Case File #000078554G
Hey! Hey! Who you lookin’ at?
What you talkin’ bout?
You don’'t know me you don’'t know who | am.
I'm black. That's right. 'm black.
lightskinnedwhiteskinnedlighteyesblueeyes
What kind of black kid am I? A white skinned black kid.
That's who.
Black inside, black in my core. (Rotten to the core).
Black as a cold winter night on the westside of Chicago.
Black as storm clouds coming on over the Lake.
Born to a father ablacksonofabitch, defining challenging MyBlackness.
He sure don’'t know who | am.

Hey! Hey! You don’t know who lam.

I'm smart on the inside. (Doesn't work up to his potential).

If you put Saturn in water it would float.

A regulation baseball has 108 stitches.

Your left lung is smaller than your right lung to make room for your heart.
A hippo can outrun a human.

Your brain generates enough electricity to power a light bulb.

You don’t know who | am.

crazyontheinside. (Exhibits behaviors of Oppositional Defiant Disorder).

constantly  always forever

restless fidgeting troubled impatient preoccupied

uneasy anxious unsure worried concerned

avkward insecure careless forgetful lost

running up climbing over jumping down

blurting out shouting out calling out

fighting crying cussing

distracted

disinterested

disorganized

disturbed

defensive

daydreaming
mistakesmistakesmistakesmistakesmistakesmistakesmistakesmistakesmistakesmistake
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Hey! Hey! You don’t know who I am.

I'm strong.

Strong inside and out

Strong through and through.

Been strong for as long as | can remember.
My momma quit on me years ago to make me strong.
In an alley, up against a dumpster,

just like on tv, only it was real.

Head bent down. Black roots.

Dead she gave me a gift,

Strength.

Black roots.

| remember the good days, the old days.

In the bathroom radio playing WGCI.
I miss the old GCI.
Tom Joyner in the morningeverymorning like an old friend.
Laughing at somebody playing the fool. All the old school musicsteppin’
Momma standing in front of the mirror, singin’ along, covering those black roots.
Still some caring left in her still some love, maybe some hope for her, for me.

My old man grumbling out of bed pushing her aside

demanding attention a hulking spoiled baby litteman gross and foul
toothpaste, brushes, glass, Clairol flyingcrashingeverywhere

“God damn it | need to pee. Get the fuck outta here”
dick in one hand phone in the other

always making deals

always smoking something

always never seeing me.

My bad. There were never any good times. Just not terribletimes.

| found her and I cried

touched her head looked into her eyes they were blue like mine or mine like hers.
How I got all her whiteness, Idon’tknow.

My old man he’s a darkskinned fucker so kinkyhaired so blackeyed blackhearted.
I look at him and | think they should have named me Jesus.

It was like she had me all by herself. No man needed.



I know | was a part of her. She was part of me. We were each other.

Had each other’s backs. Cried together. Lied together. Survived together.
| survived

sharp and painful full of rough edges that snagged at my brain,

each day black like him like me

pulled me away to a dark place to a black place

no light no music.

Course | was never totally alone. | had anger.

There was always anger. There was always anger.

Covering everything Itouched everything | thought everything anybody ever said to me.
Smothered by anger

coated in hate

it all built up around me.

| couldn’'t escape, didn’'t really want to.

Anger, my gift from my father.

But that damn old man that sneaky blackhearted prick,

he nurtured his gift. He fed my anger, fed my hate.

Beat me. you retarded worthless piece of whiteshit.

Starved me. you retarded worthless piece of whiteshit.
Entered my brain you retarded worthless piece of whiteshit
cant you do anything right? what are you? fucking retarded?
Yeah maybe |am.

Fear confusion hate and anger. These were my friends, my gang, my crew
everywhere | went, | became a magnet for bad things.
Magnets.
Back in the day | loved magnets.
I loved science.
Science and Math.
Hypothesis and Equations
Everything so clean and simple.
If you followed directions (I couldn’t).
If you were careful and did the right things (I wanted to).
If you measured and paid attention (I tried).
Everything turned out right (it didn’t).



Nothing turned out right after the alley.

| faded.

A grey ghost, black looking white

a dirtiness filled me

dark pains in my head pains in my body

from being born from belonging to him from not dying from breathing
from getting in the way.

Then suddenly | wasn’t in the way anymore (wasn't in his way anymore).
One too many days showingup beatup.

One too many times sleeping snoring at my desk.

Does your daddy beat you have you ever lived on the street been locked out of the
house performed sex for money?

DCFS

a ward of the state

my life in black plastic garbage bags

new address

newkid

grouphome

one more newest unwanted boy.

Still couldn't fitin.

Still the black boy looking white.

Still

constantly  always forever

restless fidgeting troubled impatient preoccupied

uneasy anxious unsure worried concerned

awkward insecure careless forgetful lost

running up climbing over jumping down

blurting out shouting out calling out

fighting crying cussing

distracted

disinterested

disorganized

disturbed

defensive

daydreaming
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