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Are you ready to love yourself a Black Man?

[image: image]


Before continuing to engage in your relationship

ask yourself, 
Are you ready to love you a black man?
As beautifully un-appealing

as it seems, 

you may not be prepared for what may come of it.
When you enter this relationship, 

there may be unexpected consequences 

that come from it.
Be prepared to
endure the struggle that comes with it;
The stereotypes linked to the sequences of our genes.
We’re seen as property 
valued at generational profits;
Our physiques celebrated, 
our minds demeaned.

People are willing to bear our seeds with the goal 
of flushing our contributions through filtered 

American dreams.

Centuries-old ownership systems corrupted our psyche.
We're at war with ourselves,
preparing to battle evil

as it leads us in the name of God Almighty. 
––––––––
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The lust of our appearance intoxicates and entices,

and seduces you into the struggle of intracultural vices.
You sure you want to love yourself a black man?

With the possession of talent that surpasses science, 
we conquer fear like an inquisitive toddler. 

Undesirable traits leave us vulnerable 

to neglectful fathers,

So why bother?

Mom?

Dad?

Are you ready to love a black man?

How could they? 

Why would they?
Only expected to survive a quarter of the life expectancy, why waste the time?
Deceptive stimuli influences and distracts the most magnificent of minds,
There’s no wonder why puppets who vote 

for independence get hung by their own vines.

We were programmed to not love ourselves, 
So why would anyone else?
Impaled with distorted perceptions of self-love, sexuality, and mental health,
We’re portrayed as molds of desire used to straddle

whenever someone has a need to be quelled. 

The sky has never been a limit.
How can we constrict ourselves 
when the universe is expanding in our image?
We leap gates, barriers, and fences

to score for someone else’s business.
But when shadows are cast to restrict us to our limits,
Coach...

Are you willing to love yourself a nigga?
America doesn’t allow us to experience what love means.
Our peers, family, and children contribute to the   schemes.
They don't love us.
They love the idea of being able to control what we think.
Given the provided, 
the question stands, 
Are you sure 

you’re ready to love yourself a black man?
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Black Deficiency
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Many decades prior, 

I would have been considered property of a white man.

Hardly considered human, 
No thought given to my life’s potential 

if given the right chance.

Why travel to the past and consider the ‘what if’s’?
We’re free, right? 

No one lynched or fire-hosed— if life were the past,

I wouldn’t have the intellectual capacity 

to communicate and would be hesitant 

because of the risks.

When racism is claimed, 
That’s typically the image some think of.
But, 

I’m not stupid, 

I know you’re not either,
So I’m not convinced of any denial you speak of.

You get so offended 

whenever someone pulls the

“race card”.

As if the wound is too brutal to endure.
I get it—I can even see your fake scars, 
It makes sense it took you longer to mature.

I was born into a generational entrapment

from the effects of racism through epigenetics.

Predisposed to impoverished conditions

based on trauma already embedded.

21st-century prejudice 

and discrimination, 

objective: 

deny it.
King of the jungle my ass, 

supremacy doesn’t even exist in the savanna for lions.

I view America with indifference.

Are you willing to expand your perspectives,

be more empathetic, 

and listen?

Or will you continue to be implicit 

in your reinforcement of a supremacist system?
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Yearbook Awards
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Society roams the hallway 

by the lockers 

where the cool kids rule.

High school never left us.

A testament of progress to how our species 

developed,

The theories of evolution 

do not apply to our social connections.

Morals are projected to others through detoxification.

If behavior isn’t conducted in a manner 

conducive to our expectations,

Then we sacrifice your wellness

for the betterment of entertainment.

Despite multiple opportunities,

we rebuke suggestions of changing.

“Most entitled”, 

and the award goes to...

America’s culture of behaving.
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Masculinity So Fragile
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We take advantage of nature’s most valued creation.
The woman.
Succumbing to our savage impatience, 
we make her a victim to our rabid temptations.

No apologies given.
No apologies taken.
From being appreciated for our 
creation,
To being treated as the recycling bins of our nation.

The world owes her the rightful place at the throne.
Masculinity so fragile, 
It needs to be packaged alone, 
And handled with care, 
Otherwise, 

it would crack on its own.

We take her for granted. 

Lying,

Cheating,

Using, and abusing, 

and yet she still manages
to support us 
despite our habits.
Why are belittling names used to identify her social 
status?
Our lives wouldn’t exist 
if she weren’t here to have them.

––––––––
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We’re responsible for the damages, 

and the costs of fixing them.
Our failure to communicate 
leads to arguments of who’s the biggest victim. 

Behavior that’s an infection to the safety of women, 

We haven’t found a cure for our insolence.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Synthesis
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Forgive me for the damage I've inflicted.

I offer my vices and sacrifice

my desires as a testament to how much I’m committed.👫.

Looking to add meaning to my existence 

and I’m wondering if you’re willing

to provide assistance?

You’ve become the gravity to my soul,

You keep my mind and body from detaching💏.

Aided in my battles without thought

to any consequences that could happen.
Never needed assistance in the past,
But I’m quite fond of this attachment.

Memories of you loiter in my synapses

until I run out of resources,

short circuit, 

and collapse.

I was hopeless to the existential sensation.
Playing Russian Roulette with creation, 
I hit a bullseye while at the gun range. 👼.
Our wavelengths intersect for the creation of a new spectrum.
Part of the journey involves discovering unsolved 
equations, 

and pushing boundaries of what is described as destined.
We added a variable to the formula,
allowing us to solve the initial question👪.
Now we orbit the courtyards of Eden, 
and our actions finally led to a moment of conception💑.
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Nothing Else Matters
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I separate insignificant pleasures and volatile desires 

to be with you.
Many people sacrifice themselves 
to provide better circumstances 

for their seeds to improve, 
and in this case with me 
it would still be true,
but at the same time 
unfair to you.
You look to me for guidance and growth.
If I remain stagnant in my future hopes
by focusing on your goals, 
Who are you going to look up to 
when you need to pass the threshold of us both?

My peak is for you.
When I was 19 years old
with no facial hair, 

and developing in my youth,

I was still thinking of you.
You can ask around if you don’t believe that it’s true. 
I was shedding tears because you weren’t born yet, 
too eager and desperate to meet up with you.

I wasn’t ready.
So I abled myself for your arrival.
Accomplishing milestones, 
dispositioning the earth to find you.
Evidence suggested I was not prepared 
to bring you into this world, 

but I still tried to.

And now, 
after years of preparation 

I’m honored to be chosen as the father 

you’ve been assigned to.
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