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Forward 
 

AS I'VE THOUGHT ABOUT this piece of work my 

mind constantly went back to The Harlem Renaissance when authors, 

poets, and musicians expressed not just themselves but also the 

climate of the people. Therefore, my sincere intention for this 

compilation is to give the people an expression for who I am - 

Am I not so such? With me being a writer, I find it to be a 

re- sponsibility to use my platform for the advancement of my 

peo- ple to have their stories told. 

When I think about the injustice that is being done to our 

people by the oppressors, It is not deniable of the oppression that 

our very own people are doing to us. All we must do is look in 

the inner cities and look at the rise of gang violence and drug 

use. So, no I'm not one to sugarcoat anything. We as a people 

need to reflect on our lives and determine where we need to go. 

So, hopefully, this piece helps with your reflection. 
 

 

~ JONAH SANDERS 
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Thoughts of a Fatherless Boy in 
the Hood 

AS I SAT IN MY ROOM it was as if my ears had picked 

up some supernatural power because it seemed as if I could 

hear everything. From my mother talking on the phone - to 

likely her best friend Kim, to my sister playing one of those 

annoying video games that she seemed to be engulfed in - every 

waking hour of the day, to my dog lightly snoring, to my heart 

beating. Now you may think that everyone could hear their own 

heartbeat and you would be correct on that matter. However, my 

heart was beating out of my chest. Why may you ask? Well...I 

was scared. 

I was passed scared I was TERRIFIED! Why? 

Well...some- how this kid in school, who everyone called 

Blood, wanted to fight me. Everything was cool I mean I was 

giving him my lunch money every day. Crazily... it wasn't much, 

but it was something. I know that he used it because once I gave 

it to him, I always saw that he would go and buy some French 

fries and drown them in ketchup. That was supposed to be my 

lunch money, but... what was I to do. Then if I told my mom she 

would probably go crazy and I didn't want that. See...you don't 

understand how it is to live with my mom and she rants and 

raves at times. I love her and all, 

but at times she could be a little crazy. 

I know that I'm being a little evasive, but I don't want to go 

on about my mom. I love her...I do, but...it's just hard to explain, 
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you know? However, what I will try to explain is some of her 

ranting and raving and maybe you can explain to me why she 

does it. I've tried to understand it...but since I'm only seven years 

old I'm not supposed to understand. 

Well for starters she'll start ranting and raving about how all 

men ain't ...well I can't say the word that she is using because I 

know that it's bad - so I'll say poop in its place. So, she'll start 

ranting and raving about how men ain't poop. She doesn't just say 

men but black men. When she say this, I would wonder to 

my- self as if I was included in her rant. I know that I'm still 

a little boy, but I was black - truly black and would be a Black 

man one day - I hoped. 

She would usually rant around the time when rent was due 

and when the lights might go out and we would have to light 

candles to see our way around the small two-bedroom apartment 

that we lived in. Or she would do it after some strange guy 

would come into our home, to where she would take him into her 

room for a while and do whatever. When I asked her about 

what she was doing in the room she told me that it was called 

Slave and Mastah. When I asked her why it was called 

something like that, she would look angry then say because it’s 

usually done with a black woman and a white man. I didn't 

get it, so I just left it alone. 

Or it was when she is watching one of those reality television 

shows. It usually was when she was watching Love and HipHop, 

but she would do it when she would watch a movie with Michael 

B. Jordan or Will Smith. I couldn't understand any of it and 

still don't so...maybe you can give me some insight on the 

matter. Why would she hate men she didn't even know? I know 

I fell off 
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of my bike and hit my head once - maybe twice, but I wasn't that 

crazy to dislike someone for no reason at all. 

Anyway...you must bear with me because my mind gets off 

topic sometimes and I just jump from topic to topic. So, where 

was I? Oh...yeah. Was it my mom or how scared I was? I 

think my mom, right? 

I love my mom. I mean she's all that I really have. My sister 

is two years younger than me, so I guess she would have my 

back, but that's our whole family. From what I heard - around 

the way, my mom wasn't even from the hood we lived in, actually 

wasn't from the state, and had moved here when I was about to be 

born. If I'm correct she's from Memphis, Tennessee, but I was 

born in the city of Atlanta, Georgia. A certified Grady-baby. 

What I heard was that she got kicked out of her mother's 

house because she said that she was too fast for her own good 

and that she had to make her way in the world. I've seen my 

mother run and she wasn't fast, so I'm sure that had to mean 

something else. I know that grown folks’ made-up terms to fit 

their true meaning, however, I would find out sooner or later. 

I paid attention to everything and was said to be smart for my 

age, so I'd found out. As for my mom making her own 

way...well she did do hair sometimes. 

The smell of the burnt hair would drive me crazy, 

however, that's usually when she was nice. When I would 

ask her for money to buy some snacks, she would stop 

humming Mary J. Blige's song "My Life", dig into her bra and 

give me two dollars. Yeah...she was happy when she did hair. I 

just wondered why she always hummed that old song, especially 

when she wasn't even old. She was only 20 years old and she had 

me when she was thir- teen years old! 
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I couldn't wait to make it to thirteen. A teenager! That 

was the prime of your life. You got to do all types of stuff. 

Man... I couldn't wait to be a teenager...I might have a child of 

my own just like my mom had me. 

But...yeah, she was happy when she did hair. Let me 

see...when. Well...she would be happy when we got our food 

stamps. She would take me and my sister with her to 

Walmart, or as she called it "Wally World", and we would fill 

up our carts with all types of stuff. She was happy then. 

Well, let see other times when she was happy, not much re- 

ally. I know it may not be believable, but my mom was 

usually sad, humming that old song. I would try to cheer her 

up, but at times she would give me a look that scared me worse 

than the kid Blood. It was as if she hated me or something. 

I would leave her alone knowing that it couldn't have been 

me, but something else. I mean...I didn't do anything to her, 

right? Nah... I know I didn't. I did everything that she asked 

me to do. 

Well...except for once. 

This one time...I don't want to talk about it...but this one 

time when I came back from school my mom was drunk on the 

couch. I knew that she was drunk because I know the smell of 

liquor. I saw the empty bottle of gin on the floor, and she looked 

a mess. When she got drunk, usually I would stay clear of her, 

but I saw that the side of her face was swollen, and like she had 

been hit, so I asked her if she was alright. Swaying to her feet she 

made her way to me and said that everything was my fault and 

that she wished she had the heart to kill me. Picking up a gun 

that she had lying on the couch she handed me the gun and 

said that if 
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I loved her that I would shoot myself. I ran outside terrified 

not knowing what to do. 

As you know I was taught since I was born to not trust 

the police so of course, I didn't go to them for help. I just 

walked around the hood watching the junkies try to get some 

drugs on credit and the gang members just stand on the corner 

as if they owned the block. What else was I to do? Go to a 

relative's house? Later that night - late, I went back home and 

found that she was in her room playing with Mastah. I just 

went into my sisters’ room and stared at the walls until the tears 

that I felt in my eyes dried from the hate that I began to feel for 

myself. I didn't ask to be born. What did I do to anyone by 

being born? It just wasn't 

fair. 

Yeah...I know that I am supposed to be tough and all that, 

but sometimes I get sad when I think about my life. Maybe that's 

why my mom always hums that old song about life? Why did 

I have to go through all of this anyway? I'm just a kid! 

But let me calm down, right? Nothing good ever comes from 

losing our cool. Trust me I know. I've seen guys get shot 

and stabbed for the smallest things. That's how John got killed 

losing his cool and messing with the wrong dude. 

So... where was I before I got sidetracked? I told you that my 

mind drifts at times. My mom said that it was something 

called ADHD. Who knows, that's just what my mom called 

it. She tried to give me pills for it, but they made me too 

drowsy, so I stopped taking them. 

Oh...yeah, the kid everyone called Blood. I don't know if he 

got the name because he was in the Blood gang or because he 

would make you see blood, but I didn't want to find out which it 

was. What am I supposed to do about that whole situation any- 
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way? Got any suggestions? Maybe if there was a man around here 

that I could talk to I would know what to do. 

You may be wondering where my dad was, 

especially with all this happening. Your guess is better 

than mine on that one. I've never met him, so I wouldn't even 

know him even if he walked down the street and said hello. I 

heard that his name was Shawn whom I'm supposed to be named 

after, but other than that, that's all I know about him. I mean I 

heard some things though. 

I heard that he was a mean something and played no games. 

I heard that he was in some gang down in Memphis that had 

a bunch of money. People said that he had a bunch of women and 

nice cars. I even heard some people say that he was a pimp or 

something like that. A Mack, they called him. 

What a pimp or a Mack was I really didn't know for 

sure, but I had an idea. There wasn't much that kids in the hood 

didn't know at my age. It was as if we were little grown-ups 

who just didn't pay bills. We were just like the grownups. Some 

black folks relying on the government. 

I heard that my supposed dad was a sick dude who liked 

young girls and whatnot. What people meant by that when they 

said it, I'm not sure what they meant, probably that he fathered 

daughters to his son. As sad as it is to acknowledge it...I was 

his son. I was the son who he abandoned. 

I wonder if he lived in a house. One of those houses that I 

heard rich white folk had. You know, the house with the fence, 

with a little dog that pooped everywhere, but no one cared be- 

cause they had money and not a care in the world. The house that 

had air-conditioning and pest control so that roaches didn't 

try 
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to crawl in your ears when you slept. The house that lights didn't 

get turned off every month out of the blue. 

The house where there was a dad. 

I tried not to think about that stuff because I didn't have 

it. Nah...my options and reality were limited. I already know 

that I'm probably going to do some time in prison - more than 

once, and I know that I might not even make it to the age of 

twenty- one, but that's just what it is, right? 

Matter of fact...I think I need a little break from this for 

the day. I'm about to go in my room, try to block out my sister 

rap- ping along with Cardi B, and go to sleep. I'll even skip 

dinner tonight, all it would likely be is sardines and ramen 

noodles any- way. 

So... I'm back. As I get dressed for school I still debate as 

to what to do about the little situation with Blood. Just wanting 

to get it over with I grab my book bag and head to school. Maybe 

I might learn something that I could use in life. What's the 

point in learning all the states when I rarely even get to leave the 

hood? Now if they had a class on all the hoods in Atlanta that 

might help me from getting shot and killed. 

Luck may be on my side though. Maybe Blood got killed last 

night by a stray bullet or something. You know stuff like that 

happens all the time in the hood. Or maybe he might just leave 

me alone. Nah... him getting shot is more realistic. I live in 

East Atlanta so...yeah, he might be shot. 

But as my luck always sucks, here he comes, with about five 

other kids. I hand him the money - as usual, but today he doesn't 

just leave me be like he usually does. He hauls off and smacks the 

crap out of me. Seeing stars as I look up to him from the ground
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I just stay down and pray that he leaves me alone and go pick on 

someone else. After a few kicks, he leaves me be. 

Waiting for a few minutes until he had gone on for some dis- 

tance I finally get up - embarrassed, but still alive. I had no back- 

up, so what was I supposed to do? Fight a whole gang of people. 

Then if you remember, I don't have a dad, so no one ever taught 

me how to fight. So, I just gave it up - every day. 

After that, the day went by somewhat smoothly. When lunch 

period came, of course, I didn't have money to buy snacks, but 

being a project kid, lunch was paid for by the government. It 

was as if my dad was the President because the government did 

a whole lot more than my real dad ever did. At least the govern- 

ment fed me and made sure that I had a place to stay. The gov- 

ernment even gave out free phones. 

But anyway, the day was alright. All the classes were 

boring. I tried to get into them, but when I would go home 

and asked my mom for help learning the stuff, she'll just look 

at me crazy as if I was supposed to know the stuff already. So, 

I'd just go on YouTube and watch videos of whatever topic 

my mind would come up with. To be honest I learn more on the 

Internet than in school anyway. 

With the school day was over I made my way home and 

hood watched, as I called it. I watched the police slam out drug 

dealers, prostitutes walking back and forth up the street, 

gang bangers wearing dollar store bandanas, and white folk 

driving by listening to Adele. Yup...that's the hood. Then of 

course I walked by abandoned lots that had likely been that way 

before I was even born. 

Once home I didn't see my mom, so she probably went to the 

store or something. My sister wasn't around either. Cool, I'll 

just 
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chill for a while and wait for them to come back. With time 

go- ing by and it’s getting dark I got a little worried, so I called 

one of my mom’s friends to see if she was over there. Being told 

that she hadn't seen her, then being hung up on before I could ask 

anoth- er question, I became scared. 

Scared of what I don't know, but that's what I felt. With 

my stomach turning, I rushed to the bathroom to pee, but 

what I then saw made me throw up everywhere. With the tub 

running over my mom and sister played under the water - 

clearly dead. Paralyzed, somehow, I got my legs to move to the 

note that was on the sink's edge. Reading how sorry she was 

for being a terri- ble mom and how she just couldn't take it 

anymore, then how she wished that I had a dad, I thought about 

what she told me so long ago - just kill myself. 

Not having a father made this happened, it had to be. Even if 

she didn't die, I was dead anyway. Either I would be a drug deal- 

er, gang banger, scam artist, or robber I would be in prison or 

dead anyway. Yeah, some make it out the hood, but most don't 

and that's something I even know at my age. So, why not kill 

my- self. Going into the living room, in the seat of the worn 

couch, I picked up the gun and just looked at it for a minute. 

All I had to do was pull the trigger and it was over. Wanting to 

make a state- ment I placed it down for a second then went to 

get my mom's phone. Logging into her Instagram account 

then going live, I waited until at least a thousand people started 

watching, picked up the gun, then said," My name is Shawn 

Roberts, and my mom is dead, and so is my sister. I'll be dead 

soon because I don't have a dad." Then pulled the trigger. 
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What's the point? 

What's the point of having integrity? 
 

For I'll always be considered a criminal not because of what I 

have done 
 

but because it's predicted for me to be such. 

Statistics are always right they say! 

However, this is not what I wish to be. 

No far from this preconceived notion that I've been 

labeled with 
 

but since my skin is black 
 

...from the hood as they call it and that I grew up in 

a one-parent home I'm doomed. 
 

So, what's the point of going to school and trying 

to get an education? 
 

HELL, MY TEACHER ALREADY believes that I'm 

going to fail oddly enough not because I don't participate in 

class nor do my assignments (for I do) but because my name is 

Afrocentric and that will affect my future. 
 

What is the point of falling in love? 
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For since I'm already said to be doomed my child 

will be fatherless 
 

my child's mother will be on welfare and the rest of my life 

will likely be spent in prison if not dead. 
 

What's the point in anything? 
 

For since I'm said to be already doomed, I'll just 

rob and murder you - Fuck it! 
 

Since my life is predetermined by the unseen hand, I'll at 

least give you the chance to see the gun in mine. 

BOOM! 
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The Neighborhood Hater 

Yeah, I said it! 

It is what is - real talk! 

As I glance to my left and right 

I could feel God turning his back on me. 
 

Niggas who done made something... by either rob- 

bing, scamming, burglary boosting, deception, or 

hustling 
 

...Yeah, them Niggas be riding nice as fuck. 

This shit gets under my skin, and I can feel the envy rising 

volcanic eruptions close to coming to the surface. 

I CAN VISUALIZE MY hand going to my gun, but I 

stop my- self short because Kim's daughters out. 

Fuck she had to be out now anyway? 
 

I could just murder one of these Niggas for putting on 

like that. 

Fuck a Nigga want to put on for poor folks anyway? 
 

But I wish I could kill all these Niggas! 

I know my chick be fucking one of these Niggas hell...I 

done seen those new shoes and purses she got stashed. 

I know she ain't cope none of that from working at 
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Burger King 

then...hell...I ain't got shit. 

How the hell I suppose to get anything when these Niggas 

get- ting it all? 

I mean really? 

They got all the weed 

...all the coke 

...all the pills 

...all the heroine 

...all the guns 

...all the scam artist on the team 

...and yeah, they got all the bitches 

I can't fuck with these Niggas by going to school. 

Fuck outta here! 
 

These bitches want all that fly shit that none of us can 

afford. 
 

We barely can afford to pay the light bill... but these 

Niggas be riding in the hood with those rentals and 

shit. 
 

I should shoot one of those bitch ass Niggas cars 

up... yeah, that'll show them for stunting on me...yeah. 

Huh? 

What

? 

Where are you going? 

Where my daughter at? 
 

Oh...she in her room... and you said you going out for 

a ride? 
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With whom? 

What Nigga? 

I don't know that Nigga. 

The one who be driving the Range Rover? 

I don't know that Nigga? 

Hey! I'm not done talking to you! 

Don't slam my muthafucking door! 
 

You might pay the bills in this bitch but I'm still 

the man around here! 

I know this bitch just ain't go riding with one of those 

Niggas! 
 

Then she got the nerve to wave when she drives by. 

BITCH!!!!!!! 

Nah... fuck that...yeah, I got something for both of them 

muthafuckas... 

I'll call the police on his 

ass. Yeah...that's what I'll 

do. 
 

I know that Nigga got some drugs in that bitch 

...yeah...and a gun. 
 

Hello? 

Aye officer this is a call from a concerned citizen. 

Huh? 
 

No, I'm not giving you my name...but listen... if you 

get patrol to pull over the red Range Rover driving on 

Broad, how I know? 
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Just listen...I know everything that be going 

on around here... 
 

The guy driving supposed to go shoot some dude 

for trying him 
 

Huh? Trust me on this...I know from a good source. 

You got someone on him now? Good? 

You have a great day too! 

Daddy where's mommy at? 

Oh...she'll be back real soon. 
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ILL Romantic 

Excuse me...can I have a moment of your time? 
 

Yeah...I've seen you around and kind of been wanting 

to talk. 
 

I'm sure that you've heard how beautiful you are... yeah like the 

sun when it rises 

the blooming of dandelions on a spring day or when we get 

food stamps in the hood. 

I'm sure that you've heard all of the similarities but...well not 

try- ing to be an oddball 

I'm somewhat digging you and would like to get to know you. 
 

Nah... I ain't got a bunch of money hell...I live in 

the same projects as you, but I can take you to 

distant places... 
 

far away from the chaos and ruin that we live in. 

I can open your mind so that we can build something together... 

BUILD SOMETHING THAT no one can take away 

from us. 

I can offer you something raw and definitive... 

what I can give you is being 

words. Nah... don’t give me that 

look... I'm serious... this ain't no 

game... 
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however, it may be a little different from the norm. 

This gift that I offer you is actually available to 

every- one 
 

but for some ignorant reason, it's been neglected as 

unneeded. 
 

So, do you accept what I offer you? 

Will you give me a chance to wow 

you? 

Oh...you will, huh? 

Cool. 

Close your eyes as I pull it out of my bag... keep them closed and 

don't peek. 

Now open them... Surprise! 

Take this dictionary and open your mind. 
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A Dream Turned Nightmare: 

Thoughts of MLK 

AS I REFLECT ON WHAT has become of my dream, 

I'm not sure if I should have informed other people of that 

dream. Possi- bly I was daydreaming, and the entire meaning 

was missing. Or possibly I wasn't dreaming at all but presenting 

a mirage of some- thing that wasn't even my doing. However, the 

more I reflect on this I conclude that my dream may have 

simply been a night- mare. 

Now you may be thinking that I've been drinking entirely 

too much wine up here in heaven, but no, I may have been ex- 

pressing a nightmare. I believe this because everything that I 

wanted to happen hasn't. For it seems as if things have gotten 

worse than when I was marching down streets fighting for this... 

nightmare. It's a nightmare what I see. How you may ask, well 

I'll tell you if you'll bear with me. 

I dreamed that black people, the people that resembled my- 

self, would be equal in the eyes of the white man and woman, 

but also of the world. I dreamed that the same educational op- 

portunities would be given to my people like the white man and 

woman in America. I dreamed that the opportunity to have a 

true say in one's economic future didn't come down to race, but 

down to those who worked hardest in gaining it. I dreamed that 
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the black family would be just as stable as the white family. I 

dreamed that black and white people would be able to live in 

harmony without the continuous strain of ignorance that was 

stemmed from prejudice and racist ideology. 

Has the black man and woman been given the opportunity 

to educate themselves? Has the black man and woman been giv- 

en the opportunity to control their economic freedom? Has the 

black man and woman been given the opportunity to have stable 

family structures? Has the black man and woman lived in 

har- mony between themselves, just as being of the tribe of black 

peo- ple in America? 

You don't have to answer these questions because it's rather 

complicated, right? I mean, of course, the black man and woman 

have been allowed to educate him and herself, despite the con- 

tinued racist and prejudice in society. As to this question alone 

I find it that many of you will make the excuse that you can 

go to public schools for free, but those schools are inadequately 

run. But you do get the opportunity for schooling, right? I'll 

ask you this question though, if you may be kind enough to 

answer it: If someone who went, or rather attends public 

school actually studies and applies themselves, would they still 

achieve a worthy enough education to be considered learned 

enough to apply for college? 

Don't answer that right of way, I want you to reflect on 

it, as I've done with the answer. Then when you do answer, a 

mere yes or no won't suffice, but an explanation as to either 

why or why not. I need for you to use your brain when dealing 

with me on this matter because it is of vital importance for not 

just you, but for me. After all, not understanding how my 

people have neglected education has made a part of my dream 

a nightmare 
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where the ones in the white hoods and torches aren't white men 

but are black men who terrorize themselves. Now explain what 

has happened and what is happening as we reflect together. 

Oh...yeah, I've heard the excuse of those schools being full 

of gangs and violence, but...who is doing the violence? Is it the 

racist white man still or someone else? Are there white men in 

hoods and torches in these schools where the majority, if not the 

entire classroom, are black and brown children? Or is the 

racist government making the children enraged so much at 

themselves that they must lash out at another student just for 

the satisfac- tion of unleashing anger? 

Alright...you say that these kids have guns and knives...okay. 

Who gave them to them? I know that some racist white people 

didn't just come to the schools and hand them out and tell all the 

students that they should shoot each other - particularly because 

they were black and brown. Then even if we acknowledge that 

the government has put guns in the schools, or rather the black 

community, why haven't the parents and elders of the commu- 

nity stopped the nonsense? I'm sure despite race or situation in 

general that the inherent wisdom of right and wrong is in 

each one of us. 

But let us reflect on another part of my dream turned night- 

mare for a moment. Have black people been given the opportu- 

nity to control their economic future? I ask this because from 

what I've seen it's frustrating. I've seen numerous black people 

living in government-assisted housing. Now we all need some 

help here and there, but how is it that we are in this predicament 

when we have the opportunity to educate ourselves to the point 

to apply for higher education? Not just that, but from what 

I've been told: our people are the number one consumer in 

Ameri-
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ca even while a large fraction of us is statistically living under 

the poverty line. None of this is making any sense at all to me, so 

can you explain this to me so that I can try to make some 

sense of this? 

If you can spend so much money on high brand clothing, 

why can't you move into a better living 

space? Or why haven't you put some of that money in the 

bank? Or...why haven't you opened your own business so that 

you can have job security because everyone knows that the only 

real job security is when you own your own? I would like 

your answers to these questions if you don't mind. 

As we move on, I would like for you to reflect with me 

on how the black family is at this moment. I will say when I 

was around the black family was somewhat stable. The man 

knew his position as the provider and did all he had to do to 

ensure that his family was well taken care of. The woman 

supported her man in all he did and played as the secondary 

economic provider, if necessary, but principally was the head of 

the household and the primary teacher of the children, not just 

in her home, but in the entire community. I remember this 

vividly because I used to see children running in and out of an 

older woman's house who lived at the end of my block. 

So, what's happening with that? How is, not just the black 

family structure, but the black community as a whole? Is every- 

one working together for a unified goal or is it chaos? How 

are the religious leaders? Are they still the voice of reason in 

the community or has their voice been silenced due to ignorance 

or neglect for the people that they pledged to uplift for God? 

Then to what the religion is of these leaders doesn’t really 

matter because even as a Christian, I was inspired by 

Ghandi.
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Of course you do know that we as a people took the religion of 

Christianity as our own while in slavery. All our religious 

and cultural practices were long lost through the slave trade. 

Mal- colm X... a good friend of mine was a Muslim and 

stood up for righteousness just as much as I did, so the 

religion means nothing. It is the adherent of the faith, the man 

or woman, who counts. 

You don't even have to answer that question because as I 

look down from the sky, I already know the answer to that ques- 

tion because God shakes his head daily at the hypocrites who lie 

and say that he has ordained them to do his work. Don't wor- 

ry though because they will get what's coming to them. 

Playing with man is one thing but try to play God is a whole 

different ball game. It’s just a shame that they are so stupid. 

Wait and see what their reward will be. 

You don't have any real voices of reason anymore, the black 

gangs are worse than the Klan could ever be, and the black man 

and woman are just lazy. But there's hope because I know all 

aren't, and especially not you. After all, you are reflecting 

with me and you can be that voice of reason. I just need for you to 

do more than what I did. I need for you not to just dream, but 

to make sure that it becomes a reality. You can easily do this if 

you apply yourself. 

But before I conclude my reflection there's one more thing 

that I want you to reflect with me on. I already know that 

black people aren't living in harmony with white people on a 

major scale, but why aren't black people living in harmony 

with them- selves? I need you to explain this to me because it's 

not making any sense. For it seems that black people hate each 

other more 
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than white people hated black people in my day. It seems that 

there's a huge amount of self-hate from within. 

May you explain why this is so? Is it the media that's 

doing it? Is it the effects of the systematic programming from 

the Willie Lynch indoctrination? Or is it something else? I 

must be missing something. 

As I come to the end of my reflection, I have to say that I feel 

somewhat better because you are reflecting with me and with 

you doing so, possibly, you may find not just answers to my 

ques- tions, but solutions to them. Do you know how it feels to 

have one’s name on a street sign that is the breeding ground of 

drugs, prostitution, despair, and other criminal acts? It’s 

embarrassing really. But what can I do about it from where 

I'm at now? Got any ideas on the matter? 

As I close this I have just a few more questions for you that 

I wish that you reflect on. How do you feel about education? How 

do you feel about economic freedom, as to you having the finan- 

cial freedom to live debt-free and to be able to take care of your- 

self and your family without stress? How do you feel about your 

own black family? Then how do you feel about relations between 

black and white people? 

If you have a sour taste in your mouth when you reflect on 

these questions and honestly know that they aren't what you 

would want them to be, what are your solutions? We as a people 

need solutions to the problems that we are faced with - no more 

dreams because they can become a nightmare. When will you 

start a discussion on these things and come up with viable 

solu- tions so that there is an efficient change in the lives of your 

tribe? How about now. 
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Then you may reflect on these things and wonder why 

you should care as to what happens one way or another. The 

answer to that is simple. You may believe you may be alright 

and what happens with other black people isn't your problem 

and they should figure it out on their own, but their lives affect 

yours be- cause in the society you live in race is always going 

to come up. Therefore, what your race is doing does affect you in 

many ways. We are mirrors of each other - one body. 

If you don't believe me to walk into a big chain store and see 

if you are being followed like the white man or woman. Or 

walk down a street in a rich residential area with a hoodie on 

your head and see what the results of that will be, but you'll 

likely be up here with me. The list goes on so Wake Up! No more 

dream- ing but a living reality. That when my nightmare will be 

over. 
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A Nigga is still a Nigger 

It doesn't matter if you try to glamorize the name 

...the title 
 

...the brand that has been buried deep within my core 

A Nigga is still a Nigger. 
 

There's no changing it no matter how much you try A Nigga 

is still a Nigger. 
 

Being labeled such is like devaluing stock... yeah, 

the market might be up one day... 
 

yeah, I may be blessed to bounce a ball 
 

...blessed to sing and dance ...even blessed to portray 

someone who I'm not but it still doesn't change the 

fact as to what I'm labeled as 
 

Therefore, as I go into deep reflection, I ask that 

you become like-minded 
 

then actually try to convince yourself of such an ignorant illu- 

sion. 
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FOR IF WE ARE COMPLETELY honest with 

ourselves which I know has been hard to do because of the ill 

reality we live 

A Nigga is still a Nigger. 
 

You may be thinking that I'm tripping ...go ahead and 

say it... say what is on your mind... it's right on the tip 

of your tongue 
 

right there waiting for you to say it Man... 

this Nigga tripping! 

Was that so bad? 

So, you call me a Nigga too... 

but ain't you labeled as a Nigger too? 

I'm just saying my Nigga.... 

sounds stupid, doesn't it? 
 

So why the hell you call me one then go around and 

call yourself the same thing? 
 

Dumb ass Nigga! 

Or would you prefer Nigger? 

Dumb ass Nigger! 

Any better? 

Get my 

point? 

How can you hate what you love then love what you hate? 

I ain't no Nigga! 

I ain't no Nigger either! 
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I'm a black man in America who was taken from his land. 
 

Which country...I don't know but...I know that 

I'm black and a man. 
 

These are two things that I am certain of because society has 

labeled me black as if I were evil than I am of the male species. 

But a 

Nigga? Or 

Nigger? 
 

I don't even know what the hell that is for in 

sincere truth I don't even know its origin. 
 

You tell me where it came from...this Nigga. 

But this is something that you will never be able to do 

so with us putting imaginations aside for children... 

A Nigga is still a Nigger... 
 

So, let's bring an end to both and watch the rise of 

black men... and kill the delusion of ignorance. 
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You Can Have My Seat: Thoughts 
of Rosa Parks 

MANY TIMES, I THINK about that day. The day that 

changed my life, even... possibly yours. Sometimes I laugh out 

loud, caught in a sort of hilarity of the so-called importance of 

what I have done. At times I just sit and reflect on such a 

small act. But you believe that it was so great, right? 

Wrong. What I did was what pretty much any other 

human being would have done, if they felt the way I felt. 

Tired. Oh yes...I was tired to the bone. So... would you have 

gotten up if you were tired as I? 

But then again maybe that's what made it such a big deal. 

Maybe people, especially racist white people saw and came to be- 

lieve. That one simple thing that I did possibly showed them the 

most significant thing of all. What's that you may ask? That I 

was human just like they were. 

I believe that is what most people failed to realize at first 

even actually now. We are all human and that’s what I did, sub- 

consciously, was that of any human. It wouldn't matter if they 

were black, white, Asian, or Indian. Who would tolerate the 

in- justice of being able to sit when they were tired? 

I'm not even the first woman to do it, that I'm sure of. I even 

heard of another woman of color refusing her seat to some white 

person too, but from what I heard, she was too dark and not as 
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pretty as I, so she never received any attention in the matter. It’s 

a shame the world works with all its prejudices and 

favoritism, for I believe that she, my sister of color, should 

have been rec- ognized for the very same thing that I did 

simply because I was tired. However, my story is not my own, 

nor just the colored man and woman in America, but of the 

world far and wide. There- fore, I am honored to be the 

recipient of such attention. 

But...anyway, yes...that day. Well, you know how the bus is, 

I'm sure it hasn't changed much. The working class and poor folk 

vying for some adequate transportation. Then of course it was al- 

ways crowded because you always seemed to have more and more 

people poor by the day while rich people became richer. Has that 

changed or is it as it was in my day? 

Mind you that white folks got on the bus too so these of 

course were the likely working-class - closer to being poor white 

folks because if they did have some money, they sure wouldn't be 

on the bus with us black folks. Those white folks weren't all 

bad I tell you, usually not the women, but the men were 

something fierce. I don't know if they were madder at being 

poor or being around black folks, but they were just hateful. 

Mind you, not all, but most of them. 

So, as it has always been the respectful thing to do, men 

would give up their seats for women. They still do that, 

right? Usually, this wasn't a problem because it was embedded in 

every- one despite color that was the proper thing to do, but that 

day...I guess it was the Lord's will to use me for his handy work 

because this crazy white man thought I was about to get up! I 

could have laughed in his face if I wasn't afraid of the Klan (you 

know most of the poor white folks were Klan's Men). But, of 

course I didn't get up. 
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These crazy white folks made such a big deal about a 

little thing that it was insane. And these people were supposed 

to be superior to black people? I think not. But yeah...I got 

arrested and it became a big deal. Some say that it sparked 

the Civil Rights Movement. 

Now would you think of that? Little old me being the 

spark of a national movement just because I didn't want to give 

up my seat to some racist white fool. Ha! You wouldn't have been 

able to tell me that a day before it happened, but that's just how 

God works. You never know when he's going to use you. 

So, as you know the movement happened and all types of 

good and bad things occurred: life. We made some ground and 

I'm proud to say that I had something to do with how you 

live today. However, well...since you seem to respect me as if I 

were your grandmother or such I've been thinking about some 

other stuff. What I did and what happened is long done, but 

what about now? What about you? 

Black people have always had this mind state of us being our 

own nation which in a way we are. We have always believed that 

it took a village to raise a child. Coming from tribes in 

Africa that were just and still is our thing. 

As I reflect on how I was mistreated as if I weren't 

human, then how my mother was subjected to injustices that I 

can't even bear to tell, I think about you. For isn't what we do 

today what will make our children's tomorrow? Not to seem 

so poetic but reflect on the truth of that. (That's an order too) I 

reflect on why I continued to fight - day and night - and 

understand that it was for you. True I relished in sticking it to 

those racist white folks and having a sense of freedom that I 

never had before, but at the end of the day, it was for you. Don't 

you think that myself and 
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the other brothers and sisters that marched and had water hoses 

and dogs sticked on us understood that we needed to do it for 

you? Everything has a ripple effect. 

A clear visual of that is when you throw a stone in a pond. 

It doesn't matter if you just lightly throw it in or use a lot of 

force it will still make a ripple effect. But let's look at the ripple 

effect of the use of force. When we marched, we never used force, 

but instead took the force that was thrown at us, so we became 

the pond and those that were against us were the stone. For the 

per- son who is wise, they will realize that the stone will sink 

to the bottom of the pond while the pond stays as it is. True, 

some wa- ter may splash about, nevertheless the pond will stay in 

place. 

But on a larger scale, let's take the ocean and how you get 

hurricanes and typhoons. As you have what I've heard is climate 

change or lack of climate control, the principal thing that affects 

all these disasters is the rise of heat, right? How it got that 

way is another story, but we will focus on heat. Our emotions 

should be compared to climate change because when something - 

any- thing gets out of natural order then you have chaos. 

That was an injustice to us as a people of color and from what 

I've heard it's now stronger than ever. What are you going to 

do about it? I've been thinking about you and highly concerned. 

I've done my part, so what are you going to do? Think about that 

ripple effect. You must keep the pond as it is and not allow it to 

be destroyed. Why? I stood up for you, so you need to, not 

just stand up for yourself, but for your children. 

I think about how black women have made so much 

progress, but what is the point of the progress when it could be 

taken away from you in a blink of an eye? Where are the black 

men? It’s as if you've all lynched yourselves because children, es-
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pecially little black boys don't know their fathers! Got any 

solu- tions? 

True, you could be selfish and be naive enough to believe 

that you don't need your people. You may even believe that you 

can escape the prejudice of being black and move into the sub- 

urbs with all the white folks, but you'll never escape from being 

black and you will always be looked at as a black person. You 

must love yourself. I loved you and didn't even know you, so I 

know that you can do it. Why is this so difficult for us as a people 

to do? 

Brothers, we as a people need for you to tighten up there's 

no way around it. Educate yourselves. For education is the 

key to freedom. Without the man, the woman and child are 

unpro- tected from the cruelty of the world. If you don’t, you're 

worse than the racist white man and woman who systematically 

wishes to destroy us as a people. 

Sisters, my daughters, help our men become what we need, 

however, if you must take charge do what you must. As we are 

the mothers of civilization, if need be, we must lead the way. 

Therefore, always respect yourselves as Queens and not as any- 

thing less, especially as some of the stuff that I've heard you label 

yourselves. Why? Because I said so that's why and I know things 

that you don't know. 

Always remember what me and your ancestors went through 

so you could be free, therefore show us some respect because it 

was our blood that was spilled not yours. Don't be ungrateful be- 

cause I'm telling you if you don't tighten up that very 

freedom, we fought so hard for may be taken away. Some of 

you may be thinking that I’ve done bumped my head and you 

would never
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go through what I and your ancestors went through, but are you 

sure of that? 

Do you live in poverty? Do you have a low-paying job? 

Do you get enslaved by the police? Do you be killed for being 

black? What do you really control in America? 

I rest my case because from what I've heard you may be worse 

than what I was. At least back then when I was around, we 

had a sense of purpose. At least we came together for a cause - 

and stuck with it until something happened. Oh... we made a 

change. 

So... what are you going to do? What is your purpose? What 

do you want out of life? What are you going to do to have a bet- 

ter life? What are you going to do to bring change? 

...I'll get up to give you my seat now. I'm not tired 

anymore and I pray that you aren't either. 
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The Hoodie 

Raking my mind with this question... 

that's been gnawing at me for some time 
 

but not wanting to offend anyone I've held it close. 

I've held this question in because of the reality of its 

truth... 
 

the truth of it hits harder than a fist in the face. 
 

But I must ask it because it affects us all so, if I don't ask then it 

may be as if I am... a member of the unseen hand. 

SO, IF A BLACK KID wearing a hoodie can and will 

likely be shot down if he or she ventures into white suburbia 

wouldn't that mean since we are black in the hood that we are 

forever to be stuck in the hood... 

subjected to lead poisoning... high rates in STDs... 

police brutality... inadequate housing... 

high sodium foods... 

inadequate medical treatment? 

As the list can go on continuously it's simpler to just ask... 

wouldn't we just be walking targets? 

Maybe I'm tripping but I must ask you 

this because if you know the answer 

what are thou going to do about it? 
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Or could we just take the hoodie off and move away? 

But now do you take the hoodie off ? 

Got an answer to that? 
 

It's as if the hoodie and the hood are forever bound as 

if they both somehow have always been one... a com- 

fort and a curse... a safe haven and a prison... a hell and 

heaven. 
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A Letter to White America 

DEAR WHITE AMERICA, 

You don't know me, actually you don't know me at all, 

but for some odd reason, it seems as if you have this prejudice 

against me. Now don't get me wrong, this is not for the white 

man or woman who doesn't have those notions and just wants 

to live their lives just like every other human being on the 

face of the planet, this letter is principally for the white men 

and women who do have this prejudice against me. And when 

I say me, I mean the black man in America. So, with all due 

re- spect, I'd like for you to hear me out as to what I'd like to 

present. Alright... slavery. Some of my race still hold that against 

you, 

for it's something that my people likely will never get over. 

But on this, I speak for myself and say that I do understand 

that the practice of slavery was going on way before my people 

were en- slaved and that I do understand that some of my people 

assisted in such a crime against humanity. If we are perfectly 

honest with each other, for we must, we've all enslaved each other 

one time or another through history. We enslaved you then you 

enslaved us I get it. I don't respect it, but I do understand. 

However, the enslavement of my people may be the worst 

time in slavery ever. Men were stripped of their honor while 

women were stripped of their dignity. 
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Children...witnessed these acts as if it was normal to be sub- 

jected to such evils. Our entire culture was lost. Now we are 

what you would call yourself: American. 

What's so crazy is that after you enslave us for 400 odd years 

then set us free you still didn't get enough of the torture that you 

brought to us. It's as if you were made that we wouldn't all die. 

Again...we didn't ask to come here. And since we were here it 

seems as if you wanted us to be your punching bag. So, you took 

out all your anger and frustration on...all of us. 

But we continued to live...you see we aren't dead yet. We’ve 

tried to build our own businesses, schools, hospitals, everything 

that people would need in a civilized society, but it seems as 

if that angers you. So, I ask why? Why can't we have the 

same things as you? We did work for it. 

It seemed it enraged you so that you wanted to burn all we 

had down then what we were left with devaluing it so that you 

still reigned supreme. So, I ask another question: Are you 

afraid of competition or something? We just want what every 

other hu- man would want: the fruits of our labors. You don't 

bother the Asian or Hispanic as much as you do us, so what's the 

catch? 

Why is it that you're so terrified of me? I don't wish you 

any harm at all. I'm not trying to eliminate your race as you've 

tried to do mine. I just want to live freely and in peace. Is that too 

much to ask? 

Why can't we come to some type of understanding where we 

can get along? If I'm not mistaken, we both have two eyes, one 

nose, two hands, two feet, and one head. We're not that different 

at all so what's the catch? I'm just not getting any of this. How 

do you dislike and hate someone that you don't know? 
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So, I've come up with an idea let's get to know each other. 

I'll forgive you for all that you've done to me and my people so 

that we can get to know each other. Don't you think we can get 

along? Don't you think we have something in common? Do you 

accept my offer? 
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Moving to the Burbs 

As I pack my luggage 

I TAKE MY TIME AS I try to remember the good times. 
 

We never had much but we had each other and some- 

how, we made it through the worst. Those times when 

lights were cut off, so we lit candles like it was 

Kwan- za. 
 

Or when the water was suspended... we would just eat sardines 

and saltines. 
 

Damn...I can't remember that many good times how- 

ever we survived just like the roaches. 
 

For with our mind states being nocturnal we would 

scatter when lights shined. 
 

Taking in this room where I slept many nights 
 

I can still feel bedbugs and other insects crawling 

on me. 
 

Shaking my head in disbelief... 

I know that I was just another one of many. 
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How do we live in America but with standards of 

a Third World Country? 

How is it that the government had already 

deter- mined my life? 

Catching a mouse scurrying to safety 
 

I close my eyes as I realized that I was just that mouse. 
 

I was one who just wanted to survive ...or just trying to 

get cheese as they say. Picking up my luggage and glance around 

my room I wonder who room this will be once I'm gone. 

However, I'm almost certain that he or she will be black 
 

...or brown... or yellow...or red... but certainly not 

white. 
 

Leaving the apartment that played as my jail cell I 

take a whiff of the urine and liquor in the halls. 
 

Seeing children running around in circles 

I can't but imagine what their life will be like. 

Will they make it out of this 

hellhole? Or will they just be another 

statistic? 
 

Caught off guard by the sudden appearance of my 

neighbor 
 

I try to wave and walk by but am stopped mid-step. 

Where I'm going? 

Why I have the luggage? 

Oh...I'm moving... 
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Yeah...I'm moving to the Suburbs. 

They done turned off your lights again. 
 

You must get something for your kid to eat? Wishing 

that I planned my escape better I attempt to make 

small talk... 
 

because I ain't trying to hear this shit. 
 

Hell...it's the same story with everybody around here 

...that's why I must get the fuck on! Seeing that she 

wasn't about to stop talking I just go into my 

pocket and hand her $20. 
 

With her instantly silent I wave as I make my escape 

...she was alright but I gotta escape this shit. 

Almost out of the building a little girl stops me... 
 

Actually, she didn't, but seeing her condition did. 

Why were her clothes so dirty? 

Where the hell was her father at? 

Fuck what she’s putting in her mouth? 

Was she hungry? 

Not knowing what to do I drop my head... 

I assume that I should be ashamed. 

Who was going to help this little 

girl? 

Who was going to help these women and children? 
Taking her hand, she grasps mine as I lead her 

home back to the neighbor that I just gave $20. 
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Knocking lightly then a little harder she opens the door then 

smiles when she sees me. Looking down at her daughter who was 

holding my hand 

she bows her head shamefully as the little girl steps 

in. 

Pick your head up...it'll be alright all you must do is keep the 

faith. 
 

Cringing somewhat after realizing what I said 
 

I understood that you couldn't have faith without a Savior. 

Who was I fooling? 
 

How could I have been so stupid? 
 

Looking at the front door of my old apartment I place 

my key in and open the door and stare inside. 
 

My neighbor comes out and stands behind me and 

we stand there for some time until she asks Why 

you looking inside of your old apartment? I thought 

you were moving to the suburbs. 
 

Glancing behind me at my neighbor I answer, how 

could I leave you behind? 
 

Who's going to help everyone around here? 
 

Stepping inside my apartment I concluded... that I 

would make the projects the suburbs. 
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