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Under de Box

‘Being an artist in Trinidad 
and Tobago is a struggle. It’s 
almost as if we are literally 
placed under a box.’ says 20 
year old A Morle.

The 7th issue of The Switch 
features artist and designer 
Alixander Morle (aMorle) and 
his exhibition Under de Box 
which opened at Alice Yard 
on 20 December 2008 and ran 
until 23 December. 

aMorle’s work, no doubt a 
reflection of the growth he 
says he has seen in himself 
since he left Trinidad is 
inspired by urban street art 
and utilises the scrap materials 
of said environment such 
as plywood, galvanise and 
cardboard and is solidified by 
his sprayed on mantra ‘Graffiti 
is not vandalism it is Art’.

A freshman at the Savannah 
College of Art and Design 
in Georgia aMorle remains 
committed to Music as a DJ 
and Producer and will soon be 
on SCAD Radio.

aMorle’s work is supported by 
new Switch writers Melanie 
Archer, Nichola Dinoo and 
Paula Obe.

Take it eeen!
Indra.

FEATURED 
ARTIST/DESIGNER
Alixzandar Morle
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indra ramcharan

and his recent visit to T&T

aMORLE
onSCAD

underTHEBOX

Q: What is your name age and all other impor-
tant stuff u generally need to fill out a form...?
A: Alixzandar Morle, 20, born and raised in 
Woodbrook, Blood type AB POS.

Q: Who or what are you?
A: I am an industrial design student at the 
Savannah College of Design

Q: Why SCAD what’s so special 
( or not) about it?
A: Because Savannah is a very cultured and 
passionate city! Its fulled with inspirational 
people who are very inspirational. Being an 
international school where a couple of my 
friends an even my cousin attended I could not 
see a better choice. Savannahs temperature 
is strikingly close to back home, the verdant 
oaks hang in the road swollen with hanging 
Spanish moss. The city’s historic aesthetics and 
environment is almost magical. SCAD has its 
downs but for me it’s the best undergraduate 
option at this time.

Q.What role does music play in your life now 
or in the past to influence who or what you are 
now?
A: I am a Dj and producer. When I was young-
er I used to play a trumpet for the brass insti-
tute and my scout band so I have a fair knowl-
edge of music. My roommate Joe and I started 
Trilanta Sounds last quarter, we are supposed 
to be getting on SCAD radio soon.

Q: Were you excited to come home?
No

Q: What did you think of Marlon Darbeau’s 
installation project ‘En Route’?
A: I think it was very interesting I was very 
proud to see a local designer expand to furni-
ture design rather than just advertising design. 
His concepts were very deep and he was quite 
confident in his pieces.

Q: Were u more excited about coming back to 
Trinidad or going back to SCAD?
A: Going back to SCAD

Q: When you came back to Trinidad did you 
notice a growth within yourself since you left to 
start school?
A: I noticed a growth from the moment I left 
Trinidad!!! The orientation week was intense. 
I never had so much fun doing what I loved to 
do… express my self and create the unimagi-
nable. I have matured a considerable amount 
since I left home.

Q: Did you notice a growth in Trinidad since 
you left to start school?
A: Yes I noticed it. As I observed my native 
surroundings during vaction, I realized that life 
really wasn’t a game and I had to work harder 
than I was.

Q: Why have an exhibition though?
A: Because clients would not hire me to edit 
and I needed the money to help for school. It 
just so happens I love to paint.

Q: Are you an Artist or a Designer?
A: Both

Q: Do you think that the exhibition gave you 
any exposure at all?
A: Yes I think it gave me quite a bit of expo-
sure. I met some new friends along the way 
and even had the chance to meet up with 
an old drum corps supervisor from my scout 
troop.

Q: Did you use it to successfully network?
A: Yes indeed.

Q: Do you think your work will actually have 
an impact on the world at large or any part 
thereof?
A: I don’t know if I can answer that?! I really 
hope it does, many people see what I see I just 
choose to express myself and tell the “truth”. 
I hope that by me being different than the 
crowd is enough to inspire!

Q: Are you using the opportunity for sexual 
gain?
A: If exhibitions granted me access to have sex 
with someone I probably wont have sex with 
them simply because I have standards.

Q: Did you expect to get it from having
an exhibition?
A: No.

Q: Does it annoy you that I am referring to 
Trinidad as ‘Trinidad’ and not ‘home’?
A: Well considering Savannah is my home… 
No
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nichola dinnoo

 But he is a blue man.

Smiling through the blisters in his feet

Smiling through darkness and defeat

An effervescent hope is born from his eternal joy

This mortal man, this eternal boy.

A smile is his entrance to hostile places.

He closes his eyes to block out hostile stares

But his hostile places are no dungeons

There are no dragons for him to fight

For his is the hostility of everyday living

It is at the pharmacy and at work

But he smiles on and he shines on

A man that can be any colour

But he chooses to be blue

The blue of a hopeful sky today

The puffy eyes belies the lumpy mattress

And only looks forward to the soft blanket

The humble cotton sheets are revered

As the silken hairs of a goddess.

For him his joy is not in the plainness of the meal

But in the heat that thaws the chill in his soul

That threatens to spread and make his mood blue

For not everything is blue.

Not the red of his passion

Not the blue of his iris, nor the brown, nor the grey

He doesn’t even consider himself blue.

But his dreams are pinned to a blue sky

Too far away from the brown earth that he needs to 
bury them

For them to grow and bring forth fruit
But those dreams are safe

Right now they are where they need to be.

Pinned to a blue sky

And watered by the tears of heaven.

There is another kind of blue man

The ocean blue man

His surface is as calm and as smooth as glass
But the treacherous depths of his soul are his 
undoing

He sabotages his own growth

He is afraid of his own tomorrow

As he says, big fish eat little fish

And bigger fish eat big fish

So he allows his fear to retard his own growth

Because he is afraid of the big fish.  Right.

He forgets that he is the Neptune of his ocean

He is afraid of his own possibilities

He is the fearful hero

A reluctant God.

He can’t stem the time of his insecurities

And like blood in the waterˇ

The fear-sharks zoom into him

He creates his own demons to devour his own soul

And yet, and yet, he yearns for his own freedom

Yet he fears being free

He yearns for that which he fears and fears that 
which he yearns

But not even the pain of his sabotage makes him 
learn

But tomorrow is another day

And another chance

But will a day and a chance be wasted on him?

But will he yearn for his freedom?

But will he grasp it as it floats into reach?

Or will he realize that he was always free?

And when he does, will he long for his 
chains to lock him into a world he is used to?

 
Both men don’t seem to realize 
that this blue is not real.

Blue sky is as much as an illusion as 
is the blue of the sea

Indeed, there are colours more real to these men.

They are the brown of clay fashioned by hands of 
divinity

They are the red of passion’s blood flowing in the 
blue of their veins

They are the green of envy

They are the yellow of fear

The white of their innocence

We are the artist of our lives and the colours we are, 
we mix.

Our smiles, our laughter and our fears,

How we use them, how we deal with them.

Sometimes, our colours can be mixed when we 
touch.

Your blue with my red

Your white with my green

We are a palette of colour and texture

We are a mixture of light and dark

The black and white and all the shades of gray in 
between.

 

Our destinies are intertwined,

My paintings are devoid of colour in little patches

Because I have not yet experienced my entire life

I have not yet met all the people

I have not seen all the colours that I was destined to 
wear.

Yet we are who we make ourselves to be

We create the colours of eternity.

 

Not to exist in one colour or one texture

This was not my destiny

I who want the world today

And a corner tomorrow

This is just who I am

This is not what I could be

Or what I should be

This is just me

That is like choosing one colour and using it today

So I could have a green sky with green grass and 
green trees

Or silver grass with golden skies

 

We are the who we need to be

We are the colours of eternity.

When we get robbed we quick to 

say the man was black, or white, 

or red, or yellow. But there is blue 

man. Not in the colour of his skin, 

or the texture of his hair. The blue 

sky is reflected in his eyes. The 

white of his smile is as dazzling as 

the sun. The rain waters his hopes 

and tempers his passions
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melanie archer

Hello Indra

My apologies, I should have gotten in touch with you. Have been under a mound of work, which 
I’m forced to do to pay bills (I know, I know--where’s the creative spirit?). Haven’t gotten far on 
the article and should have been honest upfront in saying that the piece of art hadn’t sparked 
anything I wanted to write about. I’ve never bailed on an article before but I think today is a day 
of firsts. If I throw my hands in the air (which, by the way would mean I have to stop typing) am I 
going to lose the possibility to write for you sometime in the future? Sorry to be so unprofessional 
about this. Things have just been very strained. I blame it on my new meds.

Hey, you know, this email would make a good companion piece of writing to the image! I could 
talk about the frustrations of not being able to turn things in on time these days. After all, the 
work of art you sent suggests some grotesque sort of inner turmoil, of one being completely 
devouring itself (as in my self-esteem and procrastination completely devouring my sanity and 
reputation for being reliable). What do you think? I’m actually being serious here. I’m still at work-
-we have a proposal due tomorrow--so let me know and I’ll crank it out some way some how. 
Otherwise, I’ll bow my head in shame as you send me off to the island of lost writers . . . or at least 
those of writers whose inner clocks seem to have stopped working altogether.

M

Actually I’ll use this email if it’s okay with you I like this..lol

-Indra

Ha ha. I love it! I was hoping you’d go for it and, of course, you have my blessings to use it. Guess 
everything does happen for a reason.

M
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indra ramcharan

Forged from the... In the blue fires of... with boundless... we... Stop. Look at 
what we see to represent our finances. The same structure that will house a Choo Kong crudeness. The same building with 
Conrad Parris in high heels and Cecilia Salazar topless as a stripper. How appropriate. The two buildings that do actually 
and since I can remember always had people confused as to which was taller.  All steel and concrete stealing any concrete 
image we might have of being financially sound and secure. As we look at it do we see the smoke. The dust that is so black 
that it now has adopted a blue hue not of the hundred dollar bill we so proudly call a blues once again taking us back 
to the Richard Ragoobarsinghs and Glenn Davis’... but representing the depression of the people the depression of the 
economy... representing the depression of a nation, a region, of the world. What happened to another famous Twin Tower? 
They physically fell because men and planes physically took them down. So can the ‘powers’ that be emotionally distress a 
world, a region, a nation, an economy, a people to the point that our fall is due to emotional distress? An emotional distress 
that is running rampant taking residence in the air replacing the oxygen with in the carbon monoxide that makes it all so 
much heavier. Looking at the Audi SUV whales gliding down the highways and roads as I sit in my bandits-best-friend vehicle 
fighting for air because my belt is as tight as possible and I am dying from no air. We all suffer from a sickness and some 
of us suffer from all because of this place in which we live. To look at those two buildings of steel and concrete as they are 
stealing any concrete image we might have of being financially sound and secure. 

Side by side they stand... islands of the... this our naive... we... don’t do a damned thing. We stand up around the proverbial 
office water cooler and grumble like idiots. Grumble about what is and is not being done. Grumble about what we would 
do and what they should do and if it was you and if they were in your situation and grumble and grumble like thunder to 
introduce a storm that never arrives. Useless noise. Yapping about doing something about it but doing nothing at all. Yap-
ping about a revolution but where is it? Where is your strength of purpose? Where are our revolutionaries? They no longer 
exist because they are all yapping and grumbling making a thunderous noise  at the damned water cooler and being diluted 
right where they stand. Diluted completely as you complain about how 10 years ago you were paying no more than one 
thousand dollars for a Carnival costume. About how you are not supporting those band leaders who you know are stealing 
your money from under your nose as you pay close to four thousand dollars if not more to play yuh mas. Yuh playing de ass 
yuh not supposed to be tightening your belt? No you want to raise even more dust on Carnival Monday and Tuesday but 
on those days the dust enveloping the two steel and concrete structures there on the edge of town, on those two days the 
dust will be nice. It will be pretty! It will be holding some glitter dust and you don’t care cuz you taking a wine on somebody 
else man then holding a AIDS or a pregnant in the process and look where it get yuh? If you actually were doing what you 
were preaching by the water cooler would you be there? Would you? But no you want to buss blame on people. Say they 
good for nothing because they saying they will do all manner of things and then when they don’t deliver you more vex 
than anybody. So tell me why is it that you who vowing to tighten a belt and pull up a socks can’t deliver on the promises 
you make to yourself? And you want the others to do it? They are human just like you. Just like how you will say ‘well the 
circumstances didn’t permit’ Do you know their circumstances? Do you know if their circumstances permitted them? No. So 
stop the damned pointless thunderous grumbling. You’re wasting everyone’s time. People like you are the reason that those 
two buildings of steel and concrete are stealing any concrete image we might have of being financially sound and secure 
since you contribute to the emotional distress that the building is under and trust me you might think that your contribution 
doesn’t have an impact but it does. Every two cents counts and May God Bless Our Nation.
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paula obe

  

Eyes are always on me, no matter where I turn, what I do, 
whom I see. I feel like that 
Zora Neale Hurtson novel “Their Eyes Were Watching 
God” living life in flashbacks; memories racing in circles 
like a silly child’s carnival carousel, or like guilty drippings 
of affairs masking truths with lies. Staring into a mirror’s 
past reflection, and what do I see now, besides an empty 
shell where an inflated ego dwelled. Locked door, pre-
venting visitors, and un-rolling masking- tape over win-
dows, over heart, so that no one can even glimpse me. 
Wait this isn’t about me…I think…I digress. 

“Maybe destiny is pre-determined 
before birth, and being a believer 
in re-incarnation, I believe in kar-
ma and soul’s choice to choose the 
trappings of incarnation…more 
digression, but necessary in my 
mind’s chaos.”

Masking tape over windows blocking the light from en-
tering, so that the darkness masks everything, including 
the shadows that walks before our steps. Hmmm if giv-
en the option, how many of us would turn the hands of 
the clock back, erasing mistakes made. But that would 
be the power of premonition, and I wonder how many 
lives would be saved then?  Maybe those are the gifts 
of Gods, or God-women boasting about special Shaman 
powers, and if we dress that up, localize them, call them 
seer-women, obeah men or whatever you wish, we slowly 
realize that no spirit-wish can change destiny. Maybe des-
tiny is pre-determined before birth, and being a believer 
in re-incarnation, I believe in karma and soul’s choice to 
choose the trappings of incarnation…more digression, 
but necessary in my mind’s chaos.

So these God-women or shamans, and I digress intentionally, 
court nature and chant the wind into believing that God is to the 
north, south, east, west, top, bottom and center of our being. 
They dream spirit-animals that help us understand our nature. 
So God is never to the sky but available with every breath and 
sight of our existence. There is no heaven and hell to be fearful 
of. No damnation, despite what pulpits shout on early Sunday 
morning as they embrace the weight of prayers dressed in chif-
fon and stockings, high heels clutching suits and polished shoes, 
holding the hands of children. And their smiles make us envy 
the singing and clapping of the congregation, and when I was 
a child I believed they were all happy after service ended…but I 
was only a child.

“Their Eyes Were Watching God”. Ever wondered what God 
looked like? It is said that ‘He’ made us in his own image and 
likeness, then that would mean that ‘He’ is like a mirror reflect-
ing us all. Digressions run the gamut of thought in this piece of 
sharing. I no longer can identify where my musings end and my 
digressions begin. 

However I do remember looking out at crowds, seeing eyes star-
ing, dead, (and I thought that zombies didn’t exist in this coun-
try). Dead eyes, lost of hope and dreams walking lifeless, going 
through the motions of living, cursing life and God and existence 
and birth and what do those eyes look at, if not at the God within 
us all. Namaste…my hands together in front me, I bow, hoping 
to connect their gaze, it never meets mine and I move on, with-
out finding answers. 

“And who’s the God within us? Who’s 
the God we’re supposed to be watch-
ing, if it’s not you.”

Each man is now becoming an island, connecting across the 
matrix of fan clubs and profile pages, sometimes never really 
meeting the essence of who we really are. Lies cloning identities 
of whom we think we should be. And who’s the God within us? 
Who’s the God we’re supposed to be watching, if it’s not you.

RUN-ON-THOUGHTS IN POETRY-PROSE…and digressions
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nicole martin clarke

Pleb City. Est. circa 1975. 

Population : unknown. Official Languages : 

unknown. Religious Belief : Followers of the 

One True God. 

Beat after beat, night after night, week after 

week, and so on, they drift in swarms to the 

rhythm of mind numbing chants, decked 

out in glitter and glam, dignity disposed of, 

debauched, depraved, debased, to answer the 

summons of the One True God.

Their roles and preparations before participating 

in the ritual differ significantly, but the result is 

always the same.

The Primers, mostly university educated 

and travelled, spend the preceding hours 

imbibing spirits with the hopes of reaching 

the appropriate states of nirvana required to 

participate fully. To be accepted into this caste, 

finance (or the appearance of finance) is integral 

as baser intoxicants are entirely unacceptable 

and largely frowned up as being reserved for 

the Plebs, Thugs and Skegs.

Those relegated to Pleb status generally cannot 

be trusted with the tasks of priming or even the 

most minor ceremonial preparations, but have 

the daunting task of following blindly whatever 

trends the upper echelons set, for a unanimous 

appearance of the unchallenged acceptance 

of the One True God’s powers. They generally 

congregate in the baser areas of the colony, 

whipping themselves into a frenzy and regaling 

stories from nights past of imagined conquests 

and unnecessary shows of machismo.

The most highly contested class, and most 

constantly changing, is the Groupie Sect. 

Starved into submission, heavily masked, often 

drugged and always mindless, the Groupies 

submit themselves to the most base pleasures 

of the One True God. He and His Inner Circle 

have the unchallenged privilege of violating 

their dignity, probing the innermost reaches of 

their souls and then abruptly discarding them 

on expiry with the single goal of keeping the 

purity of the Upper Sanctum in tact. 

The Groupie enjoys no rights but takes her sole 

pleasure in the knowledge that she could be in 

the presence of the One True God as long as 

He permitted. Yet, as cherished as this position 

is, the Groupie always falls, swiftly relegated to 

Skeg or Skettel status and forced to eke out 

her remaining years in a financial institution 

or bartering her waning talents for food and 

accommodation.

The male equivalent to this, the Punks, are 

equally mindless, equally pretty but are required 

to gather in numbers in the unlikely event that 

the word of the One True God is challenged. 

The appearance of physical strength and 

willingness to obey dictates how close they 

come to actually penetrating the Inner Circle 

but, like the Groupies turned Skegs, they often 

fall swiftly from grace, their dependence on 

muscle and might often clouding their already 

limited abilities to think and reason.

There remains, to date, no discernible 

method of gaining access to the Inner Circle. 

Membership is granted to the mysteriously 

chosen few solely at the discretion of the One 

True God and, while revocable at any point, is 

non-transferable. These select members have 

no remarkable talent or attraction and derive 

their power entirely from their association with 

the One True God. 

Fat, thin, handsome, ugly, rich or poor, they 

participate in the rituals with the Groupies, as if 

by right, with the only restriction being that the 

Chosen One of the One True God can never 

be touched. In the few instances where this has 

occurred, it is easy to see how closely related 

the Inner Circle members are to the Plebs, 

Thugs and Skegs, as acts of barbarity inevitably 

ensue, sometimes resulting in the loss of life of 

one party and exile to forced labour camps by 

the perpetrator. The offending Groupie, as a 

consequence, also immediately loses her status 

ad is subject to extended public humiliation.

Self-appointed instillers of law and order among 

the populace, the Thugs have been the most 

resistant to adhering to the dictates of the One 

True God. Bitter rivalry between the factions, 

turf wars and random acts of violence occupy 

the bulk of their time and leave little time for 

the revelry encouraged by the One True God. 

During their infrequent forays into civilization, 

the Punks are placed on immediate alert, 

Groupies secured and the Plebs are left to deal 

with their brutalities.

Depending on how far the nightly ceremony 

has progressed, the Plebs are often in danger 

of suffering from delusions of grandeur and 

unwittingly sacrifice themselves to the Thugs, 

temporarily quenching their bloodlust. Once 

complete, the ceremony proceeds as planned.

In all of the classes, the one unifying goal is to 

achieve the distinction of VIP status, enabling 

complimentary entrance to a variety of 

ceremonies and ‘line by-passing’ privileges. To 

all members of the society, there is no greater 

honour but no more elusive task. Even partial 

admittance requires a re-ordering of alliances as 

VIPs are forbidden to associate with those falling 

into the vaguely defined Loser Category.

Excerpt taken with kind permission from the 

World Fact Book.
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I was to find a dark, secluded area, 
make a tiny hole and deposit the lone 
seed I received. No water, no sunlight, 
no special care. It was almost as if I was 
intentionally neglecting it.

The cost was virtually inconsequential 
but the fruits it was suggested I would 
harvest, in a relatively short period of 
time, were endless. Being a bit of a 
cynic, I didn’t start counting my millions 
and blowing off work – but I held onto 
a shred of hope, tempered with a 
smattering of calculated disbelief – and 
dug my hole.

Then I forgot it. As directed. And went 
on with life as usual. Work. Lime. Home. 
Work. Lime. Home. Bursts of trivial and 
sporadic sex. Work. Lime. Home.

Then I remembered it, pulsing, 
throbbing, bubbling in its tiny space. 
Sucking life greedily into itself, it had 
grown, not impressively yet. But it had 
grown, nonetheless.

I examined it curiously for the usual signs 
and the potential for blossoms, roots, 
future life, anything… But found nothing. 
It was an unremarkable quivering mass 
that betrayed no possibility for beauty 
or even usefulness. A lump here, the 
beginnings of a sprout there and nothing 
more.

Dejected, and somewhat revolted by 
the idea that I even expected anything 
from it, I left it again. Work. Lime. Home. 
Work. Lime. Home. Bursts of mounting 
and undirected frustration and rage. 
Work. Lime. Home.

Bored, I began poking at it and it wasn’t 
at all what I expected. The mass, which I 
assumed would be solid but flexible was 
perversely gelatinous. As a child, there 
was a book… Blubber. That’s the sound 
it looked like. 

What I previously thought were lumps 
and protrusions were really just the 
result of how it had settled into its 
cramped little space, perhaps shifting 
microscopically as it blossomed – if what 
it was doing could actually be considered 
blossoming.

And it was still pulsing, much like 
watching a sleeping baby breathe, but 
there was no discernible rhythm or 
pattern in the movement. Chaos in slow 
motion.

Repulsed, I put it away and sought 
security in the humdrum routine of Work. 
Lime. Home. Work. Lime. Frustration. 
Home. Work. Sex. Home. Lime. Rage. 
Work. Sex. STOP! I had to go back.

As humans, we have this bizarre tendency 
to be absolutely and uncontrollably 
attracted to the things that disgust and 
horrify us the most. Look away. Move. 
But no, we lean in closer to grasp and 
ingest even the most sordid details 
and then gleefully repeat them to any 
fool with ears and call it conversation, 
sharing, current events.

So, no different and armed with the 
poor excuse of being human to justify 
my curiosity, I went back. 

This time, it was markedly different. 
Exactly how much time had passed, not 
just since our last encounter, but since I 
risked sowing it in the first place? Instead 
of growing, it had evolved, dominating 
the space it occupied until there was no 
room for anything else. It was virtually 
the only thought or emotion that existed. 
The walls throbbed to its grotesque, 
obscene rhythm.

Touch it. I whispered. I whispered? Who 
whispered? Stroke it. Give it life. Give 
it freedom. Impossible! Stop shouting. 
Stop me…

But it had it’s own energy, it’s own aroma, 
and a strange space that could loosely 
be called sound even though no sound 
was audible. It crawled over, into and 
under my skin, filling my thoughts and 
pressing against my eyeballs, eardrums, 
lungs, self. My thighs quivered, my eyes 
watered and my heart all but stopped, 
trying to reconcile what seemed to be 
arousal and repulsion.

It was passion and lust and rage and 
envy and frustration and impotency. And 
shame. Bottomless, unforgiving, self-
destructing shame. If I could close my 
legs to it, lock my mind and blind myself, 
I wouldn’t be forced to endure the 
repulsive humiliation of my own inability 
to control my own urges. I wept.

Breathless, retching, gasping for air, 
blinded by fear and fury, I tried to get 
away but felt as though I was fighting 
against myself. It filled my nose and 
closed my eyes.

Why fight it? Why run? Submit. Submit. 
Submit. Nothing sweeter than release. 
And no one here to see. To hear. To 
know. Our secret. Submit…

Collapsing on the cool white tiles, it rose 
inside me and I knew the time had come. 
My time had come. 

Mouth open in surrender, my insides 
revolted... and it rejoiced. Gushing, 
glorious torrents washed over me. 
Safety and peace were hidden in this 
sanctuary of insanity. Comforted. 
Spinning. Surrendering. Relief. Sweat. 
Tears. Sleep.

My gift to you.
Loathing.

nicole martin clarke

The instructions seemed simple enough.
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