
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Hostile
Environment:

Lethal Projectiles Fomented by Media
Stereotypes

By Vance Hawthorne

Copyright 2012 Vance
Hawthorne

Smashwords Edition






Table of Contents

Introduction

Author’s Notes

Part I – Audio-Visual
Assault

Music as Opiate of People

Deception of Awards

Blaxploitation Era’s One-Two
Punch

Hollywood & Madison Avenue
Skewer

Contemporary
Tomahawks: Boss Swaggers onto Starz

Reality TV's Emergence

The Power of Archie Bunker
Doctrine

Why Was KKK Never Treated Like Domestic
Terrorists?

Leading the Ambush






Part II: The Printed Word/
Silver Screen Shuttle

From Hardback to Cinema
Blockbuster

Thuggery 101

Crash Character Analyses: Thug-fest

Womanizers – Lessons from Herman
Cain

Druggies, Street-Corner Drug Pushers
and Drunks

Slackers

How African Americans are Typecast in
the News

Black Man as P.O.W.

Origin of a Stereotype

Era of Formula Writers

Snitches, Sell-outs and Uncle Toms:
Stepin Fetchit v. Nat Turner






Part III: Conclusion:
Setting the Record Straight

Self-fulfilling Prophecy

Opportunity Knocks?

Lady Liberty’s Double
Standard

Moynihan’s Machiavellian
Maneuver

Takers Purchase Opportunity

Corroborating Evidence in Case of
Public Enemy No. 1

Death of Fourth Estate

Advent of Fake News

The Impact of
Journalism-lite

Heightened Fears of Black
Threat

Manufactured News

Power of Stereotypical
Thinking

Conspiracy’s Prime-Time
Fingerprints

Composite Cop in
Crash

Lethal Nature of Stereotypes

What if Bill Gates Had Trayvon Martin
Moment?


Introduction

The entertainment arena provides
hard-working men and women with a refreshing pastime, a respite
from the daily rigors of the 9 to 5 routine. The fantasy world
produced in recording studios and on the Hollywood stage is seldom
taken seriously because it is considered, well, make-believe. The
purpose of this book is to provide irrefutable evidence to
demonstrate that it is neither harmless nor innocent as one might
perceive.

To that end, a crossroads in history
occurred in 1927. Philo Taylor Farnsworth invented the first fully
functional all-electronic image pickup device, the video camera
tube. Called an "image dissector," Farnsworth’s work of genius was
produced commercially from 1938 to 1951. The pioneer had no idea at
the time that his primitive yet sophisticated device would evolve
into a secret weapon more powerful than a nuclear bomb because of
its psychologically destructive potential.

(Throughout this book, we will refer to
White Anglo Saxon Protestants. The intended usage of the term is an
American of Northern European and especially British ancestry and
of some religious background; especially, a member of the dominant
and the most privileged class of people in the United
States.)

In 2012, the color
hierarchy lives on. It is a truism that if you’re white, you’re
alright; if you’re yellow, you’re mellow; if you’re brown, stick
around; but if you’re black, you’ve got to get back. Within this
context, we cannot lump the fate of the black man into the general
mixing bowl of “minorities”; that is misleading. The black man is
in an entirely unique category of contempt. Of the four ethnic
groups listed in the toleration barometer, the top three are
accepted and have access to certain benefits. But the black man is
shut out. This media-borne caste system was manifested in the first
of the Planet of the Apes
franchise movies, in which the darkest apes were
associated with lesser intelligence and menial tasks while
light-complexion apes were deemed the smarter, high-tech,
articulate mammals holding the highest positions of
authority.

What makes this book
different from others dealing with the subject of black stereotypes
in the media? Many tomes in the past stop at analysis. This book
ties stereotypes into a universal dynamic that has existed for
centuries, interwoven into the global economy before the days of
slavery. This book refutes the main argument of W.A.S.P.s that
maintains that blacks are forever guilty of pulling the race card
to make excuses for aberrant behavior. Rather, this book will focus
on pulling the facts card. We will return again and again to facts, history and
context to show how controlling forces have created through mass
media an environment for black self-destruction. The craters have
already been dug, pre-designed for people of African descent to
plunge through multiple-choice trap doors.

Such an atmosphere permits controlling
forces to deflect blame onto the victims through a process of
vilifying the villain.

On a recent program
of The Five on Fox
News, the quintet of co-hosts demonstrated that opportunity has
been handed to W.A.S.P.s and those of their ilk on a silver platter
called privilege. Within that cocoon, the beneficiaries frame and
interpret everything outside their private prism through their
narrow “world view” because they’ve “made it.” The thinking goes
that everyone has the same opportunity as they, and if others don’t
succeed like they have, there is something wrong with them, not
with the system. Their philosophical bent naively looks at America
not as a hotbed of corruption, but views this country’s
transgressions as isolated exceptions to the rule. Why? Because
they have profited generously from that system, so they will not
bite the hand that feeds them. Conversely, those whose
gluteous maximus has been
bitten by the system have a different take.

As a child, we were entertained by
cartoons like Popeye and his girl, Olive Oil. Some depicted crude
caricatures of jet-black Africans with exaggerated lips and bones
through their noses, genuflecting before white settlers, uttering,
“Salami, salami, baloney.” Another portrayed Caucasian men in
safari hats boiling in huge black pots, a primitive Crock-pot meal
of sorts with tribesmen dancing around them, apparently in gleeful
anticipation of their next supper.

Ha ha ha, hee hee hee, right? Well, the
destructive nature enters the picture because the prevailing image
of the cartoons portrays black inferiority and white superiority.
The underlying message of white men simmering in an oversize kettle
particularly bleeds with irony, in that it portrays the black man
as antagonist and the white “visitor” as passive victim. This
reflects revisionist history, as it flies in the face of what
unfolded when people of European descent set foot in Africa and
ultimately spirited a people away from their homeland.

Another curiosity: Have
you ever wondered why Founding Fathers such as Thomas Jefferson
have escaped the tag of womanizers? It is common knowledge that
Jefferson et al had their way with their slave women. Yet the
black-men-as-hound-dogs-in-heat image sticks, dating back to the
Mandingo era, even though white slave masters castrated male slaves
to ensure none got the wrong idea. Nevertheless, Jefferson and his
colleagues are celebrated as blemish-free heroes who valiantly
fought to secure liberty from an oppressive British
monarchy.

On any given evening, take
a remote-control stroll on your cable channel. Check the nuances,
the power dynamics; see how many times black characters are the
first to die, how many play roles of crooks, thugs, drug dealers,
buffoons. Contrast that with the wholesome characters played by
whites – the prominence, the positions of authority they hold
versus the status of black actors and actresses. Indeed, when white
actors portray the villain in cowboy movies, and the following day
one sees a Caucasian man walking on a downtown street, he is not
associated with being a bad guy. But when Denzel Washington plays
the crooked cop in Training Day,
the black man heading our way with the
exaggerated walk registers in the brain as a thug, pusher, pimp or
all of the above. Yes, there is
something wrong with that picture.

The flood of black stereotypes did not
begin to inundate the airwaves yesterday. It is steeped in history.
All are part of a deliberate campaign launched before black bodies
were crammed into sardine-like compartments on slave boats destined
for the American shores in the early 17th Century.

When one considers all the infamous,
most-hated villains in the universe, one was constructed without
equal. The African American man, viewed in the 1960s as a symbol of
courage who boldly challenged injustice, was summarily cast into a
class of his own, identified with all that is called
vile.

As this vilification campaign entered
the decade of the Eighties, the typical black man paraded through a
fictional police lineup had become so reviled that few historical
figures of evil exceeded him in magnitude. Darth Vader, even
Charles Manson resembled angels in comparison.

The media have a way of labeling
everyone, neatly and cruelly compartmentalizing all into boxes of
convenience. Because of myriad plots from thousands of movies
produced since the advent of the motion picture, the mind is
programmed to typecast everyone in a millisecond. Individuals are
sorted by race, clothing, body-piercings, hair style, swagger, you
name it. With it comes prepackaged profiling, prejudged
conclusions. (Ever think how the word television “program” carries
a double entendre?)

For starters, Google the word “thug.”
Of the hundreds of images that instantaneously jump on the screen,
more than 98 percent portray African American males.

Who in America, if they are honest, can
deny that they can identify with the following scenario:

Walking down the street toward you is a
young black man outfitted in baggy pants, earring(s), backward
baseball/stocking cap. His hands are hidden inside the hoodie
kangaroo pouch. Perhaps he is keeping his fingers warm on a crisp
winter day. But notice your reaction: underarms shed moisture . . .
eyes dart across landscape . . . mind races . . . panic ensues. . .
. Is he going to pull out a knife, no, a gun and rob me? The
overpowering impulse is to bolt across the street, or just run,
period, anywhere . . . !

The alert reader will recognize that
the “who in America” rhetorical lead-in a few paragraphs above does
not exempt blacks. Why? Because, blacks, too, are victims of this
smothering media campaign. There is an engrained,
conditioned-reflex action similar to Pavlov’s dog salivating when
he heard the bell ring, because he was programmed to associate the
noise with dinnertime. For people, media have conditioned us to
stereotype the black man in a notoriously negative light. A bell
goes off in our subconscious, and the accompanying image is neither
pretty nor positive.

This book will attempt to dissect and
analyze how, why and when this campaign began. It will attempt to
refute the cliché repeated ad infinitum by those who defend
embracing stereotypes by screaming on cue, “They’re pulling the
race card again!”

The O.J. Simpson verdict turned back
the clock to the Jim Crow era. It gave W.A.S.P.s a reason to go
public with their private thoughts, their concealed
hatred.

Consider the thoughts of Lawrence
Grossberg, professor of Cultural Studies at the University of North
Carolina regarding the response to O.J. Simpson’s acquittal of
murder charges in October 1995:

"... O.J. is a kind of
symbolic moment in the history of race relations in America. I
think a lot of white Americans didn't believe in affirmative action
and they didn't believe in integration and they didn't believe in
the welfare state ... they didn't believe that black people were
equal to white people. But they couldn't say it. They couldn't say
it without being accused of being a racist. (But) O.J. gave them
the ability, the trial gave them the ability, to say it. So in that
sense ... it fulfilled a moment in history that was already
there."

(http://espn.go.com/page2/s/wiley/021113.html)

Media expert Stephanie
Greco Larson states on page 3 of her book Media and Minorities, “Due to
continued racial segregation, the media are the primary forum
through which whites come to ‘know’ nonwhites; therefore,
individual minorities in the media come to symbolize these groups
for white audiences. Stereotypes use negative attributes of members
of racial-minority groups to stigmatize the
entire group. (emphasis added) These
negative stereotypes help legitimize racism and the racial status
quo by exacerbating white anxieties and fears. In these ways, the
popular media deny that racism
exists and provide other explanations for the economic, criminal and cultural
problems racism creates. (emphasis
added)

Larson’s analysis refutes the personal
responsibility label that the privileged among white people seek to
affix to blacks they have prejudged in their minds.

Thus, when the statistics shout that
blacks make up a disproportionate percentage of the prison
population, it does not alarm whites because the stereotypical
behavior of blacks as portrayed in the media justifies that ratio.
To them, 2 + 2= 4. In the same vein, the 20 to 1 disparity of
median income of white families v. black families documented by the
Pew Research Group means little to the former because that gap is
seen as the fault of lazy, handout-seeking pimps, gangbangers,
womanizers and drug pushers who could have obtained legitimate
success just like others if they so chose. But, so goes the
argument, they wanted a short cut. Therefore, a social Darwinist
theme emerges: “You know, there must be something in the DNA,
something in the water they drink that makes it so because ‘all’ of
them act that way.”

Author’s Notes

Without doubt and without question, one
of the most underreported and neglected stories in the history of
this nation chronicles how the black man has managed to survive and
thrive in a hostile environment in America. Black men and women are
and have been among the most industrious, creative and work-ethic
driven mortals on the planet, sometimes sacrificing to the point of
holding two or three jobs to make ends meet, pay bills, feed their
families and put their children through college. Yet one hardly
ever hears such success stories because it isn’t news to the media
unless fortifying a stereotype is involved. The prevailing image of
the black man has been slacker, welfare cheat, chief executive
thuggist, pot head, drug dealer, pimp, womanizer, snitch, drunkard,
among other less-endearing terms.

Why? There has been a
structured, detailed blueprint dating back to at least the
17th Century to remake the black male into an archenemy in the
eyes of all who look upon him – including his own people – by
creating a hostile environment predesigned for failure. The coming
chapters will document that fact.

How is this writer qualified to tackle
this subject? My parents met in journalism school. All told, six
members of my family earned writing/communication–related degrees.
This writer has been practicing his craft since middle school 45
years ago. Since the late 1970s hardly a day has passed without pen
meeting paper to record an event, thoughts and ideas about a
particular subject for a publication of some kind during a
professional career that includes positions as a writer, editor,
publisher, author, ad copy writer and public relations
operative.

For the past 38 years this writer has
served as a bootleg Roger Ebert, fascinated with the Silver Screen,
analyzing roles blacks play in movies and how they are portrayed on
network and cable news shows and in newspaper columns. During the
late-1970s, feathers were ruffled on the Howard University campus,
constructively criticizing contradictions in the behavior of black
fraternity/sorority members during initiation that mimicked a
master/slave mentality; common thinking was provoked by commentary
challenging what’s so funny about the subject matter of then-wildly
popular comedian Richard Pryor.

Thousands of motion pictures,
television shows, and lyrics of hundreds of songs have been
dissected; tens of thousands of stories on the news channels and
hard news and opinion pieces in newspapers across America have been
analyzed, not to mention perusing the blogs online for content.
History books have been scoured to explore slavery and
relationships between people of European descent and African
descent.

When the first indigenous African was
collared on the shores of Western Africa, it was no accident that
the black male was separated from his family. Human market traders
from the European powers well versed in human nature were not armed
with Conspiracy Theory Order No. 969 calling for the family
division; rather they recognized the value in their own sound
family structure and instinctively knew that severing the strong
male father figure from the bond of his wife and children was Step
One to achieving a loyal, productive slave.

As the centuries progressed, Plan A’s
evolution as been institutionalized – systematic separation is
firmly locked in automatic pilot.

From Africa, the transatlantic journey
transitioned to slave training camps in the West Indies. There, the
breakdown continued. In 1712, owners hired a “motivational speaker”
named Willie Lynch for a seminar to increase
productivity.

Lynch’s chief forum to guarantee
docility in the slave camp – and leave an indelible impression in
the brain – was singling out the most militant and muscle-bound
male. He then staged a brutal, humiliating murder of this rugged
male figure in front of the other male slaves, women slaves and
children.

Next, the overseers beat down the other
males nearly to the point of death to reinforce the “lesson.” This
public spectacle destroyed the male image in the mind of the
woman.

By witnessing the unmitigated violence
perpetrated upon her source of protection, the woman unconsciously
acceded to the disintegration of the heaven-incorporated principle
of the man as head of household. Subsequently, passing on through
word of mouth this unforgettable butchery, she trained her sons to
be weak and compliant in order to survive.

Having lost her rock of Gibraltar, the
black woman – for self-preservation purposes – became independent,
and trained her daughters likewise. And the black male child, once
he reached his late teens, is weak and dependent, ready to be a
“good” slave for his master.

Therefore, Lynch’s goal had been
achieved: the black woman emerged as leader of the family, while
her man crouched in fear behind her, emasculated.

There was no need for repeating this
one-time spectacle, Lynch preached, and wasting a good stud or two.
He was fond of calling this process “good economics.” His
philosophy also was in lock-step with the American form of slavery
that dehumanized the slave, relegating him as a tool equivalent to
a tractor or mule.

Black stereotypes have endured over
time because the daily recorders of history who make up the media
are trained to report what they see and omit historical context and
causes of the effects of what they are reporting about. So when a
black man commits a crime or does something wrong, it is viewed as
an isolated incident. And he is summarily blamed for being
personally irresponsible when something sinister preceded that
incident.

Indeed, when you program the most
violent of creatures in a controlled environment, predictable
behavior follows. And by carefully forging a notorious image that
reflects the worst qualities in a people perceived as the vagrants
of the earth, the makeover will be complete: The black man is
perceived as Public enemy No. 1.

The American Dream historically has
been open to all travelers who arrive to America’s shores via Ellis
Island. That includes European, East Indian, and other immigrants
willing to invest in elbow grease and some determination. But
involuntary African immigrants, who did not pass through that port
of entry, have never been recognized as green-card-carrying
citizens of this country. Thus, the opportunity available to “all”
was never extended to the black man because he has never been
respected nor recognized as a resident in the human family while in
America.

Consequently, the black
man has served as a prisoner of war, because ever since he set foot
on American soil, the parties responsible for bringing him here
have lived in fear that he will wake up and take the rights he justly deserves.
The inflamed paranoia that stemmed from fear their investments
would revolt can be called Nat Turner fever – in the name of the
slave who led a major insurrection in 1831. Because of their vested
interests, the Founding Fathers decided that the Declaration of
Independence would not apply to slaves in 1782, which marked the
conclusion of the war against the Redcoats. Similar thinking
determined the Emancipation Proclamation was a meaningless piece of
paper following the Civil War. Thus, blacks were re-enslaved via
sharecropping while Jim Crow laws surfaced at the end of
Reconstruction, followed by a leased-prisoner system that
flourished in the early 20th Century. During the
volatile Sixties, political and corporate leaders shuddered at the
prospect that the black man would launch American Revolution
II.

The transparency of the
black man’s rights is why, following WWII, America did not follow
the rules of war and prosecute key Nazis for crimes against
humanity. Select personnel from the enemy camp who happened to be
of European descent were secretly ferried into this country.
Heading the list: Wernher Magnus Maximilian, Freiherr von Braun,
the German-born
rocket scientist,
aerospace engineer, space architect, and a
leading figure in the development of rocket technology
in Nazi
Germany during the war. Von
Braun assimilated into NASA and masterminded the
Saturn
V launch vehicle, the
superbooster that propelled the Apollo spacecraft to the
moon.

Gifted strangers of European descent
were trusted to function on a top level. But would they in fact
garner the same trust if they were endowed at birth with a darker
tint? Might they have met a more deadly fate, perhaps executed as
war criminals?

Blacks have historically been treated
as domestic prisoners of war, given the same reception as a black
teen trailed by security upon entering a retail store.

Von Braun and others – computer hackers
from MIT and Stanford, for example – don’t see the inside of a jail
cell. They are much too valuable to rot there. So they are absorbed
and employed by the CIA and the DOD.

Members of the U.S. Army swear
allegiance to the Constitution to fight all enemies foreign and
domestic. Salient fact: the KKK has never been considered a
domestic enemy despite its historic and murderous reign of terror
against the black man. Similarly, the Mafia is not considered a
domestic enemy.

For most of human history,
depending on the culture of the victors, combatants on the losing
side in a battle could expect to be either slaughtered or
enslaved. The reference
says “most” because some societies veered from the norm. One was
the United States during the Civil War in particular and most other
wars waged on the North American continent, because of the
invisibility of the black man. Media manipulation of imagery
reflecting blacks and the black experience in a negative light has
served to perpetuate that invisibility.

This book will be about
issuing the fact card rather than the race card. The latter is abused by W.A.S.P.s
attempting to dismiss any claim of bias as an incessant cry of
wolf, while those recognized by some as black leaders like Jesse
Jackson and Al Sharpton misuse it like yesterday’s
cliché.


Part I – Audio-Visual
Weaponry

Music as the Opiate of the
People

Who can live without
music? Music is the center of many lives, viewed as something one
can’t survive without. Music is the best legal mood enhancer, the best
motivational speech ever, the best companion when no one is around.
Music helps you through the night, through the deepest crises, and
provides a much-needed spiritual charge. Partnered with the lyrical
magician who weaves those wondrous words into song, music is a
memory stimulant, an effective and profound teacher.
Remember Hooked on
Phonics? T’is true. Tunes stick. We
learn.

Whoever quipped that music is the
opiate of the people possesses profound insight into the inner
workings of the mind. That adage was calculatedly implemented in
the 1960s by controlling forces with a vested interest in
preserving the status quo. Objective No. 1: Deliver lethal
sidewinders via audio/visual/psychological onslaught like never
before since the arrival of the black man on North American
shores.

Pop quiz: Name the song described
below:

The beat is infectious, the simple yet
exhilarating bass refrain intoxicating. You cannot stand still.
Your toe starts tapping, head rocking. In the process, the lyrics
are irrelevant because the words get lost in the rhythm. You’re too
preoccupied with the mesmerizing undercurrent, the cadence of the
bass guitar.

The song in question is
titled Papa Was a Rolling
Stone. It won the Temptations a Grammy in
1973. However, the song debuted about a year earlier by a
little-known group called Undisputed Truth. It peaked at No. 63 on
the pop charts and No. 24 on the R&B charts.

Written by Motown
songwriters Norman Whitfield and Barrett Strong, Papa
received a second lease on life. The question is
why.

Papa was repackaged as a 12-minute single, this time performed by
an incredibly popular soul group rather than an obscure band. The
song skyrocketed to No. 1 on the Billboard Hot 100. In addition, the tune won three
Grammy Awards. While the original Undisputed Truth
version of the song had been largely forgotten, the Temptations'
remake has been an enduring and influential soul classic. It soared
to No. 168 on Rolling Stone magazine's list
of the 500 Greatest Songs of All Time.

Could a hidden message lurk in the
lyrics, subtly burrowed into the psyche that black men are
worthless, selfish and irresponsible creatures? Could it be that
the words vilify the black family, specifically attacking the black
male as a shameful, reckless head of household? Could it have
anything to with the song’s wicked assault on the black ministry,
painting a portrait of the man of the cloth as deceitful and
unconscionable?

Could it be that its
noxious lyrics are a direct manifestation of the mentality of a
small restricted group whose family wealth
and elite connections allow them a degree of privilege held by few
others that never has accepted blacks as equal partners possessing
the inalienable rights to life and liberty? Could it be that, on
the heels of the divisive decade of the 1960s, there was a need to
douse the fire in the veins of a black electorate fed up with
social injustice? Could it be that following a decade marked by
civil unrest, multiple assassinations and a Raptor-like
law-enforcement response, it was deemed necessary to switch gears
to a non-lethal psychological warfare to chill a just
cause?

A form of audio psychological warfare
was perfected by Muhammad Ali, who practically invented the art of
“trash talking” – getting inside his opponent’s head. This concept
has been used in the interrogation rooms of law enforcement
agencies to extract confessions – fictional or real – manufacture
plea bargains, reward and punish snitches and provide fodder for
the good-cop/bad-cop routine.

In Papa, the song unfolds with each
Temptation singer assuming the role of siblings, taking turns
questioning their mother about their now-deceased father; their
increasingly pointed questions, and the mother's repeated response
("Papa was a rollin' stone/wherever he laid his hat was his
home/and when he died, all he left us was alone") paint a somber
picture for the children who have never seen their father and have
"never heard nothing but bad things about him.”

Why is Papa a poster child for the audio
assault on the black male head of household? Let us enumerate the
ways. . .

It was the third of
September.

That day I'll always remember, yes I will.

'Cause that was the day that my daddy died.

I never got a chance to see him.

Never heard nothing but bad things about him.

Mama, I'm depending on you, tell me the truth.





And Mama just hung her head
and said,

"Son, Papa was a rolling stone.

Wherever he laid his hat was his home.

(And when he died) All he left us was ALONE."

…

Hey Mama, is it true what
they say,

that Papa never worked a day in his life?(Lazy, shiftless, welfare cheat who doesn’t care about anyone
but himself.)

And Mama, bad talk going
around town

saying that Papa had three outside children and another wife.

And that ain't right. (Stereotype of the
black man as irresponsible womanizer.)


Heard some talk about Papa doing some store-front preaching.

Talking about saving souls and all the time leeching.

Dealing in debt and stealing in the name of the Lord.
(Motown Records)

(Here begins an attack on black
ministers. Perhaps more than any other race, African Americans look
to the skies. It is part of their cultural fabric. Woven into their
heredity is an innate reliance on a power greater than themselves.
Likely, the genesis of that deep faith reverts back to slavery,
when African people were forcibly removed from their homeland and
further traumatized by the immediate shock of separation from
family. En route on the transatlantic journey, a haunting cultural
rape ensued; a mental imprisonment began. So, against the deadly
backdrop of utter hopelessness, the dislocated turned to a hope
that they couldn’t see.

Therefore, if a man seen as a threat to
cause a modern-day slave revolt on the plantation – in the same
vein as a Nat Turner in 1831, Denmark Vesey in 1822, Gabriel
Prosser in 1800 – one of the objectives of the powers that be
holding the greatest risks in losing their “property” would likely
make it a priority to take faith out of the equation. People of
African descent hold in high esteem earthly representatives of the
higher power – the men of the cloth. Thus, the thinking went, the
black ministry must be defiled. And if the black preacher could be
pilloried, that would be the equivalent of taking God out of the
picture by taking out the closest thing to that reality out of the
minds of the people.

The war on black
preachers, an accelerated indoctrination process, has been
implemented by waging a full-court press with pit bull-like
aggression – using sugar-coated ammunition. Sun Tzu said in
The Art of War, “The
supreme art of war is to subdue the enemy without fighting.” Thus,
battlefield tactics reflect a mental reign of terror.

Religion is a stalwart pillar in the
black family that keeps it together under dire circumstances. Thus,
the disintegration of the fiber of that institution sows ruin in
the black family structure by eroding trust built up in the
minister. By doing so, the majority of the masses will throw up
their hands in frustration and say, “What’s the use?”

If there is any question
whether this subtle campaign against the black preacher is
deliberate, consider this: Ronald Reagan was deemed the “Teflon”
president, because it appeared that he could do no wrong; when he
did commit gaffes, they would roll off his back. Same premise with
white ministers, particularly Roman Catholics. Despite repeated sex
abuse crimes committed by Catholic priests and
members of 
Roman Catholic orders
against children as young as 3 years old
including cases of sodomy and fraud over the
past decade or so, Catholics are not sullied by that dark track
record. Yet the black minister is typecast as a thug, crook and
womanizer with a white collar on. The label sticks.)

Hey Mama, I heard Papa call
himself a jack of all trades.

Tell me is that what sent Papa to an early grave?

Folk say Papa would beg, borrow, steal to pay his bill.

(The point driven home
here is the black man is amoral. This is the extension of the
stereotype that black men don’t want to work and are a bunch of
thieves.)



Hey Mama, folk say that Papa was never much on thinking.

(Hence, we have the implication of
blacks as inferior to whites intelligence wise. It is the 1972
version of the White Man’s Burden and social Darwinism theories
that imply blacks were destined to play subservient roles to
intellectually superior whites, who allegedly were born to rule the
world.

Spent most of his time
chasing women and drinking.

(Black man as womanizer image is
reinforced, in addition to being an irresponsible, wine-bibbing
drunkard.)

Mama, I'm depending on you
to tell me the truth.

Mama looked up with a tear
in her eye and said, Son, Papa was a rolling stone. …Wherever he
laid his hat was his home…





(The closest thing to the black man –
his woman and/or his mother – verifies that he is a worthless
rogue, destroying him in the eyes of her sons. With no other role
model in the home, the sons automatically follow in the footsteps
of their father.)

Compounding the power of
the lyrics is the fact that every black man or woman knows a
father, uncle, cousin or neighbor who fits these belittling
stereotypes. And though black men and women, and some Caucasians
may know many more strong, able black men who are wholesome,
loving, responsible individuals who take care of their families,
the prevailing image is that of this man who they
never heard nothing but bad things about
. . .

Papa is a classic, standing alone in its lyrical terror. But a
number of songs followed suit, unleashing a barrage of harmonic
propaganda. Papa set the tone for a cultural ambush from which its intended
target has yet to recover.

The song mixes in matriarchal dominance
with patriarchal impotence to neutralize self-esteem borne of
African-American pride.

Papa helped produce a crippled generation of intellectual eunuchs
bouncing and gyrating to a mesmerizing beat but deaf and dumb to
the malicious lyrics.

The parallel poison
to Papa came in
the form of the blaxploitation film era, which is intertwined in
the multimedia mix of audio persuasion via the 33rpm record album
and Top 40 music bombardment. That period preceded the advent of
the music video popularized by MTV.

Put some nice sounding music to that
premise, and the unconscious message is pounded into the psyche
each time he hears the song on the radio or plays it on his stereo
or car cassette/CD player. Even when he hears the signature bass
refrain, he is reminded of the lyrics. Consciously, the lyrics mean
nothing; but subconsciously, they are inflicting untold damage.
Moreover, the song gains additional force when it wins a
prestigious award.

The Deception of
Awards

Beware of the handshake
that hides the snake … Beware of the pat on the back;

it just might hold you
back. – Smiling
Faces by the Undisputed Truth (Motown)






America has an obsession
with awards. In this uber-competitive
country, everyone is striving to be No.1, become the “best” – even
though that definition is an arbitrary one that can be purchased.
One can pay someone to lie, or make up something, put it on a
nice-looking piece of paper with an official-looking seal, and
people will accept it. Consequently, the “winner” is automatically
lifted on a pedestal. Others make that individual their object of
admiration; in turn, the award winner’s work becomes the standard
to meet or exceed.

In this same vein, if a
person wants to prove something, he can commission a study and
someone for a fee will gladly produce statistics to prove or
disprove the point. That person might be awarded with a six- or
seven-figure grant or Nobel Peace Prize. Or you might see it
on 60 Minutes, the
ultimate media affirmation of your idea.

Author Malcolm Gladwell
showed how the process works in his book Blink. In his example, a piece of
furniture initially fails to receive critical mass level feedback
from focus groups that would validate the item being massed
produced and trotted out to retail stores for sale. However, over
time, a series of moves unfold: the chair makes “cameo appearances”
in major motion pictures via product placement. Next, it receives
notoriety through an award; the snowball begins to grow, as key
trade publications, and mainstream print media publications
like Time or Newsweek jump on the bandwagon,
increasing visibility. At the right time, the
item gets a huge push through a seven-figure multimedia advertising
blitz that includes a well-known actor or “expert” who lends
credibility by endorsing the item. The crowning achievement comes
with the item proclaimed as the “Chair of the Year.”

Transformation complete, the product
once destined for the reject file has been reinvented as the newest
fad, a nationwide, if not global best-seller. Repetitious
presentation breeds familiarity; connecting the dots for the
consumer slowly persuade the mind to concede, “It’s not as bad as I
first thought.” As key, influential players enter the picture, a
shift of thinking results. The consumer is granted permission to
like what he once disliked. Invitation extended, he now feels,
“There must be something wrong with me … my judgment must be off if
so many people out there – especially someone as respected and
intelligent as actor John Doe – seconded the motion. This must be a
big deal! I better get with the crowd and buy one.”

Back to
Papa. All told, if crime
scene tape encircled the property of any of the major culture and
arts institutions, forensic investigators ultimately would have
discovered longtime FBI Director J. Edgar Hoover’s fingerprints
thickly covering every square inch of the landscape.

One of the chief tactics utilized was
psychological warfare. According to military.com, psychological
warfare uses “nonviolent means in often violent environments.
Persuading rather than compelling physically, they rely on logic,
fear, desire or other mental factors to promote specific emotions,
attitudes or behaviors.”

Hoover utilized a vast library of
dossiers on influential Americans from accumulated bribery
material. Hoover reached into his dirt bag whenever he needed to
“persuade” someone to his point of view.

Likely, members of the
Grammy selection committee were in Hoover’s card catalog. A bit of
arm-twisting, so goes this scenario, and suddenly the
Temptations’ Papa finds its way to the top of the Grammy nominations with its
incredibly demeaning synergy of melody and words. Instead of those
in the dominant culture that despise blacks and voice racially
combustible rhetoric, blacks – the writers, singers, performers –
carry out the dirty work for them.

One can compare
Papa’s results to audio
torture tactics directed toward prisoners of war in an effort to
extract meaningful intelligence from the subjects. An example is
hard rock incessantly piped into the prison cells of Middle
Easterners 24/7 until it literally drives them to spill their guts.
However, when the embedded message in a song like
Papa is delivered in a
receptive package rather than a culturally incompatible genre, the
harmony puts a smile on the face and dancing in the feet – all the
while importing a lethal blow. Because the tune is pleasing to the
senses, the message is swallowed without resistance, thereby
inducing a deeper self-destruction in the psyche than the unwilling
Middle Eastern subjects.

Non-African American
subjects, too, are affected by the lyrics; those who once might
have held a favorable view of blacks hold them in lower esteem. In
other words, whites who sympathized with the black cause –
influenced by television news images of water hoses blasting
peaceful protestors and police dogs attacking the defenseless – had
a greater propensity to frown upon blacks after exposure to
Papa. Thus, songs of that
ilk helped the Hoover campaign to turn “black is beautiful” into a
notion symbolizing a threat.

This song is particularly
effective because the matriarchal figure has been elevated in the
black family tier while the male head of household has been
dethroned. The woman is programmed that her man is a failure,
thanks to lyrics like Hey Mama, is it true
what they say, that Papa never worked a day in his life. And Mama,
bad talk going around town saying that Papa had three outside
children and another wife. And that ain't right…

And when he falls, the programmed
female will go to work on her man. With the closest person to him
nagging and picking at him, the black male head of household is
susceptible to succumbing under the onslaught of rejection. That
rejection is tantamount to a prize fighter absorbing scores of body
blows over the course of a fight: it takes an inevitable
toll.

While Papa was the poison of choice, there
were many others.

The late-Donna Summer was
another performer who played a prominent role. Summer sold
an estimated 130 million
records worldwide during
her stellar career. Hot Stuff
and Bad Girls were huge hits, soaring to the top spot on the American
singles chart. Called the first crossover artist in pop music
history, Summer earned five Grammy Awards, six American Music
Awards, three consecutive No. 1 platinum double albums, 11 gold
albums, four No. 1 singles, two platinum singles, and 12 gold
singles – the only artist, male or female, ever to accomplish that
level of achievement. She also garnered a Grammy Award
for Best Female Rock Vocal
Performance.

However, Summer proved to
be naïve regarding her legacy, reflected on one album cover and
loaded in the derogatory lyrics of her hits. On the cover of the Hot Stuff
album, she is portrayed as a hooker in a red
light district – the prevailing image that black women have been
typecast since slavery times.

Summer’s contribution to
reinforcing the stereotypical promiscuous slut was deemed so
important that the Grammys rolled out a new award in her honor.
Originally called the Grammy Award for Best Rock Vocal Performance,
Female, and now dubbed Best Female Rock Vocal Performance, the
award was first presented to Summer in 1980. Let us consider the words that accompanied this
mega-disco star’s lilting songs:

Hot Stuff (Casablanca
Records)

Sittin' here eatin' my
heart out waitin'

Waitin' for some lover to call

Dialed about a thousand numbers lately

Almost rang the phone off the wall

(Is this a picture of a
woman of integrity? Rather, it is a lusty, aggressive hoochie-mama
running after men. The equivalent of a man depicted as a
womanizer.)

Lookin'
for some hot stuff baby this evenin'

I need some hot stuff baby tonight

I want some hot stuff baby this evenin'

Gotta have some hot stuff

Gotta have some lovin' tonight

I need hot stuff
(Sounds like she
wasn’t enrolled in the Diana Ross school of thought, reflected in
Motown’s Can’t Hurry Love
in the late 1960s: “Mama said, You can’t hurry
love, you just have to wait. Love don’t come easy . . .” Mama had
some morals – reserve your virginity for Mr. Right. Summer’s
philosophy is the polar opposite.)

Lookin' for a lover who
needs another

Don't want another night on my own

Want to share my love with a warm blooded lover

Want to bring a wild man back home

(The seeking of a “wild man” conjures
up black folks as sub-human animals.)

Little wonder why this
song “earned” her a Grammy. The song Bad
Girls (Casablanca Records) in and of
itself indicts black women with a neon marquee sign that bellows
“all black women are streetwalkers.” The image sticks with black
women, but not other races.

Bad girls . . . See them
out on the street at night, walkin'

Picking up on all kinds of strangers

If the price is right

You can't score if you're pocket's tight

But you want a good time

Friday night, and the strip
is hot

Sun's gone down, and they're out to trot

Spirit's high, and legs look hot

Do you want to get down?

Hey, mister, have you got a
dime?

Mister, do you want to spend some time? Oh, yeah

I got what you want; you got what I need

I'll be your baby; come and spend it on me
(Predictable lyrics depicting loose, money-hungry,
do-anything-for-a-dollar hustling black women.)

Sad girls; you're such a
dirty, bad girl . . .
(Self-hatred.
Not exactly the wholesome June Cleaver image.)

Summer might have felt
personally that she was innocent of selling out for star status.
Perhaps she was. Nevertheless, irreparable damage is done because
she was used in the same sense that Alice Walker was used in
Color Purple and Lee
Daniels in his director exploits because she co-wrote the lyrics to
the song Bad Girls. The words fail to portray a character-rich, virtuous woman
described in Proverbs 31. If Summer wrote and performed a song
highlighting the courage and principles of Sojourner Truth it
likely would not be an award-winning hit because it would not fit
the formula. More on this in later chapters.

Like the prototype
Papa, Summer’s hits were
anointed with awards to draw attention to the negative message that
destroy positive imagery of the black race.






Blaxploitation Era’s One-Two
Punch

In the early Seventies, a
new era in movies starring black men and women debuted, with
Super Fly leading the
pack.

This is one of the
signature movies from the blaxploitation era, one of the key
elements in the psychological warfare that followed the volatile
1960s. The soundtrack of the movie is significant, because the
songs penned and performed by Curtis Mayfield supplied the frontal
lobotomy surgically administered with mental scalpels. In this
context, Super Fly was a pernicious movie.

According to MTV, Super Fly (Curtom
Records) was one of the few soundtracks to out-gross the film it
accompanied. Its sales were sparked by two million-selling
singles, "Freddie's Dead" (No. 2 R&B, No. 4 Pop)
and the title track (No. 5 R&B, No. 8
Pop).

Consider the hazardous
lyrics:

Super Fly, You're gonna
make your fortune by and by

But if you lose, don't ask no questions why

The only game you know is do or die . . .





The game he plays he plays
for keeps

Hustlin' times and ghetto streets

Tryin' ta get over

(That's what he tryin' to do, y'all)
(In other words, the black man is a pimp and a hustler trying
to run a game on everyone. Like Papa
connotes, he is amoral, without an honest bone in
his body.)

Taking all that he can
take

Gambling with the odds of fate

Tryin' ta get over . . .

Just like
Papa, the message was
delivered in a bumping, enticing format that crippled
minds.

Super
Fly’s plot tells the story of a cocaine
dealer who begins to realize that his life will soon end with
either prison or his death. He decides to escape his lifestyle by
making his biggest deal yet, converting the coke to cash and
running off to start a new life. The problem is that the Mafia will
give him a choice of staying and selling for them or dying if they
find out his intentions. Thus, the cool, womanizing, drug dealer
becomes a role model for young black men who often grew up in
dysfunctional homes with no father figure in the house to provide
discipline and a positive example.

Thus, the average young
man, vulnerable to negative impressions like the film’s star, finds
his destiny, too, is either the grave or prison. Today, statistics
bear out the effect of songs like Papa and movies like
Super Fly. (Even though
it was not an award-winning flick, the entire blaxploitation era
produced negative images that black men emulated – if not in real
life, in the subconscious mind. Because what we see on the Silver
Screen is a powerful, captivating force. Especially in the absence
of positive images.)

From the soundtrack, more red
meat:

Freddie’s Dead

Freddie's dead . . .

Everybody's misused him

Ripped him up and abused him

Another junkie plan, pushin' dope for the man

A terrible blow, but that’s how it goes

(The fate of the black man
is the grave. The words imply that drug dealing is the only job
available. The song came out in 1972, but in early
21st Century, The Wire majored on the same theme. There were not enough Cliff
Huxtables characters a la The Cosby
Show in the mix to counteract this image.
This tune, like the fatalism of Otis Redding’s Sitting on the Dock of the Bay, also
states that same shrug-of-the-shoulders refrain: it’s a terrible
blow, but you know, that’s how it goes…)

A Freddie’s on the corner
now

If you wanna be a junkie, wow

Remember Freddie's dead

A bold, well-dressed, fearless dope
dealer and ladies’ man was the star of this movie. Ever wonder why
the theme did not feature an upstanding lawyer or NASA engineer?
Blaxploitation films aimed to limit the role models for young
blacks in an era when many of their peers were challenging racial
oppression.

Otis Redding
performed Sitting on the Dock of the
Bay in 1968. The tone and tenor of the
song spoke of futility. Redding’s lyrics state that he’s had
“nothing to live for” and looks as if “nothing is going to come”
his way. Therefore, the moral of this story is “What’s the use?
Might as well give up.” Give up looking for a job. Give up caring
for your kids and wife. Give up the struggle for equality. The
attitude promotes inertia.

So, he resigns to sitting on the dock,
doing nothing, and wasting time.

Looks like nothing's gonna
change

Everything still remains the same

I can't do what ten people tell me to do

So I guess I'll remain the same . .

This also is a subtle
reference to the stereotype of blacks as “porch monkeys” who don’t
want to work, and major in living off the welfare rolls and
leeching off girlfriends. When one drives through the black
neighborhood, a popular pastime showcases people sitting on the
porch, watching people. Thus, “porch monkeys.” One definition in
the Urban dictionary: Someone without a job
that sits on their porch all day drinking 40-ounce beers, and
trading food stamps for crack. … When they do get a job, they
complain or make excuses to perform at unsatisfactory levels or
quit. Hence, they never leave the
porch.

Try this over-the-top,
multi-stereotype laden definition, also courtesy of the Urban
dictionary: A person that has nothing but
time on their hands. When they are not stealing white people's
belongings, terrorizing white people, complaining about white
people, and doing crack, they are usually seen sitting on a porch
of some low-rent rundown apartment eating watermelon, fried chicken
and smoking weed.

Unsavory lyrics ensconced in black song
did not originate in the Sixties and Seventies. Fifty-nine years
ago, a huge hit rocked the charts.

Mama, He Treats Your
Daughter Mean (Atlantic Records)
by Ruth Brown was a prequel of sorts to
Papa, which debuted about
two decades later. Both echo the same theme. The song contains all
the distasteful elements: He is mean, treats his woman badly, is a
sex-hound, and takes her money rather than getting a job and
fulfilling his role as breadwinner. He can't be trusted, “makes me
so disgusted,” – does that sound a tad familiar to “Never heard
nothing but bad things about him….”? Not to be outdone, the lyrics
include “You know, this man is lazy and almost drives me crazy.” He
also happens to be the “meanest man I’ve ever seen.” Yet she just
can’t summon the strength or conviction to tell him he’s wrong, and
school him that if you want the milk, you’re going to have to get a
job and marry the cow. She remains loyal to him while venting to
mom. The message presumes that all black men are like this and will
never change, so you might as well accept him as he is with all his
flaws. It also infers that black women are weak and have to have a
man in the house to fulfill sexual needs, even if it is a piece of
a man.

It is important to note that every
single negative recording in history doesn’t have a conspiratorial
plot unfolding; but most, particularly after the mid-1960s, have a
formula and a history attached. The residue carried over from
Willie Lynch’s 1712 docile slave workshop has its evidence strewn
across the American timeline.

In the late 1970s a group
called Chic came on the scene. It appears that Chic took a cue from
Otis Redding, whose life met a fateful end in a plane crash three
days after he recorded Sitting by the Dock
of the Bay. Many value the “famous last
words” of a person, and the song provided that opportunity; it was
like an exclamation point applied to lyrics that already carried a
pall of futility.

The times in which Chic emerged
signaled the advent of credit deregulation; people were able to
live like the rich thanks to the plastic revolution; so in that
phantom sense it truly was “good times” – the title of one of the
group’s most popular hits. Truth is that financial deregulation
changed the landscape, particularly for credit cards. Loosening of
credit laws opened the floodgates for middle-class participation in
the material world heretofore reserved for the haves.

Some of the subtleties of the lyrics
are instructive. And the pounding bass, melded strings, active
guitar made it a tune that would glom onto your memory bank for
decades.

Good times, these are the
good times

Leave your cares behind, these are the good times

. . .Our new state of mind, these are the good
times





(The song
Good Times (Atlantic
Records) declares in authoritative vocals that a new day has dawned
for black people. These ARE the good times – no doubt about it.
Leave yesterday’s cares of the’60s behind and live it up! End the
stress and strife. Party hearty. Happy days
are here again – we’ve made it. We are
successful and we can make it within the system, the capitalist
system. I think I want to live the sporting
life. The reference to “clams on the half
shell” associates material goods with bourgeoisie lifestyles. The
subliminal message is “assimilate.”)

Here’s more:

It's getting late

Time marches on, just can't wait

The clock keeps turning, why hesitate

You silly fool, you can't change your fate.

(Chic is in essence
labeling those who fight against the system as “silly fools”;
scolding them that you can’t change your
fate – you’ll never obtain true freedom,
so if you can’t beat ‘em, join ‘em (in the party).

The lyrics also put a
subtle limitation on achievement. Although the lyrics say we demand
the best, (We want
the best, we won't settle for less…) the
words that follow imply that we will be the best dancers and party
animals. Not the best doctors, lawyers, engineers or scientists.
The group encourages participation but puts parameters on the
participation – not in political protests or community involvement,
but engaging in recreational activities and dining on high-class
finger food.

Chic produced the song
during the Ronald Reagan’s run for the White House, during the
“malaise” years of the Carter Administration. The former Georgia
governor and peanut farmer had swept into office on the strength of
90 percent of the black vote in the aftermath of the
scandal-plagued Watergate years of the Nixon Administration.
Nixon’s reign was dominated by a law-and-order platform in the wake
of rising black militancy in the Sixties, and candidate Reagan
promised a return to the “happy days” a.k.a. Good Times with blacks back in their
place.

Must put an end to this
stress and strife

I think I want to live the sporting life . . .

Good times, these are the
good times

Leave your cares behind, these are the good times

A rumor has it that it's
getting late

Time marches on, just can't wait

Question: It’s getting late for what?
This is a smooth interjection of the power of suggestion. The
inference is “Do you want to get old and rusty waiting around for
change to come? That’s old news! Get with it! Now the thing is to
party, have a good time.”

The clock keeps turning,
why hesitate

You silly fool, you can't change your fate

Let's cut the rug, a little jive and jitterbug

We want the best, we won't settle for less

Don't be a drag, participate

Clams on the half shell and roller-skates,
roller-skates





Blacks are deemed party poopers if they
don’t join the party. The new status symbol is defined by dancing
and roller skating. So, leave your cares behind.

A few years before
Chic’s Good Times hit the Top 40, a situation comedy by the same name struck
ratings gold. Good Times
the CBS Television sitcom’s subliminally
seductive message targeted a different purpose than the message
behind Chic’s tune. The lyrics of the theme song:

Good Times. Any time you
meet a payment.

Good Times. Any time you
need a friend.

Good Times. Any time you're
out from under.

Not getting hassled, not
getting hustled.

Keepin' your head above
water, Making a wave when you can.

Temporary layoffs. - Good
Times.

Easy credit rip offs. -
Good Times.

Scratchin' and surviving. -
Good Times….

Ain't we lucky we got 'em -
Good Times

The show debuted in February 1974. Even
though the black man still couldn’t buy a job and black Vietnam War
veterans were coming home to worse conditions than when they left,
the sitcom told us that things were fine and dandy. In fact, blacks
are “lucky” to have times like this, as tough as they are. It
places a low threshold on the struggle for equality in the wake of
the Sixties that were fought with conviction. And with a
“Dy-no-mite” clown as the face of the show, much light is made of
deplorable conditions. While the sitcom’s setting was the notorious
Cabrini Green Projects in Chicago, the TV show attempted to place a
spin that blacks were enjoying “Good Times” in spite of it all. A
sample of the reality of Project living in Cabrini
Green:

During the worst years of
Cabrini–Green's problems, vandalism increased substantially. Gang
members and miscreants covered interior walls with graffiti and
damaged doors, windows, and elevators. Rat and cockroach
infestations were commonplace, rotting garbage stacked up in
clogged trash chutes (it once piled up to the 15th floor), and
basic utilities (water, electricity, etc.) often malfunctioned and
were left unrepaired. On the exterior, boarded-up windows,
burned-out areas of the facade, and pavement instead of green
space—all in the name of economizing on maintenance—created an
atmosphere of neglect and decay. The high "open galleries" were
enclosed with steel fencing along the entire height of the building
to prevent residents from emptying rubbish bins into the yard, from
falling, and from being thrown off to their deaths (giving the
visual appearance of a large prison tier, or animal cages, which
further enraged community leaders).
 http://www.hud.gov/offices/ogc/kgottfriedremarksatmultihousingworld092206.pdf

The theme song also suggests an
attitude of nonchalance, a what-me-worry slothfulness that is in
keeping with the welfare state stereotype of someone eager for a
handout.

Just lookin' out of the
window. Watchin' the asphalt grow.

Thinkin' how it all looks
hand-me-down. ...

Good Times
the sitcom did its job of piling on when it comes
to black stereotypes.

Marion "Sweet Daddy"
Williams – A mean neighborhood
numbers runner and
pimp, who had a knack for
wearing flashy clothing and jewelry. He is usually accompanied by
bodyguards and exudes a cool yet threatening persona while
exhibiting a soft heart on occasion. Wilson also played a club
owner named Stanley in the Season 4 episode, The Comedian and the Loan Sharks.

Lenny (Dap “Sugar” Willie) – A
neighborhood hustler and peddler who is always trying to sell items
that are usually attached to the lining of his fur coat. He usually
approaches people with a laid-back rap and a rhyme ("My name is
Len-nay, if I ain't got it, there ain't an-nay", "Hey there mama,
my name is Len-nay, if you buy from me I can save you a pen-nay" or
"Don't go to J. C.
Pen-nay, just come and see
Sweet Len-nay"). He sold anything from watches to bedpans. Usually
the person he approaches will ignore him or tell him to go away. He
usually responds by saying "that's cold" or uses a small brush to
"brush off" the negativity.

Ron
Glass – Although he appeared as
Michael's elementary school principal who met with James and
Florida regarding 
busing Michael to another school, he also made an appearance as a
blind encyclopedia salesman who tries to swindle the Evans
family.

Shirley Hemphill – played
"Roz", the dimwitted sister of Norma, who was being tutored by
Thelma. After J.J. wins the lottery, Norma and Roz return to the
Evans' household to rob them of their money
(unsuccessfully).

Roscoe Lee Browne –
Appeared as a shady televangelist named "Reverend Sam, the
Happiness Man." He befriended James in the military and nearly
recruits him for his crusade, against Florida's wishes. (Another
slap at the black ministry through the medium of
comedy).

Mrs. Lynnetta
Gordon – Penny's abusive biological
mother. Mrs. Gordon had been abandoned by Penny's father when she
became pregnant. As a result, she took her anger and frustrations
out on Penny, including burning her with a hot iron.

The Gordon character typecasts black
women as mean, evil, vindictive and abusive to their loved ones.
Conversely, white women are viewed through the lens of the Betty
Crocker-type or All-American goody-two-shoes gal.

Samples of J.J. as the black Bozo, the
buffoon who seemingly cannot complete a sentence without uttering a
lame stereotype:

Wow, I dreamt I was chasin'
this foxy chick... and her father was chasin' me, and the muggers
was chasin' him, and the police was chasin' the muggers. Sort of a
ghetto marathon!

Mama might be in a TV
commercial! Hey! That'd be groovy, bein' the son of a famous movie
star, I'd have my own Cadillac to drive down and get my food
stamps!

Florida to J.J.: The Vice
Principal is not in charge of vice. J.J.: Ma, you haven't been to
school lately. (CBS Television)

The Hollywood & Madison
Avenue Skewer

. . . Look what’s happening
to America! The white man is getting screwed. If we don’t do
something, the black man is going to take over our whole
planet!

The inscription above
might be the reaction of a movie reviewer or casual DVD watcher
after observing the over-the-top Birth of a
Nation. Or it could be the visceral blow
back from another emotional blockbuster over the years. However,
the words hails from an IMDB.com review in 2011, well into the
21st Century. The review of Rise of the
Planet of the Apes draws attention to the
movie’s theme equating blacks with rebel monkeys. Moral of these
movies nearly 100 years apart? Nothing has changed. The theme has
remained consistent, only the delivery has changed from the overt
to the subliminal.
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