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Dedicated to my family and friends and to
those who have had patience, love, and faith in my dream. This book
is the result of many inspirational prayers, long days and nights
of manifesting the gifts of our Creator. I am believing that
whatsoever I set my mind to it can be achieved and accomplished.
Always believe that the Creator and our ancestors are guiding us
with their positive energies.
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for Geraldine M. Gray






love has no definition when I think of the
blessings you have given me

words cannot express or convey the joy and
peace you bring to me

comfort is knowing your saintly prayers are
always in my corner

the tenderness of the spiritual food you feed
me nourishes my inner-person

grace and elegance are synonymous with your
wisdom and knowledge

your dreams for your children are come
true,

I thank you for the love, mama.
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Chapter I

Reflections
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African in
America











Being an African in America

one cannot help but feel

his dual identity.






His dichotomous nature is

what sustains his very presence

existence and essence in a land

that recognizes him not.
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An Afrikan Speaks of
Home...






You are an abyss in my heart, Afrika

My face is full of your blood

These hands God gave me work to come home

I, an Afrikan speaks of the rivers in the
Congo

I daydream of the warm summer nights,
under

Your heaven






I once sat on a throne, drinking the finest
nectars

My kingdom was a dominion of prosperity,

My children played freely in our Garden of
Eden

Oh! Afrika, how I long to kiss the soil of
your beauty






This continent many called “dark” holds the
keys to the Universe

To life, civilization, and many lands of
forgotten nations.

Afrika, my face is full of your blood,

Oh, how I long to return home

To the shores of your warmth and beauty






Afrika, I cannot forget you
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Language Change











Language change

Linguistic strains

Mental chains

Communication tamed

Re-defined over time

New verbiage

Our tongues entwine

Like southern vines

Around Germanic

Romantic discourse

Enslavement has forced

Inventive dialects

Neither Mother’s nor Father’s tongue

Shades and shadows

Memories lost

Yet we understand in codes

Created by a will to survive

Pains from separation’s trauma

Rites of passages

Lives taken during the
Middle Passage

Voices of European savages

Pigeon tongues, tongues shackled

Dual identities form
dichotomies

Human survival is the norm

Dichotomies circumvent,

We constantly invent

Ways to communicate,

Djembe, Bata to Banjo

Bamboulas to banzas

Tambourines to gourds

Marimba to pan flutes

Beat to feet,
Nicolas to
Savion

Slap, Tap, to Rap

Stomp to Step, Step to Stomp

Handbone to Jazz tones

Lady Day to Nina Simone

Language change

Blues to Blue Notes

Codes of the past

Now we laugh to mask the pain

Funny, Funny,
Funny-Blackface

Our DNA always finds a way

Many think it’s about
the “Cool Pose”

Now we communicate in
European “Prose”

Verbal poets emerge and unfold
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Pioneer...











walking through uncertain shadows of
death

tattered clothes hang from decrepit
half-cadaverous bodies

zombie states of minds searching through
canopied jungles






survivin’ on passages passed down from
sagacious griots

telling on North Star woven in elaborate
blanket patterns

tilling in the Sun, hoping for Moses (Tubman)
to come






muddy waters

leeches

snakes

parasites

gators lurk






while blood-hounds lose scents and trails

panting after flogged, whipped, tired
souls

pioneers

pressing

anxiety

on Freedom’s roads, Maroon passages

Quilombo’s and Palmare’s trails forged by
Spirit-Life

African ancestral Gods on “high” alive

(Shango, Obatala, Ogun, yes! Yemaya)

in sight, Sankofa rites

Mighty Clouds of Joy--liberation calls!!!






Toussaint Citadel sits high in God’s
paradise

watchful eyes hiding behind isolated
façade
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a day’s journey turns to a week of
suffrage

10,000 strong. Rebellion! Insurrection!
Uprising!

blackness meshes into darkness and light
becomes blackness






liberation had her songs of “freedom”

while Bob was only a distant echo in the
wind

whistling and whispering in marsh lands

singing for Jah’s people

blood-filled eyes

terrified, dying for life, dying to live

underwater caves, lush wastelands, and
shanties solaces

hiding grounds for rebellious blanches-femmes
pirates

pushing up against phallic noir points

in guise to act as quasi-Messiah for

disillusioned

stagnated

black bodies, but Rasta is Irie -like-
I-and-I philosophy

Haile Salassie-I (Rastafarian

-ism) -separations schism

likes his femme creamy like the inside

of his chew-stick

pioneerin’ too many roads to Freedom!











* * * * *











Out From the Dark We
Ascend






Out from the dark we ascend like a lotus
plant

we travel throughout history like a joule, a
unit of energy

a force like
Newton’s neutrons moving
through a distance of one

meter in the direction of that force,






We explode in history like
an Atomic bomb

dispelling the myth of uneducated Africans
whose

intellect rivals the talents
of Einstein, yet
surpassing his






In the 21st century we are the hope, the
pride, and the dream

of the formally enslaved Africans, 145 years
removed from chattel slavery

and I represent the 5th generation of
freedom, a descendant of a strong willed

african from the shore of
the Canary Islands, who escaped the jaws of slavery two

years before the
Emancipation Proclamation






From the degradation of
the Godchaux/Jonas Sugar
Plantation

to Bertrainville to New Orleans, to the
blessed

Hypolite, Papa, Nolen, Roland, now
me

the blood of freedom flows through my veins,
constantly

we reinvent ourselves like
the Phoenix,
altering our invisible existence











* * * * *






a ritual is met...






my silent rage is serenaded by controversial
hip-hop anthems like

Fight The Power (PE)
and Fuck the Police
(NWA)

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/19941
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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