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A Straight Talk To The Young Black Male


Preface

 


 


Okay, let's get something clear from the
beginning — I am not writing this collection of loosely connected
thoughts while attempting to preach to the young black males.
First, they will not listen, and second, at seventy years young, I
am not pretending to know all there is about the lives of today's
youngsters.

 


What I am attempting, however, is to throw
out a few common sense thoughts that might, in some small way,
expose youngster to things they might not have given thought to —
life's lessons I have learned and still learning. As a matter of
fact, a lot of what I'll expound will apply to older folks, also,
and I'll try to be brief.

 


Surely, at some time in your life, you must
have heard the saying, and I don't know who first said it, so don't
ask, but the saying goes something like this, "A word to the wise
should be sufficient." That is not how I first heard the phrase,
which went something like this, "A word to the wise, should
suffice." And to be honest with you, I prefer the latter. It kind
of rhymes. But in either manor of phrasing, they both are good
advice.

 


Anyway, what I'm going to do here is express
some thoughts that make sense, and if listened to, should help keep
anyone adhering to them, not only stay out of trouble, but, also,
help that person live a more fruitful life.

 


Okay, that said, let's get on with it, and
keep in mind I will not attempt to attach any more importance to
any of these jewels of wisdom than another. I'll simply begin with
what's on my mind and go from there. Besides, as far as I'm
concerned, they're all important


Chapter I

 


 


I've always been impressed with the beautiful
phrase, "Do onto others as you would have them do unto you." It is
so easy to remember, and if you practice it, you'll never go
wrong.

 


Actually, it's from the Bible — Luke 6: 31
and Matthew 7:12. And no, I am not going to preach at you. I just
mentioned the origins of the phrase in passing. And this will
probably be the last time I do that, unless I happen to know the
origins.

 


But, anyway, think about it for a moment.
Wouldn't it be nice if everyone in the world treated each other as
they would like to be treated? Except for the few unbalanced,
masochistic, individuals, who like being mistreated, crime would
vanish overnight, and you'd definitely stay out of trouble. And
except for a few sadistic individuals, treating other folks nice
actually makes you feel better about yourself. So, unless, you're
just a plain old mean, evil, person, why not treat others as you'd
like to be treated — enough said.

 


And I'll tell you something else — when you
treat an evil, mean, person, nice, although you might not be able
to see it, you are changing that person a tiny bit, and if that
person comes into contact with enough people who treat him nice, it
could have a life changing effect on him.

 


Now, another aphorism I like, and still
attempting to do all the time, is, "Listen to your first mind, and
you'll never go wrong."

 


Yeah, I know — you should never say, never,
but, unless you're completely devoid of common sense, your first
mind will usually steer you right.

 


Think about it. How many time have you said,
"I knew that was going to happen."

 


Yep, that was your first mind, guided by
experience and common sense, trying to tell you what to, or not
do.

 


As a once youngster, if I had learned to
listen to my first mind, I would have saved myself a lot of grief.
I can't tell you how many times I thought something didn't sound
right, or didn't look right, or, simply, something is wrong here,
but did I listen — no. I will say this, though, listening to your
first mind is not easy. We always tend to want something to be
profitable for us even though, in the back of our minds, we know it
won't turn out as we wanted. Even now, when I find myself in a
situation I really want, but don't feel good about, I still have to
remind myself to stop and think about it — listen to the tiny voice
in the back of my mind trying to tell me, hey, dummy, something is
wrong here. I don't always manage to do it, but I sure try.

 


And while I'm on this subject, another thing
to keep in mind is, you can't trick an honest man. What do I mean
by that — well, if it sounds to good to be true, it probably isn't.
Not only that, only a greedy man can be swindled. If you aren't
trying to get something for nothing, you can't be tricked, or
scammed.

 


Well, that's about all I can think to say
about those subjects right now. If I think of something else, I
stick it in here somewhere.


Chapter 2

 


 


 


You know — after I wrote the above chapter, I
took a little break. While taking a little time out, I saw a
program on the television about the murder rate in Detroit, which
gave me the inspiration for this, the second chapter.

 


During the program I watched, the panel of
commentators went go on and on about what the problem was, but not
one had the slightest idea what to do about it or why it was
happening.

 


Sure the people on the program offered graphs
and statistic to bolster their theory, and spoke of how the
likelihood of being caught would differ the tendency of committing
a crime. And talked about the dysfunctional justice system, but
never got down to the nitty-gritty, the down in the dirt, reason
why the crimes are committed — never, in a way no white commentator
can, got into what the black criminal, or dysfunctional, is
thinking.

 


Well, to be honest with you, I don't know
what to do about the increasing murder rate in Detroit, either, but
I sure can tell why it's happening.

 


Back in my younger years when guns weren't so
prolific, we had our share of disagreements — had wrong done to us
as much as now, but we had to confront our arguments differently.
We had to face our wrongdoer with bare hands, face to face, or if
the transgressor was too big to fight, forget about it. Let me give
you an example of what I mean.

 


I was in elementary school, and was thrilled
to become, what we called, a safety patrol boy. I was so proud of
my position, I wore my safety belt neatly folded and hanging from
my pants belt to let the other students know I was a on the safety
patrol team.

 


As a safety patrol boy, I was assigned a
street corner to assist the students in my school cross a busy
street. Now, after a while, this, half-assed, gang of older fellows
began crossing the street at my corner. I never attempted to tell
them when to cross because, after all, they were way older than me,
and they wouldn't have listened to me to begin with.

 


Anyway, one day, as this gang crossed the
street, the leader of the gang thumped me in the back of my head as
he crossed. From then on, as they crossed, each individual began
taking turns thumping me in the back of my head. That went on for,
I don't remember how long, but eventually, I got tired of being
assaulted and having the kids that were my age laughing at me.

 


Now, as you can imaging, there wasn't a lot I
could do to stop the gang, but I knew I had to do something or quit
the patrol team. So, one day, in the morning, I brought a baseball
bat to my corner and laid it in the street where it would be
concealed by the curb. Later that day, while assisting the kids in
my school to cross the street at the end of the day, I saw the gang
coming my way.

 


Now, keep in mind that I was a little,
skinny, dude, who didn't weigh that much, but I wasn't going to let
that gang bop me in the head anymore. I picked up that bat, and
while watching the gang approach, I stood ready to swing. I didn't
say anything, and I can remember my knees shaking. I knew they
could have taken that bat away from me and . . . well, you know
what. Actually, I was nearly scared enough to take off running, but
for some reason — a reason I can't explain, I stood my ground. Not
too bright, huh?

 


Anyway, the gang stopped and laughed at me.
They weren't afraid of me in the least, and I thought they were
going to take that bat and whoop my skinny little butt.

 


As you might imagine, I was dumbfounded when
the leader of the gang, said, "Little man, you got guts and we
ain't gonna mess with you anymore." And from that day forward, they
never did. As a matter of fact, when they crossed the street as I
held my students back, they acted as if I wasn't there.

 


My point is, even though my dad had a gun, it
never crossed my mind to get it to defend myself. It was a time
when the common way of settling a dispute was by fist fighting.
Even
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