant. She said, 
“You want that too, Donnie?” I said, 
“Yeah, I’ll have it.” Because she 
wasn’t charging no rent, she just 
wanted to see something did with 
her building. She wasn’t looking for 
no money. I was kind of like family 
to her, anyway. She gave me the 
other end of the building. It had a 
little restaurant part, like three little 
tables, had a kitchen in it. Out there 
it had a big floor. They had tables 
sitting out there because it was 
like a little restaurant. I took all that 
outside and made me a dance floor. 
I made me a little kitchen and sold 
dill pickles, hot dogs, hamburgers 
and stuff like that. Then I took the 
records from the record shop (I 
still had my record shop). I called 
it Apollo Disco; I called it the disco 
part. I had to get my license redid. 
I had a dance floor. The jokers 
I graduated with, they even got 
some bands together and they’ll 
come out and play for me and stuff. 

Then I would have amateur night, 
then at the end I’d have like for the 
teenagers, younger kids, and then 
at night I’d have eighteen and older. 

B R O C K :  Tell me about the music. 
What kind of records were you 
spinning?

R O S E B E R R Y : Spinning like 
“Bustin’ Loose” [by Chuck Brown 
and the Soul Searchers] ... “Ring 
My Bell” [by Anita Ward], all kinds 
of songs … all kinds of songs … 
do some Jimi Hendrix, Tina Turner, 
good stuff. We’d spin and have 
a good time. Finally, the fish man 
moved out of the middle so she 
said, “You can have the whole 
building now.” I put me a little 
t.v. up there built out of wood; it 
wasn’t that fancy. Built me a little 
bar out of the wood, get some 
stools. I made that out of wood, 
handcrafted. Made a big bench …  
I started selling a little beer. I didn’t 
have no license for my beer, now. 
But she was going to get me my 
license. I started selling a little beer 
and everything. By her being holy 
and stuff, she said, “Donnie, you’re 
going to get in trouble selling that 
beer. Let’s go and see if we can get 
you some alcohol license.” … But 
once I shut down nothing ever go 
back on there and finally the building 
got pushed on later on in life .... 

My grandmama, my great-
grandmama, she lived to be 109; 
she was Indian. That was right 
before the housing came through 
and took all the black people’s land 
down there in Scottdale. Yeah, my 
grandmama, everybody had houses 
down there where Tobie Grant 
facility at … Ms. Tobie Grant—
everybody know Ms. Tobie Grant. 
She was a fortune teller, black lady. 
She owned most of the property 
and around down there. She 
donated the center, the Tobie Grant 
Recreation Center, she donated all 
that property. Down there where the 
projects, all that was houses. They 
came through, the developers came 
through and bought everybody’s 
land for little or nothing. My great-
grandmama (my grandmama 
stayed with my great-grandmama) 
they had a big house down there, 
almost as big as this center right 
here. The backyard was about the 
size of a field down there. We used 
to play football. A lot of houses 
were down there but the developers 
came through and bought the land 
and built projects. That broke up a 
lot of the neighborhood then. The 
school is still there. 

“Memory” or “mental” 
mapping is a tool that 
cultural geographers 
and other researchers 
use to understand our 
relationship with place 
and space. Rather than 
an attempt at accuracy, 
memory maps convey 
what we imagine about 
the geographies that 
surround us. Landmarks, 
symbolic and real 
barriers (such as railroad 
tracks), dwellings, 
navigation routes, and 
long-gone buildings exist 
out of scale but depict a 
set of relationships in the 
mind of the mapmaker.

Donnie Roseberry drew a memory map  
of his neighborhood in Scottdale, Georgia, 
where he was born and raised. Roseberry has 
seen dramatic change in the neighborhood. 
It was once a dynamic African American 
community, but Dekalb County bulldozed most 
homes in the late 1960s to make way for Tobie 
Grant Manor, a public housing project. The 
Dekalb Housing Authority recently razed the 
Tobie Grant homes. Roseberry drew the places 
closest to his story—his family home, school, 
and the record store and disco he owned 
in the 1970s—and noted what parts of the 
neighborhood are gone.
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Policing Ourselves 
Policing Ourselves, performance and reading, Outwrite Bookstore 
& Coffeehouse, Atlanta, Georgia, February 23, 20111 

Policing Ourselves was both a performance and a reading for 
the release of a special issue, “Remember Me, Forget Me,” of 
the JOSH (the Journal of Sexual Homos). For the event, John 
Q appeared in handcuffs and dressed in police uniforms. The 
performance was a reference to the unlawful 2009 police raid on 
the Eagle, a leather bar in Midtown. The notion that police were 
in plain clothes and avoiding being noticed, but Eagle customers 
were visible within the space and possibly at times uniformed 
seemed ironic. During the raid itself, any notion of play and trust 
was obliterated by the real violence. We have considered this 
a reflection on Freud’s uncanny in which slippage is created 
between the intimately familiar and the eerily unknown. John Q 
remained in handcuffs while individually signing the JOSH issues, 
as a way of performing as both subject and object of authority.

Sami Luay  
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Sami Luay, the events and facility coordinator 
at the Clarkston Community Center, was 
born in Baghdad in 1982 to a middle-class 
family. Both of his parents were bank workers 
who attended university in Baghdad. Luay 
had what he described as a fairly normal 
childhood; though his father was drafted to 
fight in the Iran-Iraq War, the conflict did not 
affect his family materially. The Gulf War more 
directly hit home and his family went without 
basic supplies. Luay finished his secondary 
schooling at a private fine arts school (where 
he specialized in graphic arts) before the 
Iraq War began and then went to work as an 
interpreter for the U.S. Army. After 2005, Luay 
was isolated by his work in the Green Zone 
and he became a target for retribution by other 
Iraqis. He stopped working for the Army and 

got a job with the Iraqi Ministry of Culture in the 
late 2000s as a graphic designer. Luay came to 
Clarkston with refugee status in January 2011. 
His fluency in English, his work with the Army, 
and his knowledge of American culture set him 
apart from other refugees, but his transition 
was difficult. In the excerpts here he reflects on 
his first months in America, race in the South, 
identity, and the memory map he created for 
the Hearsay project. 

L U AY:  We drive away from the 
airport to the neighborhood … 
the apartment in Clarkston. All the 
way, I was like, God I want to see 
buildings. So I was like, oh my God, 
there is not even a store around 
me! How will I survive? So [a 
representative from the International 
Rescue Committee] dropped me 
there … and true enough, they sent 
some Iraqi person to the airport to 
welcome me but that person, when 
she knew I [spoke] English, said, 
“Okay, he will take care of himself.” 
So, oh okay, this was my challenge:  
people will assume, because I 
speak English, I can figure out 
everything. But they don’t know 
that it’s a total different system. 
It’s not about language. You don’t 
know how to get a taxi or … you 
know?  

So, they put me here and the 
first day was, okay, I arrived 
late at night, probably 11, I was 
exhausted. The trip took almost 
three days. I was really exhausted 
... I woke up in the morning, I 
felt like … it was funny … like in 
the movies, like Friends would 

be next door. Jennifer Aniston 
[laughs]? I noticed that all around 
me, immigrants, they don’t speak 
English. 

B R O C K :  You were in a complex?  

L U AY:  In a complex, yeah. 
That complex worked with IRC 
[International Rescue Committee] 
so all the new arrivals, they rent 
there. I want to charge my phone 
because the power is different than 
Iraq so I went to buy a charger and 
I start to walk to discover places 
and I get lost. I went to one store 
and bought the charger and it was 
eight bucks or something and they 
charged me twelve—this was the 
first time I was exposed to tax. 
Back home, we don’t pay tax. I was 
like, “They stole me. They steal my 
money.” [laughs] I asked the man, 
“Why do you charge me extra?” He 
said, “Yeah, there’s tax.” I was really 
pissed [laughs]. I went back and for 
two days no one came to talk to 
me. It was like, what’s going on?

B R O C K :  Where did you get 
groceries?

Sami Luay
O R A L  H I S T O R Y  

W I T H  J U L I A  B R O C K

L U AY:  I walked somewhere there 
to a grocery store. In Clarkston, 
Memorial Drive. I got groceries. 
They came to check on me when 
I was buying something and 
they talked to my neighbor (my 
neighbor was also Iraqi) and he 
came knocking on the door. He 
said, “Where have you been?” I 
said, “Who you are?” He said, “I’m 
your neighbor and they came and 
looked for you.” He helped me. He 
had been there like three months so 
he helped me how to use MARTA, 
how to get a sub card and these 
things. I started to go to IRC to 
do interviews. They did their best 
but there is a lot of people. There 
are worse cases than mine and 
because I spoke English they did 
not even bother. Like, “He will figure 
it out.” Okay. I will try. I stopped 
going there because it was like long 
waiting for six hours for no reason. 
Yeah, I found my first job as a 
language instructor at ALTA. 

B R O C K :  Which is private? A 
private language school?

L U AY:  A private language school 
but they have contracts with the 

M a r c h  2 3 ,  2 0 1 4  |  C l a r k s t o n  C o m m u n i t y  C e n t e r



3534

Navy, the majority are with the 
Navy. So it was the same quality 
of people I used to work with. A 
couple luckily speak Arabic. First I 
was in Augusta but before that … 
first, something that really shocked 
me beside the tax was public 
transportation. Georgia is really 
bad. If you take MARTA you have to 
wait thirty minutes to one hour and 
so I was dying to get a car. 

My first thing … I got money with 
me from Iraq and it was crazy. Back 
home, we don’t trust the banks 
because after the invasion, there go 
banks and people lost their money. 
People started saving cash. Here if 
you carry cash people think you are 
a drug dealer or you do something 
illegal [laughs]. 

So, I was really wanting to get a 
car but I had to do the test. Iraqis 
around me, they don’t speak 
English so they make me think the 
test is the hardest test in life … One 
day I went to take the test. Actually 
I stopped to help with IRC to help 
people get Georgia ID. I was at the 
same place they do driver license 
tests. I said, “Okay, I will take it.” 
There was a couple of Iraqi guys 
who had taken the test eight times, 
who had been trying over and over. 
I went and sat at the computer 
and was like okay, next, next. The 

whole questions … I thought I was 
preparing to get the test. I came 
out and she told me, “Yeah, you 
passed.” I was like, where was the 
test [laughs]? My friend told me, 
“No, no you didn’t pass. It was a 
hard test!” I passed and I was so 
excited. Oh my God. I would have 
bought a car then. Another issue, 
if you want to buy a car, to go look 
… so I found my way to Craigslist. 
I found one car and asked him 
to come close to me, please. He 
came and it was a Toyota Corolla 
2002. In Iraq, after 2008, people 
started to get new cars and change 
it each year. It was not like me to 
buy an old car. I didn’t care—I want 
a car. I bought it and my life in the 
U.S. started.

B R O C K :  So yeah, you have a car 
now. By that time, when you got 
a car, had you figured out how to 
get around pretty easily …

L U AY:  GPS, GPS is the best 
human creation. Especially here. 
I don’t know, for some reason, 
everything was the same for me. 
Back home you have different 
buildings, different stores. Here, you 
will see same plaza, same stores, 
same layout, you know?  It’s easy 
to get lost. Like, I just saw Kroger 
[laughs]. There’s Krogers all over 
the place …

Did you learn about Texas through 
him?

L U AY:  No, no in the movies. My 
father was really into cowboy 
movies. Like hats, jeans. This was 
my thinking about the South, yeah.

B R O C K :  What do you think now 
that you moved here and you 
lived here for three years? Have 
you learned much about the strict 
divisions based on race that we 
had here?

L U AY:  This is surprising, was 
for me. I didn’t think … I hadn’t 
been exposed to that back home. 
America for me … black or white 
you are American. It’s equal. 
Actually, if you see a black person 
you think directly he is an American. 
African for us was Sudanese … 
I didn’t have this problem. But I 
moved here and it’s still … people 
live kind of separate. People 
say the North, white, the South, 
African American. So I started to 
hear from people the history and 
how aggressive and severe it was. 
Personally I don’t have an issue 
because people, they don’t see me 
maybe as dark enough or white 
enough to involve …

B R O C K :  To place you …

L U AY:  Yeah.

B R O C K :  Do you think of yourself 
as an Iraqi American? How would 
you describe yourself if you had to 
use those kind of words?

L U AY:  That’s funny, I never thought 
I belonged, like I’m Iraqi. For some 
reason. I love my country and 
everything but I know I’m different, 
the way I’m thinking and the whole 
thing, and did not feel like I fit in. 
Because I isolated myself for a 
while, from 2003-9 with American 
culture, I felt like I’m more American 
than Iraqi. When I received my 
Green Card I did not really care; 
people are dying for a Green Card 
but I was like, okay it’s another ID. 
I’m waiting for the day I get my 
citizenship then be American. That’s 
what I want.

B R O C K :  Before I stop the 
recorder will you explain the map? 

L U AY:  So the map. 

B R O C K :  It looks like [I-]285, so 
the perimeter.

L U AY:  The funny thing is, the way 
I think about it, it looks like the Iraqi 
map. This is the Iraqi map [points 
to top map]. So you have the two 
rivers that meet in Baghdad, which 
is Atlanta, and go to the south. So 
this is in my mind similar to the Iraqi 
map. 

B R O C K :  So you got the car, you 
have your GPS, you’re driving 
around. Did you … because 
there’s a fairly sizable Iraqi 
population in Atlanta among the 
refugee communities. Is that …?

L U AY:  I had roommates. I had Iraqi 
roommates. I did not feel like I’m 
related to them in any way because 
I told you, when I started to be … 
when my process started to build 
I started to be around Americans. 
The way I’m thinking, the way I see 
things is totally different. We did not 
get along at all so I was like, okay 
whatever. I had a contract and they 
would see me like I’m the older 
brother for them because they don’t 
speak English. I helped them to get 
paperwork and the whole thing … 
helped find jobs, helped look online. 
So I feel like they are like my kids. 
They cannot even write a letter or 
fill out an application. I stayed with 
them for two years, actually, until 
both of them got married and left. 

B R O C K :  You worked [in Iraq] with 
a commander in the Army from 
Texas?

L U AY:  Yeah.

B R O C K :  When you came here 
you referenced worrying that the 
South was going to be like Texas. 

B R O C K :  And then you circled this 
part?

L U AY:  Yeah, so you know I put 
here at Clarkston, the place I work, 
then Decatur, which is … I live here 
in Avondale, but Decatur … like, 
most of my groceries, restaurants, 
or wherever I go it’s in Decatur 
and Atlanta. Well, Druid Hills, 
somewhere here …

B R O C K :  And that’s the gym?

L U AY:  This is the gym. From home, 
gym, Clarkston, so yeah, I have 
never been here (points west on 
the map) or even the south. I went 
here [points north] a couple of time 
to visit my friends and yeah, that’s 
about it.
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As Sami Luay explained in his oral history, the metro 
Atlanta map looked to him like a map of Iraq. In the 
place of the Tigris and Euphrates rivers in Iraq (with 
Baghdad at the centerpoint), interstates I-75 and 
I-85 traversed the metro area’s north-south axis (with 
Atlanta in the center). 

A C K N O W L E D G M E N T S

IThese interviews were made possible by a collaboration 
with the Clarkston Community Center and its director, 
McKenzie Wren. Special thanks go to Sami Luay and 

Donnie Roseberry for granting permission to reprint their 
stories and maps here. Portraits are courtesy of Wesley 
Channell (www.wesleychannell.com).
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Clarkston Photovoice Project
A Note from the Facilitator

B I R T H E  C .  R E I M E R S

The images and collages in this exhibition are 
the creative results of a Photovoice project on 
community dynamics in Clarkston, Georgia. 
Clarkston is a major refugee resettlement hub 
located in a predominantly African American 
working-class community in metro Atlanta. It 
is also one of the most diverse towns in the 
American southeast with residents coming from 
over fifty countries around the world. Even though 
the different groups coexist in close proximity, 
close communal ties are the exception and many 
intergroup conflicts have been lingering covertly for 
years without open discussion or resolution. 

In preliminary fieldwork preceding this project, residents 
of various backgrounds had problematized intercultural 
conflicts and criticized that neither refugees nor locals 
are consulted in the decision-making processes that 
impact their daily lives. In the fall of 2013, the Regional 
Representative of the Office of Refugee Resettlement 
stated that in order to build community, educate the 

public, increase acceptance and support of refugees, 
and improve policy-making, local input and ground-
level knowledge were needed. At the same time, the 
U.S. Senate Committee on Foreign Relations has 
called for the development of community engagement 
strategies that facilitate and promote intercultural 
contact and understanding among residents of 
resettlement communities. 

This image-and dialogue-based Photovoice 
project was conducted in order to lend a proverbial 
megaphone to a diverse group of Clarkston residents 
to compile and share with policy makers and 
service providers their perspectives on the assets 
and challenges that shape communal dynamics in 
town and unite or divide the population. Introducing 
the Photovoice methodology to the field of Conflict 
Management, this project was also designed to explore 
the utility of Photovoice as a community engagement 
strategy to transform the relationships among project 
participants reflecting the diversity of the community. 

Between January and March 2014, following an 
intensive photo and ethics training, thirteen African 
American, white American, and “New American” 
members of the Clarkston community set out as 
photographers and co-researchers to document 
life in town through their lenses. They gathered on 
Saturdays to share their images and engage in in-
depth discussions about community dynamics in 
Clarkston, which allowed them to see life in town from 
their neighbor’s perspectives.

Clarkston Village 
Clarkston Village is a good place, it’s a historic place. The 
people who have a business there, they are coming from 
different countries. They are Ethiopians, a German, Koreans, 
Nepali, Burma, Eritrea, and Guinea. So that is a very good 
place for all refugees who do not know English. But even 
Americans like to come to this place to see the newcomers 
to America. People come from many different states to just 
come and visit new refugees and the small businesses. They 
come to eat there, like at the Ethiopian and at the Burma 
restaurant. We have different cuisines there. And Clarkston is 
quite nice. 

I like Thriftown. The owner is very good to the community. 
He likes his customers and he likes the neighborhood. Many 
people have different problems, sometimes they don’t have 
food stamps, but if they go there and tell him that they don’t 
have food stamps, he helps them. All the workers at Thriftown 
are refugees mixed with Americans. They are from Vietnam; 
Iraqis, Ethiopians, African Americans, Burmese, Senegalese, 
and some people from Sudan work there, too. I am like the 
owner there! Always, when there is a meeting, they tell me to 
go on their behalf.  
Amina Osman, photographer
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Since this project was all about hearing community 
members’ voices, it seems appropriate to share 
some of the participants’ feedback, which will help 
the viewers contextualize the images they see: 

“People need to be heard. Thank you for allowing the 
exchanges. It is nice to experience Clarkston through 
other people’s lenses. Each week, I am more excited to 
see how this project will turn out and can be a catalyst 
for positive change in the community.”

I am taking away from today’s session that “the 
approach to helping low-income refugees vs. low-
income African Americans is different; mindfulness of 
generational poverty is very important. [I recognize] 
how important it is to be mindful and aware of past 
experiences and how it may have an influence on 

people’s perspectives and feelings today. [I also realize] 
how the city of Clarkston—some administrators—may 
actually be creating an unintentional divide among 
residents in the city.”

 “A lack of connections underlies all other issues, it is 
the fundamental problem. Many people do not have the 
time or energy to devote to the effort required to make 
connections. There are many things that could draw 
people together—sports, food, music, art, children, their 
welfare might be the most powerful.”

“In a short amount of time you can find out a lot about a 
person. Even though we all came from different origins, 
we can understand and work together as a group.”

“I wanted to take pictures that express the great respect 
and compassion [my project partner] has, I tried to 
capture what is important to her and I was really happy 
and focused when I was taking the pictures, I really 
loved this assignment. It linked us to become even 
closer and I don’t think that could’ve happened without 
this assignment.”

“Taking pictures of others’ stories helps community 
members empathize and find common ground. Going 
through someone’s motions as they engage with 
the community helps identify new opportunities to 
communicate. I learned quite a bit about the current 
life of [my project partner]. I was able to view and 
experience her life in a context that was foreign to me 
and is now becoming part of my life.”

“There is power in telling someone’s story [through 
imagery]. People can ‘get you’ in more ways than just 
listening to what you say aloud. I am thankful each 

week for the opportunity to participate and for all the 
ways my life has been enriched by this project. I gave 
extra thought to representing someone else’s life and 
the responsibility that brings.”

“I learned over the course of the Photovoice project 
to Focus = Focus on the objective of the community 
as a whole, what I can do, or we do collectively to 
make it a better community and a better city for the 
current residents and future residents. [I also learned 
to be] Proactive = Be proactive, within the community. 
Communicate with those outside your culture or 
boundaries. Be attentive to their needs and be an active 
member in the community even if you do not want 
your name in the papers, you still have the voice and 
ability to make the change. [I also learned] Compassion 
= When you show compassion to others, they will 
return the favor. People respond to kindness and that 
kindness can make a big impact. Give a hand to those 
in need, be compassionate and understand. Take the 
time to understand one another and find a resolution 
that can benefit you and them and the community as a 
whole.”

“Photography is more than just an image on a paper 
or posted on a wall, it’s a powerful or light-hearted 
message that conveys the message the photographer 
wants the audience to see through his or her lenses. 
Photovoice has taught me that images are more 
powerful “voice” tools rather than just arguing or not 
finding the right words to send your message across, 
in the click of a button and a flash of light an image 
is produced to express that message and even more 
in a powerful way. Photovoice has given me the 
courage and opened my eyes to the beauty in the 
Clarkston community and also the harsh reality that 
the residents face. It is a wonderful project that I wish 
was implemented in many college courses to give the 
students a glimpse and understanding of the refugee, 
immigrant, residential life in communities such as 
Clarkston.”

In six months, I will remember that “the [Photovoice] 
experience has made me feel more connected with 
Clarkston and the community. [I will remember] how 
connected we can feel with others with a simple 
conversation.”

Culture  
It’s nice to have a little of what’s back home here in Clarkston. 
It serves as a reminder and keeps me connected to my 
Ethiopian culture. Gunawork Wondimneh, photographer

Walk in Friendship Forest with 
puppies. Surveying the damage 
from the winter storm and 
recent arson fires set in the 
forest. Ted Terry, photographer
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Scoreboard
In my opinion, the largest negative in Clarkston is 
that too many people "keep score" in a game that 
cannot afford to yield a single winner. I have been 
to too many meetings, and overheard too many 
conversations, that digress into some 'wrong' 
being charged once-upon-a-time to one party or 
another. It is like people are taking sides on teams, 
entering the field, putting a ball into play, tackling 
each other, but no one ever scores. It is almost as 
if there is a contentedness in having dirty uniforms 
without yet making offensive progress toward the 
goal. Perhaps at the root of the scrimmage is the 
fact that the goal has not been properly identified.  
Diana Robinson, photographer

Parenthood 
The two sidewalks serve as paths that kids from 
other countries can take in a new environment 
and culture. With the many challenges they’re 
going to face, I as a parent worry how my kids are 
going to overcome those obstacles on the way to 
their dreams. The street symbolizes actual streets 
that kids cross to go to school, the library, stores, 
the community center, etc. [It also symbolizes] 
a path to their future in this society. We parents 
worry both when they cross the streets and the 
path they’re taking to their future and whether 
they’ll be strong enough to get through the tough 
times. Adugna Kassa, photographer

Blurred Vision
I can’t believe this sign is even up. 
This is really a shame on the city if 
they allowed this to happen. To me, 
this signifies the lack of care and 
attention to detail by the city. 
Mona Patel, photographer 
[The sign used to read CHURCH 
ST, which has been covered up to 
read CENTRAL DR.] 
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Untitled 
The man is going to work at the chicken place 
where only they [refugees] can work. I don’t think 
that’s fair to others that need jobs. They make 
$12 an hour; that’s good money. But I found out 
that no one wants to work there because of the 
working conditions and it is hard work.  
Claudette Delaney, photographer

Offices of Refugee Family Services
RFS is one of the oldest refugee-serving 
organizations in the Clarkston area. It goes back 
to the very first Vietnamese refugees in the mid-
70s and was founded by a Vietnamese woman. 
The range of services is impressive: the range 
of initial resettlement services provided to new 
refugees; afterschool programs for children and 
youth; political and policy advocacy for refugees 
and immigrants; a school-liaison program to assist 
families when their children are having difficulty in 
school. Though impressive, the services provided 
do not begin to meet the needs of refugees.

Nevertheless, this wonderful organization is 
representative of a problem the refugee-serving 
organizations pose for the community: There 
is another population in the community that is 
equally large with exactly the same problems that 
refugees have—low-income African Americans. 
Yet neither the refugee-serving organizations nor 

Locked Out  
Who has the keys to unlock the city’s potential, 
and why haven’t they been used? The gates have 
been padlocked on Clarkston’s “Field of Dreams.” 
People complain about access to resources, but 
they are not willing to put their shoulder to the 
plow, and give of their time and energy to lend a 
hand. CDF worked hard to engage the community 
[in the Clarkston Community Trust process], but in 
the end, the people that will benefit most (families 
with students) were not out in numbers that made 
me believe the problem [education] is worth all of 
the resources. I believe there is a need, but I do 
not believe it is Clarkston’s highest priority. The 
key to accessing increased resources in Clarkston 
lies in economic development. We have got to 
create, nurture, and sustain opportunities that will 
make Clarkston a “destination” for people to live, 
work, shop, play, and learn. We cannot afford to 
be one of the metro area’s best kept secrets. We 
must increase the city’s tax revenue without further 
burdening the homeowners. We need to have 
impact taxes levied on landlords and slumlords. 

Untitled 
Why do people play games at night? When I go 
to downtown Atlanta, people allow me to join their 
chess games. In Clarkston, nobody lets me play.
Isis Mpitu, photographer

any other organizations provide similar services to the African Americans. 
The discrepancy is a source of great resentment and an obstacle to 
inclusion of African Americans in efforts to solve problems and build 
community in the area. Eric Weir, photographer

We need to make it more desirable to be a Clarkston homeowner than a 
renter or apartment dweller. Clarkston is bleeding cash to vampire people 
that use its resources to get on their feet, and move on without investing for 
the next generation. Diana Robinson, photographer
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Crime Happens Everywhere 
[My project partner] is an amazing person. And 
just like this tree that changes its leaves with the 
seasons; she blooms with vibrant personality 
and knowledge. I chose to take a picture 
of this tree because it has endured the cold 
weather and remained in its beauty. In spite of 
her struggle with the unwanted visitors for two 
years to her home she continues to live in the 
Clarkston community—this symbolizes her strong 
willingness and passion for this community, as 
this tree still remains rooted to the ground, but 
yet grows with leaves as she has grown with 
compassion. Selamawit Yakob, photographer

Untitled 
This image to me represents a vulnerable animal 
sitting on a strong and powerful machine. The 
bird and its stance represent [my project partner], 
very strong and looking straight ahead towards 
prosperity. The automobile represents the 
convoluted process of settling and assimilating in 
the United States. To me, the willingness to stand 
alongside the process that is the machine and 
voice her opinion as a confident humanitarian is 
inspiring! Mike Carpenter, photographer

Untitled 
As I was walking outside to hunt for good 
shots I heard all of these birds chirping from 
the tree above. The orchestra of tones seemed 
chaotic, but as I continued to watch, the sounds 
eventually stopped and the birds flew off as a 
synchronized group, leaving the tree quiet....
Over the past year, I believe I have become a 
better listener, which in turn helps me to see 
other perspectives. The birds reminded me that I 
have both the ability to express and hear others’ 
voices! Mike Carpenter, photographer

Broken Window Theory 1 
This photo is a common sight at the Fox Trail 
complex […]. I understand that many of these 
residents, who seem to be mostly immigrants, 
don’t have access to a dryer, need to air dry 
their clothes. I actually commend the practice of 
air drying laundry as it’s energy efficient. I have 
a problem with the actual complex and their 
disregard for the needs of their residents […]. 
This photo to me depicts the lack of care for 
their surrounding community—they don’t care 
if the complex looks dilapidated and run down 
and if it may potentially bring down the value 
of the entire neighborhood. The complex could 
easily put up clothes lines in the backyard to help 
their paying residents and to make the complex 
integrate with the surrounding neighborhood. 
Right now, it feels like an “us vs them” vibe in the 
community because there are stark differences in 
this complex and the rest of the neighborhood. To 
me, this symbolizes the broken window theory.  
Mona Patel, photographer
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Untitled
Clarkston is probably one of the most diverse 1.1 
square miles in the world. The following words 
may be sung to the tune of “Jesus Loves the 
Little Children”: 
Clarkston takes in all the people,
People from around the world, Red and yellow, 
black and white, Home of the Brave, the Free, the 
Plight, Clarkston is a home for all the world.
Diana Robinson, photographer

Train Tracks  
This picture represents the many cultures that  
exist in Clarkston, the division between them, and 
the long way we’ve come to build relationships 
and our tireless efforts to keep improving our 
community. Gunawork Wondimneh, photographer
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want to see in the world” are among the most powerful 
words with which Mahatma Gandhi left us. You all stepped 
up to the plate and have become the change you want 
to see in Clarkston. I have said it before and I will say 
it again: you are the project—without you, none of this 
would have happened. Thank you for opening your hearts 
and minds and embarking on this incredible journey with 
me. We are not done …

“Photography has little to do with the things you see and 
everything to do with the way you see them.” (Elliot Erwitt)
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When asked by Julia Collier Harris of the Chattanooga 
Times about her inspiration for writing Gone with 
the Wind, Margaret Mitchell responded, “I suppose 
I started in my cradle.” Recalling that her father, an 
amateur historian and co-founder of the Atlanta 
Historical Society was “an authority on Atlanta and 
Georgia history of that period,” and that her mother 
“knew about as much as he did,” Mitchell offered that, 
“I heard so much when I was little about the fighting 
and the hard times after the war that I firmly believed 
Mother and Father had been through it all instead 
of being born long afterward.” She recalled sitting 
“on the bony knees of veterans and the fat slippery 
laps of great aunts” who talked about the times of 
the Civil War and Reconstruction and how those 
times “gradually became a part of my life.” When she 
began writing, she explained, she picked this subject 
“because it was the subject that I knew best.”1 In 
a letter to Norman Berg, Macmillan Publishing’s 
representative in Atlanta, Mitchell wrote that on “that 
day when I sat down to write I did not have to bother 
about my background for it had been with me all my 
life ... It didn’t take me any time to get my plot and 
characters. They were there and I took them and set 
them against the backdrop which I knew as well as I 
did my own background.”2 

Margaret Mitchell and the  
Thin Gray Line
J E N N I F E R  D I C K E Y
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Mitchell had indeed spent much of her childhood in 
the company of veterans of the Civil War. She was 
given a small pony when she was quite young, and by 
age six she embarked on almost daily rides with what 
Mitchell biographer Darden Asbury Pyron described 
as “a motley crew of other horsemen,” including 
“ancient cavalry veterans” who would refight old 
battles over and over, much to the delight of six-year-
old Margaret.3 Mitchell often joked that she heard so 
many tales of the war during her childhood that she 
was ten years old before she realized that the South 
had lost the war and that the events about which 
these former members of the “thin gray line” talked 
so animatedly had happened in the 1860s rather than 
shortly before she was born in 1900.4 

Although she was inspired by these first-person 
testimonials, Mitchell felt the need to conduct 
research on the details. As she explained in 1936, 
“I’ve been rechecking my historical facts. However 
lousy the book may be as far as style, subject, plot, 
characters, it’s as accurate historically as I can get it. 
I didn’t want to get caught out on anything that any 
Confederate Vet could nail me on, or any historian 
either.”5 She lived in fear of being called out by fellow 
southerners or historians for making errors of fact 
in her book, even though she felt confident that she 
had done the proper due diligence. As she related 
to historian Henry Steele Commager in July 1936, “I 
positively cringed when I heard that you, a historian, 
were going to review me. I cringed even though I 

knew the history in my tale was as water proof and air 
tight as ten years of study and a lifetime of listening to 
participants would make it.”6 

Within a generation after the publication of her book 
in 1936, a wholesale revision of the history of the 
Civil War and Reconstruction that Margaret Mitchell 
had so diligently studied was underway. During the 
second half of the twentieth century, this tidal wave of 
revisionism swept through colleges and universities 
across America. Mitchell’s book, which relied so 
heavily on the lost cause mythology perpetuated by 
the survivors of the Civil War and Reconstruction who 
had controlled the narrative well into the twentieth 
century, seemed in danger of becoming obsolete. 
While historians had largely championed Mitchell’s 
book in the 1930s, by the 1960s it was considered by 
historians to be a last gasp of the lost cause narrative 
that was no longer relevant. The public, however, 
was of a different mind. The book continued to sell 
almost 40,000 copies a year throughout the second 
half of the twentieth century, and when the film first 
aired on network television in 1976, it was watched by 
more than 110 million people, the largest audience in 
television history up to that time.7 

Mitchell’s version of the Old South and the New, 
based on the tales that she heard as a child, has 
endured into the twenty-first century. The lost cause 
milieu in which Mitchell grew up is long gone, but 
her story still resonates. As author Tony Horwitz 
has noted, Gone with the Wind has “done more to 
keep the Civil War alive, and to mold its memory, 
than any history book or event since Appomattox.”8 
Mitchell’s work, inspired by hearsay, endures although 

All photographs courtesy of Jennifer Dickey.
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the “history” upon which it was based has faded 
away. Writing in 1916 for the weekly newspaper, The 
Independent, author Corra Harris opined that, “no 
history, however carefully compiled, is so veracious 
as interpretive fiction of the same period. Novels 
are to history what illustrations are to any text. They 

portray the lights and shades of character, draw the 
lineaments of life itself ....”9  For millions of readers, 
Margaret Mitchell brought to life the stories of the thin 
gray line that had so entertained her as a child. That 
her fiction has outlasted the history that spawned it 
should come as no surprise.

1  Richard Harwell, Margaret Mitchell’s “Gone with the Wind” Letters, 1936-1949 (New York: Macmillan Publishing Co., 1976), 3-5.

2  Harwell, xxx-xxxi. 

3 Darden Asbury Pyron, Southern Daughter: The Life of Margaret Mitchell and the Making of Gone with the Wind (Athens, Georgia: Hill 
Street Press, 2004), 31.

4  Pyron, Southern Daughter, 35.

5  Harwell, 2.

6  Harwell, 38. 

7 Darden Asbury Pyron, Recasting: “Gone with the Wind” in American Culture (Miami: Florida International University, 1984), 1.

8  Tony Horwitz, Confederates in the Attic: Dispatches from the Unfinished Civil War (New York: Vintage Books, 1999), 296.

9  Corra Harris, “Why we should read books,” The Independent, Vol. 85, No. 3503, 24 January 1916, 117.
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The fate of the printing press seized in 1835 from the 

Cherokee Phoenix printing office at New Echota, the last 

capital of the Cherokee Nation, remains a mystery. Although 

this event marked the end of printing at New Echota, printing 

in the Cherokee language continued in Indian Territory (now 

Oklahoma) following the Trail of Tears, and is being revived 

today in North Carolina.

The historical focus on the lost printing press and the 

Cherokee type excavated from the ruins of New Echota in 

1954 signals that the physical processes of printing, first 

envisioned as a technology in the early nineteenth century and 

then redefined as an art in the twenty-first, play an important 

role in the Cherokee Nation’s heritage.

This exhibition is a collaboration between Adam Doskey, 

curator of the Bentley Rare Book Gallery at Kennesaw State 

University, and Frank Brannon, printmaking instructor at the 

Nantahala School for the Arts, Southwestern Community 

College, Bryson City, North Carolina, and proprietor of the 

SpeakEasy Press of Dillsboro, North Carolina. This exhibition 

displays historical material from the Bentley Rare Book Gallery 

and student work from the Oconaluftee Institute for Cultural 

Arts (OICA), Cherokee, North Carolina (2010-12), and the 

Nantahala School for the Arts, Southwestern Community 

College, Bryson City (2012-present), to tell the history of 

letterpress printing in the Cherokee language from its origins at 

New Echota in 1828 to its revival in the twenty-first century in 

western North Carolina.

Cherokee Phoenix: The Birth  
and Revival of Cherokee Printing  
in the Southeast
A D A M  D O S K E Y  & 

F R A N K  B R A N N O N
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Maps of North America from the eighteenth 
century, such as this one—produced by 
Emanuel Bowen in 1747—often portray 
Indian nations and the British colonies side by 
side with no attempts to define borders.

S E L E C T I O N S  F R O M  T H E  B E N T L E Y  R A R E  B O O K  G A L L E R Y,  K E N N E S A W  S TAT E  U N I V E R S I T Y

This map from the February 1760 issue of 
The London Magazine depicts the Cherokee 
Nation reaching all the way to the edge of the 
print. Again, we see that no political borders 
are defined.
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The Cherokee people saw their homeland in the 
Southeast continue to shrink in the years of the Early 
Republic and in 1832, the remainder of their land in 
Georgia was stolen by the State of Georgia under the 
leadership of Governor Wilson Lumpkin and distributed 
to white citizens in a land lottery. The Cherokee 
Nation’s once borderless homelands were surveyed 
and divided into forty and 160 square acre plots.

An example of the schwabacher typeface used by Anton Koberger 
for the German text in the Biblia Germania (1483), designed as a 
vernacular typeface for printing German works.

The roman typeface used by Aldus Manutius for the Italian 
text in the Hypnerotomachia Poliphili (1499), designed by 
Francesco Griffo and based on Roman capitals.

During the short time that New Echota was the 
capital of the Cherokee Nation, from 1827-1832, the 
Cherokee people took the writing system developed 
by Sequoyah and only publicly demonstrated in 1821, 
and turned it into a typeface, with assistance from 
missionary Samuel Worcester and a type foundry 

in Massachusetts. For most languages, written 
forms develop over centuries or millennia until being 
converted into typefaces used for printing, many of 
which show specific characteristics of a national or 
language-based writing style.
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The Cherokee Phoenix was printed from February 21, 
1828, to May 31, 1834, beginning under the editorship 
of Elias Boudinot and ending under Elijah Hicks. The 
paper was printed in hundreds of copies, distributed 
not only among members of the Cherokee Nation, but 
also to subscribers in the United States and Europe. 
Copies were sent to other newspapers in exchange for 
their publications. News from other papers was often 
republished in the Cherokee Phoenix, like other papers of 
its time.

The Cherokee typeface in an example 
from a Biblical translation published 
at Park Hill, Indian Territory (now 
Oklahoma) in the 1850s.
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Printing in the Cherokee language did not end 
with the disappearance of the Cherokee Phoenix 
printing press in 1835 and the Cherokee Removal 
in 1838. Translations of Biblical texts, such as 
this edition of Exodus (1853), were published in 
Indian Territory. The Cherokee Phoenix itself has 
continued to be published intermittently since 
Removal and new issues can now be read online 
at www.cherokeephoenix.org.

The removal of the Cherokee people 
from Georgia was debated in the 
United States capitol. Documents 
such as this one, which takes an 
anti-removal stance, were published 
by the government. The Cherokee 
Phoenix print shop served a similar 
function as the U.S. Government 
Publication Office, publishing 
the constitution and laws of the 
Cherokee Nation and the debates 
surrounding their adoption.
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Building on these historical documents from the Bentley 
Rare Book Gallery, the second half of the exhibition focuses 
on contemporary revival of letterpress printing in the 
Cherokee language.

The exhibit shows Brannon’s scholarly work to recover 
the history and printing processes behind the creation of 
the Cherokee Phoenix newspaper. This act of historical 
reconstruction enabled the recreation of Cherokee metal 
type by Ed Rayher of the Swamp Press in Northfield, 
Massachusetts. In Brannon’s words, now “[w]e may print 
again in the manner the Cherokee Phoenix was printed.”

The exhibit features letterpress work incorporating 
the Cherokee language produced by students in the 
printmaking courses offered at the Oconaluftee Institute 

for Cultural Arts (OICA) at Cherokee and the Nantahala 
School for the Arts, Southwestern Community College in 
Bryson City: Darrin Bark/Uyaluga, Amelia Haynes, Robert 
Beck, Alex Kirtley, Carrie Atkinson, and Joy Hutcher. 
Instructor Frank Brannon and program coordinator Jeff 
Marley also contributed work to the exhibition, including 
Marley’s bilingual poetry broadside “New Echota,” printed 
by the author and Brannon at New Echota in October 
2013. Cherokee type had not been used to print there 
since the seizure of the original printing press in 1835. Tom 
Belt and Hartwell Francis of Western Carolina University 
provided Cherokee language assistance for the students 
and the students’ work is in turn used for instruction in the 
Cherokee language.

A C K N O W L E D G M E N T S
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Hearsay 
is generally defined as 

inadequately substantiated information that 
is received from other people; rumor. In a court of law, 

hearsay is the term for information, commonly referred to as 
rumor, that is offered as evidence to prove the truth of the matter 

asserted. Hearsay evidence must be an out-of-court statement that comes 
in the form of oral and written declarations or nonverbal conduct (such as 

gestures); in some cases, even silence has been utilized as a way to produce a 
meaningful interpretation of a situation. Hearsay evidence is only admissible in court if 

it fits certain evidentiary rules, and the risks must be carefully weighed before there can 
be a decision to allow the information to be heard. Among the problems associated with 

hearsay evidence are the following:

1. Narration danger: inadvertent use of the wrong word that results in misleading information

2. Ambiguity danger: words used in the statement that are subject to more than one      
    interpretation (which can lead to the listener being unsure of what is being said)

3. Sincerity danger: when the speaker is intentionally trying to deceive the listener

4. Perception danger: an inaccurate reflection of the event

5. Memory danger: when the person making the statement has forgotten     
  details about the perceived events1

It is interesting to think about these legal applications when navigating 
our willingness to accept information as having significance. 

Import clearly depends upon two major components: 
the narrator (the person telling the story) and 

the listener (the person hearing 

   S E E I N G  S T O R I E S
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the story). For the purposes of this exhibition, 
the narrator may be an artist, an archivist, 
a curator, an academic, or a community 
member, and the listener is the viewer. Within 
these last two terms (listener/viewer) the shift 
from aural to visual is made apparent. This 
changes how we perceive the information, 
but does it alter our strategies for judging it?  
How does one fathom ambiguity and sincerity 
when confronted with a visual narrative? And, 
given the context of an art exhibition, is it 
even necessary? An abbreviated answer to 
this group of questions is that viewers are still 
charged with “reading” what they see, and that 
the more experienced one is in this process   
(ie: trained in a visual vocabulary), the easier it is 
to accomplish. And finally, despite the context, 
an ability to sort through what one sees and to 
make sense of it does matter—especially when 
relating a story/revealing a history.

In fiction, there is the possibility of being 
confronted with an unreliable narrator, someone 
whose credibility is compromised. Our ability 
to trust what this person says is premised 
on our knowledge of their dependability as a 
witness to the facts. We must consider their 
point of view and how it may impact the way 

a story is told. Essentially, a similar process 
of contextualizing someone’s perspective is 
at the heart of the postmodern position that 
truth is relative. With some exceptions relative 
to basic factual information, the contemporary 
perspective is that it takes many voices 
(multiple narrators) to talk about a particular 
event or series of events that constitute a 
history or historical overview. We continue to 
add to our understanding of history through 
the uncovering of information, and we continue 
to broaden our perspective on something via 
both fictional and non-fictional sources. When 
an art historian such as Eunice Lipton imagines 
a conversation between the artist Edouard 
Manet and his model, Victorine Meurent, she is 
suggesting the possibility of such an encounter 
and what the exchange might reveal.2 This 
informed leap of imagination allows for a new 
connection (though we, as readers, must 
continue to vigilantly parse and analyze). But 
despite the many and wayward paths we may 
travel in trying to grasp a story, what we come 
to realize is that once we understand where 
someone is coming from, we can generally 
utilize the information in one form or another: 
as colorful detail, elaboration, insight, subtext, 
projection, or personal truth.

T E R E S A  B R A M L E T T E  R E E V E S

1  Jamie Rehmann, “Evidence Hearsay Outline,” Wahington University Law School. https://law.wustl.edu

2 Eunice Lipton, Alias, Olympia: A Woman’s Search for Manet’s Notorious Model and Her Own Desire (Ithaca: Cornell 
University Press, 1992).
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I grew up in a small southern town where I 
learned the power of hearsay from an early 
age. I regularly observed the womenfolk in my 
family exert their influence upon social and civic 
matters via the World Wide Web of their sewing 
circles and quilting bees.

In 2004, I moved to Marietta, Georgia, and 
quickly discovered that the important role of 
gossip and hearsay in my hometown was 
echoed in other southern communities. 
As I immersed myself in the local culture, 
numerous “off-the-record” sources quickly 
and enthusiastically apprised me of the town’s 
secrets and its (sometimes) sordid past.

Here is a selection of eye-opening and 
entertaining stories I have heard about local 
luminaries buried in the cemeteries around town.

 

I Know Where the Bodies  
are Buried

Follow this link to access Robert Sherer’s 
Marietta Cemetery Tour, or go to 
hearsay2014.wordpress.com.

Project collaborators: John Bohannon, Janice Cox, 
Taylor Cox, and Terry Stephens.

Robert Sherer
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Henry Green Cole

Birth: August 19, 1815

Death: April 18, 1875

Marietta National Cemetery

500 Washington Avenue

Marietta, GA 30060

Navigation: Plot Cole Site #1: Go uphill past the flagpole, you 
will find the grave at the triangle intersection, underneath the 
obelisk.

At various points in his life Henry Green Cole was considered 
an influential Marietta citizen, a respected businessman, an 
“uncompromising Union man,” a notorious Yankee spy and 
“the most dangerous man in Georgia.”

The former New Yorker moved to Marietta in 1838 to be a 
civil engineer for the Western and Atlantic Railroad. At the 
outbreak of the Civil War he owned the Marietta Hotel by the 
railroad station, several buildings, and some farmland near 
town. 

Instead of being quiet and passive about the secession 
like most Yankee transplants, Cole was outspoken and 
confrontational about his Union sympathies. His knowledge 
of the railroads and bridges in the Confederacy made him a 
danger to the South.

In 1863, Confederate officers discussed top-secret plans 
for an upcoming military campaign in front of a black barber 
whom they considered to be “invisible” due to his racial 
status. The “free man of color” immediately took this leaked 
information to the outspoken Unionist Cole, who then 
forwarded it to Yankee spies. As a result, Cole is credited 
with saving the Army of the Cumberland from complete 
destruction.

Although noticeably absent from town during the famous 
Great Locomotive Chase, Cole is considered to have been 
one of its planners. It is probably not a coincidence that the 
Union army volunteers who commandeered the train from 
Kennesaw and took it northward toward Chattanooga stayed 
in his hotel prior to their military raid. 

Cole’s brazen spying eventually got him caught. He was 
imprisoned in Charleston and released at the end of the war. 
After the war it was revealed that Cole was an important 
member of a secret network of Union spies stretching from 
Atlanta to Tennessee.

Cole donated the land that is now the Marietta National 
Cemetery as a burial ground for the tens of thousands of 
troops killed in the region. It was his desire that northern and 
southern soldiers would be buried together, but the women 
of Marietta refused to allow their men to be interred on the 
same grounds as the enemy. Instead, they established 
the Confederate Cemetery on Powder Springs Road. No 
southern soldiers have ever been buried in the Marietta 
National Cemetery, but Henry Green Cole is planted in the 
center of it.

Lucy Gartrell (The Lady in Black)

Birth: September 17, 1896

Death: Mar. 11, 1954

Marietta City Cemetery

395 Powder Springs Street

Marietta, GA 30064

Navigation: Section A, Lot 690, Marietta City and Confederate 
Cemetery. From the West Atlanta Street entrance, aim toward 
the large statue of an angel on a high pedestal to your right. 
Look for the black information marker on a pole.

The largest and most impressive monument in the old Marietta 
City Cemetery is the one dedicated to Mary Annie Gartrell. Her 
sister, Miss Lucy Gartrell, who became known as The Lady 
in Black, erected the fifteen-foot-tall white marble angel. Miss 
Lucy earned the name when, after the death of her beloved 
sister, she decided to wear black mourning clothes, à la Queen 
Victoria, for the remainder of her life.

To further memorialize Miss Mary, The Lady in Black visited 
her sister’s grave at least twice a week for forty-six years, 
most often making the round-trip journey from her home in 
downtown Atlanta to Marietta on foot. It is difficult to imagine 
walking that distance in the Georgia sun wearing our light 
modern clothes, much less in women’s mourning clothing 
circa 1900, which involved many layers of heavy black fabric: 
bodices, skirts, capes, veils, bonnets, indoor caps, gloves, fans, 
edged handkerchiefs and parasols. 

Within the family plot are two unmarked graves—one is 
believed to be The Lady in Black herself, and the other is 
another sister, Ina Mae Gartrell Smith, who died at the state 
hospital in Milledgeville. According to Finadagrave.com, there 

may be as many as six family members buried in the plot. The 
Lady’s sense of devotion is detailed in the historic marker next 
to the plot.

The Gartrell sisters also have a famous uncle buried in 
Atlanta’s historic Oakland Cemetery. Confederate General 
Lucius Jeremiah Gartrell, a lawyer, superior court judge and 
state legislator, is famed for organizing “Gartrell’s Brigade” 
during the Civil War. He is buried near the famous Lion of 
Atlanta.

People touched by the legend of The Lady in Black often 
visit the cedar-scented grounds of Marietta City Cemetery. 
Because the two sisters were lifelong musicians, people are 
known to leave sheets of music or poems on the sisters’ 
graves. 

This cemetery is known as a place of mystery. Since the 
1800s there have been many reports of ghost sightings. 
One in particular is that of a woman dressed in black funeral 
clothing who disappears into thin air if you try to approach 
her. Apparently, The Lady in Black continues to dedicate 
herself to the love of her sister and to sisterhood in general.

T O U R  G U I D E
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JonBenét Ramsey

Birth: August 6, 1990

Death: December 25, 1996

St. James Episcopal Cemetery

121 Polk St.

Marietta, GA 30064

Navigation: Through the gate, go straight ahead to the end of 
the road. The grave is to your immediate right.

Eighty-three years after the murder of Little Mary Phagan, 
Marietta was shocked by another sensational murder of a 
little girl with connections to the town. JonBenét Ramsey, the 
daughter of Marietta native Patsy Paugh and her husband John 
Bennett Ramsey, was found murdered in her parent’s Boulder, 
Colorado, home on December 25, 1996.

According to the police report, the parents attended a 
Christmas Eve party at a friend’s and at 5:00 AM, the mother 
discovered a strange two-and-a-half-page ransom note 
demanding $118,000 for the safe return of their kidnapped 
daughter. Strangely, this amount was the same as the father’s 
recent work bonus. When police searched the home they found 
no evidence of forced entry or the little girl. 

Eight hours later, the father and a friend found JonBenét’s 
lifeless body in the family wine cellar. She was wrapped in her 
favorite blanket. Her mouth was sealed with duct tape, her 
wrists were tied above her head, her skull was fractured and 
her neck was garroted. The ligature was expertly crafted using 
a nylon cord knotted to the broken handle of a paintbrush. The 
bristle end of the brush was later found in Patsy Ramsey’s art 
supply caddy. Forensics determined that the little girl had died 
from strangulation with the ligature.

Media frenzy mounted as details of JonBenét’s grizzly murder 
and bizarre lifestyle emerged. Not only was the child killed on 
Christmas Eve but it was revealed that the tragic toddler was a 
high-achieving beauty pageant queen. Among her awards were 

Little Miss Colorado, National Tiny Miss Beauty, and Little Miss 
Christmas. Photos of the tiny girl dolled-up in heavy makeup, 
high heels, and sexually suggestive attire began to make the 
national news.

Each new photo that emerged seemed to confirm that she 
was a child desperate to please the demanding adults in her 
life. People became further outraged when the press rumored 
that JonBenét was in real life a tomboy who rebelled against 
her mother’s pageant performance expectations. Apparently, 
the little beauty queen secretly excelled in gymnastics, in-line 
skating, rock climbing, and the hula-hoop.

Suspicion of the affluent parents was heightened when 
they refused to cooperate with the police and began filing 
defamation suits against several media organizations for their 
reportage of the murder. In 2003, the trial in the court of public 
opinion was rendered a setback when the family was partially 
exonerated because tests revealed that a non-family member’s 
DNA was found in two places on the victim’s clothes.

In June 24, 2006, Patsy Ramsey died of ovarian cancer, and 
mysteriously the case went cold until 2013 when previously 
sealed court documents showed that a 1999 Colorado grand 
jury had voted to indict the parents. John Ramsey is still alive 
but remains unindicted, and thus JonBenét’s murder remains 
unsolved. It is an odd and tragic coincidence that the bodies 
of two of the most sensational child murders of the twentieth 
century are buried in Marietta.

Little Mary Phagan

Birth: Jun. 1, 1900

Death: Apr. 26, 1913

Marietta City Cemetery

395 Powder Springs Street

Marietta, GA. 30064

Navigation: SE corner where Cemetery St. and  
W. Atlanta St. intersect. Look for the black information  

marker on a pole, near the top of the hill.

Little Mary Phagan was a child factory worker from Marietta 
who became famous as a result of her murder.

On April 26, 1913 (which was Confederate Memorial Day) Mary 
went to the National Pencil Company in Atlanta to collect $1.20 
in wages from her supervisor, Leo Frank. The twelve-year-old 
was expected to attend a parade later in the day for the aging 
Georgia veterans of the Civil War, but she never arrived. 

The following morning the factory’s night watchman found 
Mary’s beaten, raped, and murdered body dumped in an 
elevator shaft in the basement of the factory. Because Leo 
Frank was the last person known to have seen Mary alive, and 
because it was rumored that he had flirted with her, the Jewish 
supervisor was arrested and tried for the murder.

The trial of Leo Frank became one of the most sensationalized 
and controversial in American history, as it was fueled by 
racism, anti-Semitism, classism and regionalism. Frank’s 
lawyers used racial stereotypes to accuse another suspect, a 
black factory worker who testified against Frank, of being the 
killer. The court of public opinion judged Frank to be a wealthy 
Jewish Yankee capitalist living down South only to exploit 

southerners and fair southern women for his pleasure. On 
August 25, 1913, Frank was convicted and sentenced to 
death.

For the next two years, the emotionally charged citizens 
watched as Frank’s attorneys exhausted the appeals process. 
In June of 1915 Georgia Governor John M. Slaton commuted 
the sentence to life imprisonment. An outraged crowd of 
1,200 protested outside Slaton’s home, but to no avail. 

Two months after the commutation, on August 17, 1915, a 
group of twenty-five armed vigilantes kidnapped Frank from 
the state penitentiary. They drove him overnight 170 miles 
from Milledgeville to Marietta. At Roswell Street and Frey’s Gin 
Road they lynched him within sight of Little Mary Phagan’s 
home. A bronze plaque marks the location today.

Years later it was discovered that many of Marietta’s most 
prominent citizens were among the murderous mob. Not a 
single person was ever prosecuted for the crime. Leo Frank 
was pardoned in 1986 and Little Mary Phagan became 
immortalized in a folksong, a movie, and a Broadway musical. 
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Frank Rick Fitts (Dick Fisk)

Birth: May 13, 1955

Death: Oct. 31, 1983

Kennesaw Memorial Park Cemetery

130 Whitlock Avenue NW

Marietta, GA 30064

Navigation: Plot: Section K, Lot 281, Space#4.

Here lies Frank Rick Fitts (screen name Dick Fisk), who had a 
celebrated career in the all-male adult film industry during its 
pre-AIDS heyday (1975-83). It is time for us to resurrect the 
memory of Frank Rick Fitts (aka Dick Fisk), whose performance 
credits include such Falcon and Bijou Studio classics as 
Axe Master, Champs 2,  Cruisin’ the Castro,  Help Wanted,  
Spokes,  Steam Heat,  The Other Side of Aspen, and Try to 
Take It. It is fitting that gay men should come to his grave to 
express their appreciation for his inspiring performances.

Rick Fitts was born in Atlanta and raised in Marietta by his 
housewife mother and aircraft employee father. Fitts attended 
Marietta High School and, at the age of sixteen, was accepted 
into Kennesaw State College to study mathematics. After 
several attempts to pursue an academic career, Fitts dropped 
out of college and enrolled in the Vidal Sassoon Hair Stylist 
School in Hollywood, California, where he began his career in 
the porn film industry. 

At the time of his death at the age of twenty-eight, the porn 
star was on hiatus between films and was working at a bar 
in Midtown Atlanta. He was living in Marietta and attending 
Georgia State University. He and his lover perished in an 
automobile accident between Atlanta and Marietta on 
Halloween evening of 1983, thus further solidifying his notoriety 
in gay popular culture. Interestingly, Fitts was friends with noted 
gay American writer, director, and producer Alan Ball while at 

Marietta High School. Ball’s mother and sister are buried within 
sight of Fitt’s grave.

Locating the grave of Dick Fisk required extensive research. 
After discovering that his real name was Frank Rick Fitts 
I began calling graveyards in the region until Kennesaw 
Memorial Cemetery informed me that his name was amongst 
their “residents.”  Even with a cemetery map and an exact 
location it took several weeks to find Mr. Fitts’ grave because 
the flat grave marker had been neglected and was covered 
with red clay erosion and weeds. When I finally discovered 
the buried marker with a metal detector, I brought it back to 
the surface with garden tools and a portable power washer. 
Since it was Christmas when I finished my restoration project 
I celebrated by creating a special festive floral arrangement 
for the holidays (see http://www.findagrave.com/cgi-bin/
fg.cgi?page=gr&GRid=17726741).

Through the years, the Fitts family has owned many businesses 
in the Marietta area. There are Fitts buried all over the town but 
conspicuously there are none buried next to Rick. Apparently, 
his family won’t even allow his final resting place to be near 
them. However, no amount of rejection by his family can erase 
the fact that Rick is, and will always be, a “famous gay porn 
star” who is buried in conservative Cobb County, Georgia. In 
fact, his grave is across the street from Marietta High School.

Mary Ann Ball

Birth: Apr. 7, 1949

Death: Apr. 7, 1971

Kennesaw Memorial Park Cemetery

130 Whitlock Avenue NW

Marietta, GA 30064

Navigation: Plot: Section H, Lot 153, Space# 4

Mary Ann Ball is the sister of Alan Ball, the famed American 
writer, director, actor, and producer of film, theatre, and 
television. He is noted for writing the films American Beauty and 
Towelhead, and for creating and producing the HBO drama 
series Six Feet Under and True Blood. For his work in television 
and film, Ball has received critical acclaim and numerous 
awards, including an Academy Award, an Emmy, and a Golden 
Globe.

Ball’s closest friend growing up was his sister Mary Ann. She 
was killed in a car accident on the day of her twenty-second 
birthday. At the time of her death, Mary, a University of Georgia 
education major, was back in Marietta doing her practice 
teaching at Westside Elementary School. She was taking 
her fourteen-year-old brother Alan to a music lesson when 
the accident occurred. Alan, who was in the passenger seat, 
recounts, “She drove off the highway, there was a blind spot, 
and she pulled out. She turned onto a blind curve and hit an 
oncoming car. The impact broke her neck. It was very bloody. 
At that impressionable age, Death came and stuck its ugly old 
face in mine, and said, ‘Hello, here I am.’” Ball escaped without 
physical injury, but the impact upon his sense of mortality was 
profound. The writer has often credited his sister’s horrifying 
death with his obsession with the subject.

Growing up in Marietta, Alan faced many struggles in addition 
to his sister’s death. His mother suffered from depression and 
was one of the speaking-in-tongues, apocalyptic religious 

types. His father drank a lot and was mostly withdrawn. 
Furthermore, Alan knew that he was gay from a young age and 
thought it was something to be ashamed of.

While at Marietta High School, the young writer became friends 
with Rick Fitts, who later gained celebrity using the name Dick 
Fisk as a performer in the adult male film industry. Researching 
the lives of these two men reveals many unusual parallels. Both 
Alan Ball and Ricky Fitts were born on May 13th in Atlanta and 
grew up gay in Marietta. Both had fathers named Frank who 
worked as Lockheed Aircraft employees and mothers named 
Mary who were religiously-obsessed housewives. Both men 
attended Marietta High School and the University of Georgia 
and pursued careers in the theatrical arts. And, both eventually 
became gay cultural icons. 

It seems very likely that Alan Ball based the father and son 
characters from the film American Beauty on his friend Ricky 
Fitts and his friend’s father Frank Fitts. The real life names are 
identical to those of the characters in the film. 

Mary Ann Ball is buried within sight of the grave of the famous 
gay porn star Rick Fitts (Dick Fisk). I regularly sprinkle rose 
petals on Mary Ball’s grave not simply because her brother 
is famous but because her death is the inspiration for some 
of the most insightful, ontological dramatic writing since 
Tennessee Williams.



Carolyn Carr 
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In the twenty-first century we subscribe to the methodology 
that it takes many voices to represent some semblance of a 
whole story, and that many of the voices that help to complete 
the story of the South have historically been underrepresented. 
These stories have migrated to the forefront through the 
increased availability and presence of technology in our lives. 
The Internet has become a critical tool for expanding our 
understanding of people and place. As William Ferris, southern 
folklorist and author, notes in his book The Storied South, what 
was once a one-volume Encyclopedia of Southern Culture1 is 
now a revised, twenty-four volume collection. Academic programs 
and national initiatives such as StoryCorps2 now digitally house 
immense amounts of information about the southern experience, 
each recognizing the importance of individual voices and narrative 

E X C E R P T S :  M A P P I N G  T H E  S O U T H  T H R O U G H  N A R R A T I V E

in their missions. This myriad of resources not only contains materials 
that are considered primary sources—usually documents or physical 

objects—but also an increasing majority of materials that originate 
from folklore, narrative, oral histories, and other traditionally more 

problematic sources for academic inquiry. The action of collecting 
and archiving material and information of all kinds is central to this 

exhibition, but also poses many challenges. Whose individual story 
becomes the focus and why? As one of the organizers of Hearsay, I 

became interested in how viewers could find their own places within the 
exhibition, asking where one’s personal experience intersects or aligns 

with what’s being seen or read: What commonalities exist? How would 
viewers think about their proximity to this information and would they 

consider themselves an insider or outsider? 
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The presentation of seemingly disparate solo 
projects in Hearsay speaks to the recognition 
that, as viewers, information is often presented 
to us at such volume and speed that it impedes 
our ability to truly process what we see, hear, 
and experience. Hearsay, then, looks at efforts 
to keep pace and accumulate a more complete 
record of history, while simultaneously allowing 
for careful, meaningful exploration of individual 
interpretations or experiences. Distilled 
excerpts from many sources are included 
in this exhibition (and the accompanying 
catalogue) with the hopes that these visual 
introductions will lead to further investigation, 
story telling, and conversation. If we approach 
the projects as vignettes or glimpses into 
portions of stories, these examinations into 
history also mirror the aforementioned trends 
in scholarship. And, as the word excerpts 
suggests, only represent part of a whole. 

Hearsay can imply a fictional or manipulated 
narrative, but it also refers to a method of 
storytelling that contains added nuance, 
hyperbole, or—as is the case of presenting 
stories in an exhibition—contains visual interest 

and clues in addition to the informative, key 
elements of the related event. By looking 
to source material that is less definable 
and that embraces more subjective ways 
of recording narrative, multiple viewpoints 
can be represented without claiming a 
single homogenized truth. More than simply 
visualizing history, Hearsay sheds light on 
history that is not simple, clear, beautiful, 
nostalgic, easily comprehensible, or common. 
Hearsay, then, does not attempt to define 
a whole history, but includes fragments of 
stories or bodies of work that have been 
adapted for presentation in the context of an 
art museum. 

Hearing voices and seeing stories is a way for 
us to continue to draw connections between 
our personal experiences and those of others. 
Hearsay is an open dialogue, which asserts 
the value and importance of the individual 
experience, allows for subtlety and nuance in 
the subjective recollection of history, and also 
sheds light on fragments of history that will be 
intimately familiar to some, completely foreign 
to others, and many things in between. 

K I R S T I E  T E P P E R

1  William Ferris, The Storied South: Voices of Writers and Artists, (Chapel Hill, The University of North Carolina Press, 
2013), 249.

2  StoryCorps was founded in 2003 by Dave Isay. Isay is now the president of the organization, which has recorded 
over 50,000 stories that are housed at the American Folklife Center at the Library of Congress. In a recent interview 
with National Public Radio’s On Being, Isay said, “we focus on what a very few have to say. We would be a better 
country if we listened to what the rest of us have to say” (@daveisay) March 21, 2014, 12:17 p.m. 
http://www.onbeing.org/blog/the-art-of-stories-a-twitterscript-of-dave-isay/6192.
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Adam and the first Americans 

Figures like Muhammad Ali and Malcolm X 
loom large in the memory of the Black Freedom 
Struggle, but the larger story of Islam in African 
American history remains obscure. From 
activists and academics to entertainers and 
athletes, African American Muslims have left 
permanent marks on American cultural history. 
The After Malcolm Digital Archive and Research 
Collective aims at recapturing and preserving 
this forgotten legacy. 

As part of the Hearsay exhibition at the Zuckerman 
Museum, the After Malcolm Digital Archive installation 
focuses on the narrative of African American Muslims 
engaged in the Freedom Struggle. This historical 
view of their work for change both enhances and 
challenges the national story that is most frequently 
presented in publications and in classrooms. As a 

result of this frequently shared story, African American 
Islam has become commonly understood as a 
struggle against whites, not as a religion or catalyst 
for positive change. This exhibition strives to broaden 
visitors’ perspectives on the African American Muslim 
movement beyond such views.

The After Malcolm Digital Archive will share oral 
histories and display artifacts from the digital archive. 
The exhibition will give visitors a glimpse of a project 
“under construction,” and it will also offer those who 
have lived this history a chance to contribute to the 
project. Because we have an urgent mission, but still 
few resources, there are gaps in our archive. Some 
communities have been easier for us to access. Some 
people have been more forthcoming with documents, 
artifacts, photos, audio-tapes, video recordings, and 
the like, while others remain much more reserved. 
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While a goal of the exhibition is to showcase what 
the After Malcolm Digital Archive has accomplished 
so far, it is equally important that more people share 
their stories and other materials. We want to make 
the archive as comprehensive and representative as 
the heterogeneous group of people who identify as 
both Muslim and African American. There are many 
sub-groups in this larger demographic and we want 
everyone to be represented. The women’s voices in all 
of these communities have been under-represented 
in most research. So, we want women to bring their 
stories and perspectives to the fore. There are groups 
whose standing as either authentically Muslim or 
authentically African American is often contested by 
other groups. The exhibition seeks to include them as 
well, by way of adding new voices to the story.

Finding Freedom in the Name of “Islam”
“Unfortunately there was one thing that the white 
South feared more than Negro dishonesty, ignorance, 
and incompetency, and that was Negro honesty, 
knowledge, and efficiency.”1

These stark words by one of the most monumental 
American thinkers is but one of the many ways W.E.B. 
Dubois addressed the so-called “Negro Problem” 
that faced the United States after the failed project 
of Reconstruction. Indeed, the question of how not 
only to integrate a disenfranchised group of formerly 
enslaved people, but to also build the structures to 
empower that group as full members of a democratic 
society was a highly charged political challenge taken 
up by a host of luminary thinkers and activists. While 
Booker T. Washington, Dubois, and Marcus Garvey 

developed their own programs and institutions to uplift 
black America, others saw a light of hope in the religion 
of Islam. Through various channels of influence and 
cultural encounters, the idea that Islam—in some way, 
shape, or form—could provide a vehicle for African 
American advancement and unification found its way 
into the currents of change shaping black intellectual 
and cultural life. 

As migration flows from the rural South to the 
industrial North exacerbated the already desperate 
condition of the African American underclass, various 
experiments with Islamic symbols, practices, and 
ideas were initiated by a host of cultural and religious 
entrepreneurs. Some prominent thinkers and activists 
such as Edward Wilmont Blyden (1832-1912) 
embraced Islam as a pan-Africanist religion capable 
of liberating black masses around the world from the 
colonial legacy of Christianity. The idea was circulated 
widely in various political and intellectual circles though 
very little institutional legacy was left behind. Building 
upon such rhetoric, Marcus Garvey’s powerful United 
Negro Improvement Association, often deployed 
Islamic symbols as an example of pre-European 
African grandeur.

Other leaders such Noble Drew Ali, originally from 
North Carolina, adopted very little from the Islamic 
symbolic repository. Rather, key words, ideas, phrases, 
and forms of dress were mixed with beliefs and 
practices entirely foreign to the historical tradition of 
Islam. For example, not only did Noble Drew Ali declare 
himself a prophet—a notion antithetical to existing 
Islamic teachings—but he also argued that African 
Americans were actually descendants of Moors. 

Scholars think it is likely that the well known Nation 
of Islam, which saw its zenith under the leadership of 
the Georgia-born Elijah Muhammad, was influenced 
by Noble Drew Ali’s Moorish Science Temple. Like 
Ali, Elijah Muhammad claimed prophecy for himself 
and cultivated teachings alien to existing Islamic 
tradition, such as the idea that the “black man” was 
inherently divine while the “white man” was inherently 
evil. Despite the unprecedented character of such 
organizations’ engagement with Islam, their programs 
for the holistic reconstruction of the African American 
community were warmly and widely received by the 
impoverished underclasses of the North. Through 
such widespread adoption the name of “Islam” slowly 
become synonymous with black empowerment.

Searching for Orthodoxy, Fighting for Truth
Malcolm X’s controversial departure from the Nation 
of Islam in 1964 and his subsequent embrace of 
“orthodox” Islam were the most visible examples of 
African American contestations of bringing Islamic 
truth to power. But, it was not the only instance of 
this phenomenon. In the early and mid-1960s groups 
such as the Dar ul-Islam, established by Yahya 
Abdul Karim in New York City, directly challenged the 
symbolic hegemony enjoyed by Elijah Muhammad’s 
nationwide black separatist organization. While more 
conventional Black American Muslims had been 
around since the 1920s, members of the Dar ul-Islam 
openly and provocatively attempted to discredit the 
notion that Elijah Muhammad was a prophet of God. 

The Moorish Science conclave at the 
Chicago Temple in 1928. Courtesy of 
Wikimedia Commons.
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According to his followers such confrontations were 
not to be taken lightly. As such, across the country 
African American Muslim groups began competing 
with one another on the merits of religious authenticity, 
political relevance, and ideological cohesion. Given the 
social and political stakes, many challenges to African 
American Islamic orthodoxy quickly transcended the 
realm of theological disagreement. Sadly, in the late 
1960s and throughout the 1970s more than a few 

Muslims to increase their level of Islamic know-how. 
During this period, newspapers belonging to various 
organizations began to display more and more Arabic 
language materials. In addition to Quranic verses 
and sayings of the Prophet Muhammad, one could 
even find Arabic language correspondence courses 
administered through the newspapers and their 
educational affiliates. It is during the mid- to late 1970s 
that one senses a qualitative and lasting shift in the 
tone and style of African American Muslim experiences.

Among the most significant contributors to this shift 
was Warith Deen Mohammed, the son of Elijah 
Muhammad, who effectively recast his father’s 
teachings and began to steer his community toward 
the conventional beliefs and practices of the historic 
Islamic tradition. Groups like the Dar ul-Islam and 
Islamic Party of North America were even more strident 
in their race to existing orthodoxy. It is significant to 
note that just as Atlanta was emerging as the new 
Black Mecca, African American Muslim organizations 
began to flock to the city and develop the next stage of 
both the Islamic and Black Freedom Struggles.

Muslim Musings
Muslims have been among the most prominent African 
American entertainers and athletes since the mid-
twentieth century. It is well known that many of the 
most prominent jazz musicians in American history, 
such as Art Blakey, Ahmad Jamal, and Yusef Lateef, 
gravitated toward Islamic ideas and practices. As 
African American cultural identity became increasingly 
strident in the post-civil rights era, the established 
notion of Islam as an expression of resistance found 

people died or disappeared as a result of ideological 
and physical infighting. The FBI’s COINTELPRO 
played an important role in such conflicts and caused 
the ultimate fall of many activist organizations, but the 
full extent of its role still remains veiled by terms like 
“top secret” and “classified.”

Counterintuitively, however, this competition created 
a sense of religious urgency among African American 

its home in the black arts movement. Amiri Baraka for 
example, aside from his own name, widely promoted 
the idea of Islam as an alternative to mainstream 
America in his plays, poetry, and writings. Muhammad 
Ali also served as one of the chief cultural symbols of 
African American Muslim identity and power. Although it 
is not widely known, much of Ali’s training as a Muslim 
was provided by Temple No. 15 in Atlanta, Georgia. 

The Islamic Party of America produced the Al-Islam newspaper in the 1970s. Not only did the paper present Prophetic Traditions 
and Qur’anic Verses, but it even presented it in Arabic Script. Courtesy of Ibrahim Hanief.

”Getting in Fight form, Ali trains at Morehouse College for his 
boxing comeback.” Official Ali-Quarry 1970 Souvenir Program, 
courtesy of John and Kathy Wilkerson. Printed in The Georgia 
Quarterly, Vol XCV, No.1, Spring 2011, 52. 
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It is in this context that Muzaffaruddin Hamid was born 
and raised in Atlanta and then made his way to New 
York City to pursue a career in jazz. He quickly adopted 
Islam and soon thereafter founded the Islamic Party 
of North America, which like the Dar ul-Islam quickly 
spread across the United States. Likewise, Hubert 
Brown, better known as H. Rap Brown, the fiery 
black power orator and organizer slowly found a life 
of personal and social revolution in Islam (and is now 
Imam Jamil Al-Amin). Some scholars believe that “rap” 
music has been called such because of Rap Brown’s 
rhyming style of political speech. It is no surprise then 
that since the rise of hip-hop culture, the presence 
of Muslim artists in the genre has not only been 
prominent, but foundational—even if the appropriations 
of Islamic symbols might take a form rejected by 
many conventional Muslims. Today, Muslim rap artists 

arts style Muslim college, Zaytuna, regularly supports 
social justice movements in the Bay Area where he 
lives, and beyond. Atlanta resident, Imam Muhammad 
Adeyinka Mendes, studied in Nigeria among other 
places with deep traditions of Islamic scholarship. He 
represents the growing connection between African 
and African American Muslims and the recognition of 
African Muslim contributions and ongoing relevance. 
Likewise, Imam Khalil Abd al-Rashid, born and raised 
in Atlanta, spent nearly a decade in Istanbul, Turkey, 
mastering the classic Ottoman clerical curriculum at 
the hands of one of its last living greats. Today he can 
be found teaching classes at Columbia University and 
NYU in Islamic law and engaging in New York City’s 
vibrant civic life. Even the current Imams of the Atlanta 
Masjid of Al-Islam studied in Syria and then returned 
to Atlanta almost ten years ago.

Conclusion
The African American Muslim experience in America 
uniquely represents the shared story of American 
pluralism and international globalization in the modern 
age. Emerging from the turbulence of a racially 
fractured United States, the African American Muslim 
community now occupies an important space in the 
nation’s civic landscape after having undergone its 
own internal transformations and transitions. At a time 
of continued social polarization, the African American 
Muslim community is well positioned to provide 
lessons of transformation, reconciliation, and survival 
in the world’s continued quest for holistic social 
justice. By combining the efforts of local communities 
and organizations with professional resources, the 
After Malcolm Digital Archive serves as an ongoing 

and long-term research collective that will highlight the 
contributions of African American Muslims to the city 
of Atlanta and beyond. It will do so within the critical 
contexts of the Black Freedom Struggle, human rights 
history, American religious history, gender history, and 
world history. 

Please accept our invitation to share your experience 
with the archive. We are interested in procuring 
records, papers, and material items of organizations, 
individuals, and events. Newsletters, newspapers, 
and other forms of keeping a community informed 
of its own activities are also important. Also of great 
value are audio and visual materials of organizations, 
individuals, and community events. Audio materials 
consist mostly of cassette tapes and CDs that 
contain public lectures, sermons, private lessons, 
and conference proceedings. Visual materials include 
video-taped footage of similar events. A final area of 
interest are oral history recordings from community 
members. Oral histories document what the other 
source materials cannot; they fill in the blanks. 
Interview participants are old enough to have clear 
memories of the period in question. Some are central 
figures in the community and well known. Others are 
less well known but are important because of what 
they have experienced or done. Given the gender 
bias towards males in official leadership positions, 
a majority of our oral histories should come from 
women. Materials that cannot be obtained in their 
original form are being obtained through duplication 
and photography. The archive will conduct oral 
history opportunities during the exhibition. Please see 
programming notes from the Zuckerman Museum. 

can be found throughout the so-called underground 
scene. Reflecting contemporary globalization, it is 
now common to find Muslim artists from Africa, Asia, 
and Europe participating in hip-hop culture, drawing 
inspiration from African American Muslim pioneers of 
the art form. 

Mastering the Classics
Since the 1970s, successive waves of African 
American Muslims have travelled to the classic centers 
of Islamic learning in the Muslim heartlands such 
as Morocco, Mauritania, Senegal, Yemen, Egypt, 
Syria, Saudi Arabia, and Iran in order to master the 
sources of Islamic tradition. Cultivating links with 
educational and cultural networks in various locales, 
these scholar-activists have developed followers and 
students at home and abroad. Often fluent in Arabic 
and other regional languages, they are classically 
trained in the religious sciences of Tajweed (Quranic 
recitation), Tafseer (exegesis), Shariah (law), and 
Tasawwuf (spirituality). From that vantage point they 
are often eager to apply their learning to address 
social problems in contemporary American life. Central 
to their shared mandate, regardless of sectarian 
orientation, is a commitment to establishing social 
justice, addressing poverty alleviation, and ending 
racial oppression. This network is so vast that a 
considerable segment of Yale professor Dr. Zareena 
Grewal’s book Islam is a Foreign Country is dedicated 
to the subject.2

Among the many avatars of this movement is Imam 
Zaid Shakir who spent many of his childhood years in 
Atlanta. A principle founder of the first four-year liberal 

Born and raised in Atlanta, Khalil Abd al-Rashid studied 
classical Islamic sciences with Shaykh Muhammad Emin Er, 
and other scholars in Turkey, before returning to the U.S. to 
teach. Courtesy of Khalil Abd al-Rashid.
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Your assistance will help the archive continue to 
serve as a resource for the wider Atlanta and Georgia 
public, providing the opportunity for researchers, 
educators, and civic groups to access and promote 
Atlanta’s unique history of African American Muslim 
experiences. Moreover, the long term possibilities 
of this project extend beyond the landscape of the 
Atlanta metropolitan area and will incorporate the 

state of Georgia’s unique Muslim history, as this 
state was home to the largest Muslim community in 
antebellum America. 

Finally, Atlanta and Georgia mirror a shared national 
story that the After Malcolm Digital Archive aspires to 
preserve.

A C K N O W L E D G M E N T S

Community Partners and Contributors

The Digital Archive would not be possible without the 
support and trust of key community based individuals and 
institutions. Special thanks should be given to:

· Imam Nadim Ali and Sister Karima Al-Amin and the 
West End Community Masjid.

· Imam Plemon El-Amin Imam Ibrahim Pascha, and Imam 
Mansoor Sabree of the Atlanta Masjid of Al-Islam.

· Imam Furqan of Masjid Al-Mu’minun

· Wali Akbar of the Brandon Institute.

· Ibrahim Hanif and other past members of the Islamic 
Party of North America.

· Imam Mutawaf Shaheed of Masjid Mumin.

· Minister Abdul Rahman of Temple No. 15

Likewise, the technical and academic expertise of our core 
of volunteers has enabled the curation of an invaluable 
set of materials in a short amount of time. Academic and 
scholarly volunteers include Morna Girard and Steven 
Zietz of the Department of Special Collections, Georgia 
State University; Zaynab Ansari, Ameer Muhammad, 
Spencer Khalil Tukes, Rafay Ahmed, Dr. Sohail Daulatzai, 
Imam Khalil Abdullah, Ahmad Ferguson, Shareef Abdul 
Shakur, Dr. Amina McCloud, and Dr. Jamillah Karim.

1  W.E.B. Dubois, The Negro, unabridged ed. (New York: Dover Publications, 2001), 131. 

2 Zareena Grewal, Islam is a Foreign Country: American Muslims and the Global Crisis of Authority (New York: NYU Press, 2013).
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My grandmother lived in the same rural 
community the majority of her life. She was 
born in a farming family, she married a farmer, 
she tried to raise farmers. As a child I would 
occasionally help her with her garden. No 
longer a farm but larger than most home 
gardens, two acres down from hundreds.

I learned to use a hoe to turn the soil around 
the corn in the garden cutting out the weeds 
and pulling any left over rocks. 

One night after working in the garden there 
was a heavy storm. The next morning all the 
rows of corn were laid down diagonally across 
the hoed rows. 

Hard work dashed, I informed my 
grandmother. Not bothered in the slightest, 
she told me to wait. 

As the sun warmed the field and lifted the rain 
back into the sky 

the stalks began to rise. Slowly, at a different 
pace than the rest of the world, the corn 
stood.

Large, site-specific, outdoor collage that 
imagines how family lore and knowledge 
is learned and shared. Long, in observing 
how his own son absorbs and interprets 
information, reflects the layering and personal 
adaptation at the heart of this universal 
process.

Flipping TranslationsGeorge Long



107106



109108



111110

One day at the lake, watching my son dance unfettered, seemingly unaware of what surrounded him, I had a few realizations— 
this could be the happiest he is in this life. I was also aware that we were watching each other, both interpreting what we 
observed. The free space that surrounded him became my own archetype or translation of happiness.

I am capturing moments in time and creating generations of information, some of which is gained, some lost, and some 
reconfigured.



113112



1000 Chasta in Road, MD 3104 |  Kennesaw, GA 30144 |  zuckerman.kennesaw.edu


