"Untitled"
by Ivaco Clarke
 
This piece was performed during the 2008 JMU Freshmen Orientation presentation entitled, "I Am JMU"-an event used to promote diversity awareness on campus. 
 

My ma and pa got married on a sunny Sunday morning but divorced that night, so I never had reasons to believe in the concept of true love at first sight.

On 11-16 of '87 her contractions were the result of a fight,

Me, battling a reflection that seemed to give everyone white a fright

Thus I tried drowning myself into herself

In a puddle that reeked with shame and envy

Leaked, secreted from her womb

She pushed me from Pharoah's tomb to save me

Instead unknowingly allowing me to fall head first into a society that would aid to degrade me,

With distorted, contorted realities used to abort the esteem of other black babies like me

These insecurities were innate.

Ya see, natty hair and a kinky fro won't ever cool

So mama felt obligated to send me through hell every morning before I went to school-

But you'd be a fool for accusin' her of abusin' me and usin' me as a way to satisfy her own selfish needs,

because my motha was a prophet and knew that if she didn't I would be teased,

like back in '93 when Sue, Ann, and Sally told me that my puffballs were ugly,

So I agreed.

That's when mama became Moses and parted the Red Sea.

She snatched my head back to cake on some hair grease,

And she'd sneak a little bit for my elbows and knees because we both knew for a fact that I'd get laughed at for being ashy.

She was preparing me for the relaxed-released

of anxiety and everything that I desired to be

like Repunzel, the Little Mermaid and any other blond haired, blue eyed Disney character on TV

But I digress, because earlier I stated that I never understood the concept of true love at first sight-

Ya damn right...I still don't,

But it's been twenty-one years and the fears of being neglected,

the tears from not being socially accepted have finally began to disappear

Because right here,

the vast majority value authenticity,

encouraging me to be who I be by embracing my cultural ancestry and destiny.

Now I'm armed with the esteem to oppose those forces of society that aim to subliminally, criminally destroy my integrity,

No longer lettin' me subject myself to the hypocrocies of false identity

Because multiculturalism can't be achieved

if we all submit to the most common creed,

So here I am, here I stand

giving you the true me

through this mic in my hand.

