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Samuel Staley is a full professor at Florida State
University and Director of the DeVoe L. Moore Cen-
ter where as a social scientist he teaches urban eco-
nomics and urban policy and planning.

He holds a black-belt in To-Shin Do, a type of self-
defense martial art which he teaches to university
students and others.

He is a blogger for the Independent Institute in

Oakland, California, where he is a Research Fellow
and writes about popular culture.

And he is an award-winning novelist, writing for
middle-schoolers in two books and for adults in
three.

So why then would this over-subscribed, hyper-
achieving athlete, commentator, novelist, and self-
described, “pointy-head academic” throw himself
into the very murky waters of campus sexual as-

MARINA BROWN
DEMOCRAT CORRESPONDENT

CONFRONTING ASSAULT 
FLORIDA STATE UNIVERSITY PROFESSOR WRITES A BOOK, PRESENTS
A PUBLIC FORUM ON PROBLEM OF CAMPUS SEXUAL ATTACKS
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DO YOU SUFFER FROM
ASTHMA & ALLERGIES?
WE CAN HELP.

AIR DUCT CLEANINGUPHOLSTERY CLEANING

656-1777
Cleaning Completed by 6/30/16

Must present coupon at time of  cleaning.
Must meet minimum charge, residential only.

ANY TILE CLEANING

$20
OFF
$20
OFF
ANY SERVICE

When You Spend $150
Residential Only Exp. 7/31/16

Cleaning Completed by 7/31/16
Must Present Coupon at Time of  Cleaning.

Must Meet Minimum Charge, Residential Only.

$50
OFF
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At 29 years old, muralist Cory Wil-
liams is a self-made millionaire. He
pulls out the dollar bill from inside his
wallet as proof. Sure, the money is
augmented with six zeros in black
sharpie, but for the emerging artist it’s
a start and a promise. It’s also a remind-
er of his first piece — a drawing on
salvaged wood — that he sold as an
artist at what he describes to be the
lowest point in his life.

Williams spent a year homeless and
living in the student art studio at Flori-
da A&M University, unbeknownst to his
teachers and colleagues. He found the
untouched planks in that studio and
began sketching a portrait of Nelson

Mandela, drawn starkly in black and
white charcoal and graphite pencil. The
man who bought it didn’t offer much
money, but it was enough to give Wil-
liams the confidence he needed to get
back on the right footing. In 2011, he
graduated with a Bachelor’s in Fine
Arts and minor in agronomy, the study
of plants and agriculture.

“For years all I did was create and
paint, going over old paintings, and
working small jobs to pay the bills,”
says Williams. “It was a real struggle,
but within that chaos I learned so much
about myself. You endure pain to be-
come stronger, humble, and patient
because then your work will speak for
itself.”

Artist Cory Williams turned from graffiti to murals

ALVIN MCBEAN

Artist Cory Williams as he works on a recently completed painting. 

AMANDA SIERADZKI
COUNCIL ON CULTURE & ARTS

See WILLIAMS, Page 3D
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kitchentuneup.com

Kitchen Tune-Up has two independenlty owned & operated franchise locations serving our area.

1 Day Tune-Up
Refacing & Redooring
New Cabinets & Design

DREAM KITCHENS AT DREAM PRICES!

Granite Sealing

850.364.1085850.765.0558

In as little as three days, our exclusive Tune-Up
redooring, or refacing services, will have you
feeling like you walked into a brand new kitchen.
Contact Frank or Chuck today to schedule a
no-obligation estimate.

P R E M I U M  M O T O R C O A C H  T O U R S

DAY TRIPS
(229) 236-0674 

INTRODUCES

Bus Transportation • Meal Voucher 
Boarding Pass & Ship Fee • $2000 Free Play

Snacks and Drinks (going and coming)

COST INCLUDES EVERYTHING!

Departing Saturdays
CALL FOR DATES, DEPARTURE TIMES AND LOCATIONS

FOR RESERVATIONS
Rick Carson|Cell: (863) 206-2215

emeraldcoastgroup.com

His first gallery show-
ing was in his childhood
living room. Recognizing
her son’s burgeoning
skills, his mother orches-
trated the event one
morning, waking him up
early to get dressed in
his finest clothes. He
awoke to see his sketches
and drawings hung up on
the walls, and distinctly
recalls the sparkling
water set out on the table
with family friends mill-
ing about in support.
Born in Saint Kitts and
Nevis and growing up in
Miami, Williams was
first inspired to sketch
his father — a bodybuild-
er and Caribbean graph-
ite artist — as a super-
hero. 

However, in college he
didn’t pursue the visual
arts rights away. Wil-
liams was awarded a
music scholarship to
FAMU and played trom-
bone, baritone, and tuba
in the Marching 100. His
re-introduction to art on
campus came much later,
when he was caught with
spray cans and a stencil
making a quick graffiti
image of Maya Angelou.
He heard a shout from
behind and started run-
ning, only to be halted by
art professor Omar
Thompson.

“He stopped me to ask
if I was an art major,”
recalls Williams, who
was escorted to the pro-
fessor’s office. “I just
saw being an artist as a
job and told him I wasn’t
a major because there
was no money in art. I
see now in my career
what you have to go
through to make a voice
for yourself.” 

Williams channeled
his affinity for graffiti
into murals, preferring
the larger, longer lasting
aspect. His first commis-
sioned mural was for a
church, working in tan-
dem with FAMU profes-
sor Harris Wiltshire who
then saw how fast Wil-
liams worked and kept

sending mural gigs his
way as well as submit-
ting his work into shows.
Wiltshire became an
immediate mentor, and
though Williams resisted
his toughness in the
classroom, he ultimately
thanks him for improv-
ing his work ethic and
respect for the form.

Williams’ paintings
seek to find the symbol-
ism of life, which mani-
fests in images of flow-
ers, stones, and women.
The latter are a promi-
nent feature in his works,
as Williams believes
everyone should tap into
an emotional strength
associated with femi-
ninity. Books and poetry
are main sources of in-
spiration, helping Wil-
liams craft his own sto-
ries and narratives that
portray a straightfor-
ward conciseness. Re-
search is a major part of
his artistic process, and
he references visuals
that portray principals of
design, lighting, and
story.

“I think within a win-
dow frame you always
see possibilities, and you
can’t really express your-
self enough through a
small frame,” describes
Williams of murals’ larg-
er frames. “You can in-
corporate more and of
course a bigger scale
allows people to see dif-
ferent things. There’s so
much more you can see
when you have more
space and of course it
will be on the wall forev-
er.”

Just four years after
graduating from FAMU,
Williams’ breakthrough
mural of his professional
career came when he
was asked by Street Art
Tallahassee to paint for
Dreamland Barbecue at
the new Centre of Talla-
hassee. He finished the
work in three days, and

the portrait of the Ala-
bama owner now greets
newcomers. The work
showcases Williams’
niche style of “poster-
ized” realism, which he
adopted from idol Jeff
Whipple, who has taught
and exhibited locally and
emphasizes breaking
visuals down into blocks
of color and shape.

Human connection is
the subject in his up-
coming mural where two
women face each other,
one holding an exploding
supernova and another
with a blossoming flower
in hand. Even in these
fantastical interpreta-
tions, Williams is drawn

to realism in portraiture,
looking to master artists
like Kehinde Wiley who
bring two-dimensional
images to life through
perspective and color.
Williams has also adopt-
ed Whipple’s idea of
“mise en place,” or put-
ting everything in its
place prior to beginning a
painting. Before begin-
ning a mural, he’ll often
stare at a wall, intermit-
tently closing his eyes to
image what might take
shape in the space.

“It’s not rocket sci-
ence but we’re not magi-
cians,” smiles Williams.
“The hardest thing about
being a mural artist isn’t
the drawing, but making
sure the work has per-
spective, composition,
and design. You could
draw something that has
composition and design
on a sheet of paper, but it
takes time when you
scale it up and look back
at it to make sure the
perspective is correct.” 

The current wall he’s
using below Harry’s
Seafood has a natural
incline, and thus the
women he wants to paint
will have an implied
upwards motion. He
asked a friend to model,
coaching her through
dancing positions, clutch-
ing her heart, and finding
movement that would fit
his vision. The actual
painting of a piece can
take numerous hours and
days, with Williams risk-
ing bad weather and
safety on ladders and
scaffolding to complete
the project.

His background in
music comes forward in
his expression with col-
ors. Though he’s color
blind in one eye from a
softball accident, he
plays up the vibrancy of
hues and has a particular
fondness for a specific
green with hints of tur-
quoise and blue. As the
universe was hypothe-
sized to begin with a
vibration, Williams in-
corporates molecules,
atoms, supernovas, dia-
mond-shapes and other
celestial and scientific
motifs throughout his
work.

“Music helped me
enhance my artistic abil-
ity to be more vulnerable
because of course when
you put something out
there that’s your full
expression, that’s you,”
explains Williams. “In
that sense you’re giving
yourself to the audience
as music invokes a fre-
quency that allows you to
be more expressive. It
makes you move and in
essence that’s a form of
creativity right there.”

Currently, Williams is
exhibiting in FAMU’s
Foster-Tanner Fine Arts
gallery’s art and yoga
series. The space will
offer two free yoga class-
es this summer, and the
art pieces on exhibit
incite a meditative state
of mind. Williams’ pieces
speak to his interests in
music, the feminine, and
the essence of life. He

hopes people will get
involved with yoga and
have a visual interpreta-
tion of relaxation from
his work. Williams also
used this opportunity to
help promote another
artist friend’s work, sub-
mitting Jessica Herbert’s
yoga-inspired pieces into
the exhibition as well.

This pay-it-forward
philosophy stems from a
life-long vision to provide
a platform where artists
can succeed together. In
a vision board exercise
he taught at a camp for
children in foster care,
one of his many teaching
gigs at various schools
and recreation centers,
he sketched each child’s
portrait and had them
surround themselves
with clippings of their
imagined future. These
original pieces got Wil-
liams’ wheels turning for
future projects —events
to jettison other artists,
traveling month to month
working on murals, fund-
ing a self-sustainable
infrastructure for a Mon-
tessori school in arts and
agriculture—with each
goal written in black ink
on his one million dollar
bill.

Amanda Sieradzki is
the feature writer for the
Council on Culture &
Arts. COCA is the capital
area’s umbrella agency
for arts and culture
(www.tallahas-
seearts.org).

Williams
Continued from Page 1D

IF YOU GO
What: The “Sarpasana:
Yoga, Art, and Wellness”
Exhibition
When: 1-4 p.m., Monday
through Saturday,
through July 28
Where: Foster-Tanner
Fine Arts Gallery, 1630
Pinder Drive
Cost: Suggested donation
of $2
Contact: For more in-
formation, contact 
850-599-8755 or 
fostertannergallery
@famu.edu.

It was heatstroke hot
on Wednesday afternoon
when I hopped in my car
to drive down the street
and pick up a takeout
sandwich for lunch.

On my way back into
the parking lot at the
newspaper, I noticed that
the primo parking spot
beneath a small oak tree
was suddenly vacant. It
offered enough shade
beneath the limbs to
ensure that my car would
not be as hot as the sur-
face of the sun when I
climbed into it at the end
of the day. 

Then I reconsidered. 
Using my canny logic

as a fifth-generation
Floridian, I knew that a
thunderstorm of biblical
intensity would whip up
around 3:30 p.m., just like
it does every afternoon
during July in the so-
called Sunshine State.
Why should I take the
risk of having a large oak
limb crash down on the
sun roof or windshield of
my beloved 2000 V40
Volvo hatchback wagon?
Who needs the hassle of
dealing with the insur-
ance company?

Instead, I parked in
my usual slot in the front
lot along Magnolia Drive
that was marked for use
by PHOTO. Newspapers
don’t have many photog-
raphers these days in the
so-called Digital Age, so
the photographers cer-
tainly weren’t using it. I
grabbed my sandwich,
locked the car and head-
ed inside to soak up the
A.C., like any sensible
Floridian.

Shortly before 5 p.m.,
during rush hour traffic
on six-lane Magnolia
Drive, I heard a loud,

crunching, metallic noise
coming from outside the
office that sounded like
Godzilla passing a kidney
stone.

My colleague, Jeff
Burlew, was the first out
the door to see what
happened. Crashes along
Magnolia Drive are pret-
ty common because,
well, the state allows
human beings to operate
automobiles. Drivers
have more important
things to do these days —
like send texts on their
smart phones or play
Pokémon Go — than pay
attention to the road. 

“Dude, I think your
white Volvo just got
creamed in the parking
lot,” Jeff said when he
came back in the office.

I laughed at first. Jeff
is from Kentucky and the
puckish hill people of
The Bluegrass State are
famous for their single-
barrel bourbon and love
of practical jokes.

“Was my Volvo out
playing in traffic while
I’m on deadline in the
office?” I wanted to ask
Jeff, but did not.

“No, really. I think
your Volvo got hit,” Jeff
said and I knew he was
not kidding this time.

Chain reaction in the
parking lot

When I stepped out
into the lava-hot asphalt
parking lot, it looked I
had just missed the spec-
tacular grand finale of
the inaugural Tallahassee
Democrat Demolition
Derby. 

A black 2006 Volvo
XC90 SUV had somehow
flown off the elevated
roadway, gone airborne
for a second or two,
crash-landed and parked
its two-ton self inside the
passenger side of my
much-smaller V40 Volvo
hatchback. 

This sort of thing
probably happens once a
week in Oslo but not here
in North Florida.

The young woman,
ZoRy, who was driving
the SUV, was shaking and
crying a little. She was

physically uninjured, if
you didn’t count a minor
burn on her hand. ZoRy
appeared to be in her late
teens and fresh out of
high school, which, I
later learned, was true.
Naturally, since I have
spent a lot of time around
my 17-year-old nephew, I
figured Snapchat was to
blame for my freshly
crumpled car. Boy, was I
wrong.

After I examined all
the broken glass and bent
metal trapped beneath
the front bumper of the
SUV, I noticed a commo-
tion happening a few
yards away on Magnolia
Drive. Police officers
were arriving to help
direct the snarled traffic
surrounding a white,
2006 Chevy sedan. The
Chevy was facing the
wrong direction in the
far lane. Its front bumper
was hanging on by a
thread. That driver, I was
told, had already been
carted off to the hospital
for treatment.

Suddenly, it all made
sense. 

The Chevy was obvi-
ously trying to take a left
turn or perform a U-turn
across three lanes of
traffic. The drivers in the
two inside lanes thought
they were being courte-
ous by stopping and leav-
ing a gap. Unfortunately,
the motorists in the in-
side lane — or the right-
turn lane — were flying
blind. Kaboom.

“All of a sudden a
hood of a car pops out
crossing all three lanes,”
ZoRy wrote on her Face-
book page later that
night. “I had absolutely
no choice but to slam on
the brakes even though it
was inevitable I would hit
the car. The car knocked
me out of my lane and
down the hill into the
Tallahassee Democrat
parking lot where I
would then come to a halt
by running into a parked
car.”

She continued: “On
impact of the first crash,
my airbag was deployed
and as dust flew into the

air, my vision was com-
promised. I could only
feel my car bouncing
down the hill until it
slammed into a parked
car at a complete stop.”

Hey, bashing into my
Volvo beat hitting the
concrete utility pole that
ZoRy missed by a few
feet. Glad I could help.

“I’m happy you were
not injured and are still
alive to tell the tale,” I
said when I walked up to
comfort ZoRy.

“My father insisted
that I drive a Volvo,” she
said. “He’s a Volvo me-
chanic, so he knows what
he’s taking about.”

When ZoRy’s father,
Bryan, arrived we said
hello because we have
met many times at the
Popular Mechanix ga-
rage on Tharpe Street.
That’s where I have tak-
en my Volvo for repairs
for more than a dozen
years.

Again, this sort of
thing probably happens
only a daily basis in Oslo
but what are the chances
in North Florida?

For whom the bell tows
Before ZoRy’s rocket

re-entered the Earth’s
atmosphere, my Volvo
was parked in a diagonal
position. After splash-

down, it was parallel
parked.

The impact pushed the
body of my little wagon
over an ankle-high con-
crete barrier, which was
anchored into the asphalt
by three rebar spikes.
The back left tire was
ripped off its rim. The
driver’s door would not
open after it took a direct
hit from a metal parking
sign. The windshield was
cracked. The rumpled
edge around the sun roof
looked like someone had
worked on it with a can
opener. The back hatch
still worked like new, so
there’s always a bright
spot.

The investigating
police officer asked for
my insurance card and

registration. I told him it
was in the glove box but
the passenger door was
on top of it. 

When the tow truck
driver showed up on the
scene, he looked at my
car.

“Do you need my car
keys?” I asked the driver.

“Well, yeah, why not?
You sure don’t need them
anymore,” he said.

A few days later, the
insurance adjuster
agreed with the tow
truck driver. My Volvo
was totaled. Finito. Pin-
ing for the fjords back
home.

Next time, I think I’ll
just park in the shade.

Contact Mark Hinson
at mhinson@tallahas-
see.com

It’s lucky when you miss your own car crash

Mark
Hinson
DEMOCRAT SENIOR WRITER

PHOTOS BY MARK HINSON

Volvo vs. Volvo. Hint, the smaller Volvo on the left lost the fight after the larger one was
knocked off Magnolia Drive by another car on Wednesday. 

Columnist Mark Hinson’s 2000 Volvo V40 took a licking and
did not keep on ticking. It was totaled. 
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