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Peep Tha Intro

Face Tha Fiyah is a collection of selected poems I wrote between 1992 and 2002.  Now it's 2014.  The words I wrote then are still relevant and speak to issues that remain with us – poverty, racism, racial identity, self-hate, and the pursuit of power, justice, and equality.

Face Tha Fiyah is not just a collection of poems.  It’s an experience.  It’s a journey into the intense world of Black Life in America.

I AM Naaya.

Thank you for taking this journey with me.

“Heed my words...and Face Tha Fiyah”

NaayaHillton.com
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Part I - Tha Nigga Chronicles 
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Uncle Sam’s Bastards (A Great Society Dialogue)
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“Little girl, where is your father?”

My father?

(Little girl playing hopscotch)

“Yes.  Do you know where he is?”

Un huh.

(Little girl steady jumpin’ rope now.  

Ain’t studdin’ Da Man)

“Do you have a father?”

Un huh.  No...wait...I mean, yes.

(Little girl stops jumpin’ for a minute. 

Eyeballing Da Man)

“Who is he?”

I ain’t never met him before.

(Little girl commences to jumpin’ again)

“Do you know anything about him?”

Yeah.

(Little girl lookin’ at Da Man like he crazy)

“What do you know?”

His name...mama told me his name.

(Little girl stops again.  Looks at Da Man while smackin’ her Yum Yum Bubble Gum)

“What’s his name little girl?”

Uncle Sam
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Martin Luther King Drive-By
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Did I mention...

I HAVE A DREAM!

Sorry Dr. King 

We stopped dreaming

But we did name streets

and avenues after you

It’s the least we could do

Oh, did I mention

a five year old girl was

gunned down in a drive by

on Martin Luther King Drive?

Did I mention...

BY ANY MEANS NECESSARY!

Sorry Brotha Malcolm

All we did was name our

boulevards

in your honor

It’s the least we could do

I apologize

for the prostitutes,

the pimps,

the drug dealers,

the gangs

and other lost souls

carousing below your name

and defiling your boulevards

Sorry I can't stay to philosophize

Did I mention...

UP YOU MIGHTY RACE!

Sorry Mr. Garvey 

All we did was name a housing project

after you

It's the least we could do

Oh, Mr. Garvey, if you see

Mr. Dubois

tell him

the high school

that bears 

his name

has the

highest

dropout rate

has the

lowest

test scores

the highest

teen pregnancy rates

and the

lowest 

school attendance

Streets, Avenues,

Boulevards,

Projects

and

Schools

It's

the

least

we

could

do

since

we stopped dreaming

A Be Bop-A Be Bop
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Poverty:  Part One
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That familiar funk

rising from the streets

in the alley

behind the building

it's the air I breathe

It’s the smell of poverty

flanking me

holding me

fighting me

I grew up with it

the product of a lowly woman

and a tenacious pimp

a bastard among many

another statistic

another notch on

Uncle Sam's belt

Uncle Sam

paid the rent

on the funky little apartment

he bought

my 3 square meals a day

a poverty bastard

that's me

bought and paid for

Too old to suck

my mama's nipple

on the edge of the world

facing hostile forces

the sights and sounds

of poverty

big bellied girls

gun-toting boys

there's no childhood

only poverty

riding buses

can't afford cab luxury

trying to buy steaks

on a food stamp budget

hot dogs and pork n' beans—

again

mama says:

“You bets be glad of it.”

rude heifers

in the welfare office

angry mama's who missed their

checks on the first

cussin' the ol' mail man

ain't his fault

“Mother's Day” is a day late

Poverty

that familiar funk

rising from the streets

in the alley

behind the building

it's the air I breathe

It’s the smell of poverty

flanking me

holding me

fighting me

At school

the brothas snap on me

for wearin' them too small

sneakers for another year

ditch school

flunking out anyway

what's the point?

my heroes are

thugs

whores

fiends

winos

crooked cops

slimy preachers

and DEAD

No rest for the weary

I smell that funk again

this time

my own

as I stand tough

and scared

on the corner

selling rock after rock

watch my back

watch for the cops

watch my back!!

watch for the brothas

ready to clock me

watch my back!!

I hear the siren

I feel for the Tech-9

in my jacket

Back up!!

Move!!

Out the goddamn way!!

false alarm

funky, scared and running

Poverty

it's a familiar funk

rising from the streets

in the alley

behind the building

it's the air I breathe

It’s the smell of poverty

flanking me

holding me

fighting me...
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Post-Riot Fire 1992: Brothas from South Central to Bed-Stuy
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Bro. 1:  What's up, man?

Bro. 2:  Nothin' but the bottom of this 40 ounce. 

Bro. 1:  I'm sayin'.  There are only three things to be in the ghetto—drunk, high or dead.

Bro. 2:  Straight.

Bro. 1:  And I already did the first two.

Bro. 2: There ain't too much livin' to do in this muthafucker, man.

BRING IN THE DRUMS

Bro. 1:  It's hard on a brother.

Bro. 2:  Shiiit.  Who you tellin'? Those bitches in Congress always makin' promises 'bout what they gonna do. And when muthafuckers start talkin' like that I cover my ass 'cause I know we 'bout to get dicked.

Bro. 1:  Shit, we lucky if we get that much.  I see people on CNN talkin' 'bout saving whales. Later for them whales, let's save the black males.

Bro.  2:  You got that shit correct.

INCREASE THE BASS

Bro. 2:  I'm tryin' to stay straight, man. No prison, no drugs and all that bullshit, but it's hard tho'. Shit, my girl's 'bout to have another baby, and I need money bad.  Know what I'm saying?

Bro. 1:  Yeah, I stay away from all that shit.  I've hustled and been in and out the pen.  It's hard to stop once you get started, man.  That cash is a fuckin' addiction.

Bro. 2:  Shit!  The white man don't give you too many fuckin' choices. Muthafuckers talkin' about stay in school, get an education, get a good job and you can live in the suburbs and shit.  Goddamn me, my black ass'll walk in for an interview and those punk ass muthafuckers ready to call 911. They don't want my ass in their neighborhood.

Bro. 1:  It's a fuckin' crime to be a black man. White bitches always think you want some of that wrinkled assed pussy.

Bro. 2:  Bastards already think we robbers, rapists and monkeys...might as well be.

A MELANCHOLY SAX

Bro. 1:  Hear about Steel, man?

Bro. 2: Yep, fucked up real bad...in the hospital.

Bro. 1:  I'm so tired of this shit.  How many more brothas gotta die over some silly bullshit...where all the lights, cameras and TV reporters now?

Bro. 2:  Yeah, and where them black muthafuckin' leaders we s'pose to have who talk and march and march and talk. I don't see they asses here.

Bro. 1:  If it's a black and white thang, everybody breakin' their fuckin' necks to be seen and heard, but when it's a black on black thang, it's about as fuckin' newsworthy as the sun risin'.

PIANO, PLEASE

Bro. 2:  I dunno, man. I can't give up y'know. I got two kids.  I need to deal with this fuckin' bullshit.

Bro. 1:  Yeah.

Bro. 2:  If the Jeffersons can move out the ghetto, shit, I should be able—

Bro. 1:  Man, you talkin' about some fuckin' TV show.  Nobody's gonna come down here and write a script and change our lives.

Bro. 2:  Man, I know.  I was just trippin' for a second.

Bro. 1:  You know something tho'?

Bro. 2:  What's that?

Bro. 1:  There's a lot that can be done here.

Bro. 2:  Yeah, like somebody said, "If not now, when?  If not us, who?"

Bro. 1:  Who said that?

Bro. 2:  I dunno.  Read it somewhere.

Bro. 1:  Aw, nigga, you don't read...

Bro. 2:  Man, fuck you...
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There Was A Time (Love, Peace & Soul)
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There was a time

when we sang

"Say it loud!"

"I'm black and I'm proud!"

Now we sing

"Bang! Bang! Nigga you dead!"

There was a time

when a bitch

was a female dog

and a ho

was a garden tool

and the word nigga

was degrading to Blacks

Now it's a nickname

like Pookie, Pumpkin and Shaq—

Yo...whatsup, nigga?

There was a time

when brothas

like Martin, Malcolm and Huey

fought for “The Cause”

and died for the revolution

brothas now

might as well be douchin'

brothas are fighting and dying

for the red and the blue

afraid to confront the white man

so they'll settle

for killing you

There was a time

when a house was a home

and mama had five kids

and they all had the same daddy

and daddy lived in the home

There was a time

when you acted a fool 

in school

or did something

you had no business doin'

and the neighbors

told on you

so when you got home

Mama would beat your ass

Daddy would beat your ass

your Grandparents would beat your ass

and the people in the neighborhood

watched over your ass

But now

beating your ass is a crime

Mama don't care

Daddy ain't there

and the neighborhood

is now a 'hood

'cause the neighbors

are afraid to leave their homes—

understood

There was a time

when the only

hand signs we gave were

the love sign

the peace sign

and the soul sign

as in
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