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Feeling powerful and powerless 
Feeling pride and shame
Black power! Let’s speak for the powerless
No…Don’t! We are not all the same.  

This burden is too heavy to relieve
Like Eric Garner we can’t breathe! 
Would your world be better if we all leave?

When you brought us here in the first place.
Are you getting angry? Am I being impolite?
Trying to figure out if by ‘you’ I mean white
Well, if you think I’m talking to you
You’re probably right.

You tell me All Lives Matter like 
we don’t agree?
But I know you say that just to silence me.

You see it’s been this way 
From our ‘discovery’ to our slavery 
Christian ministry to your monarchy
Please read our shared history 

They saw strange fruit. Blood on the leaves 
and splattered on the roots
We see you shoot. No gun in his hand but his 
blood splatters on his boots

All my words are not heard like I’m dumb.
So this finger is not my thumb.
They use their words to see me vex
So I can tell you it’s not my index.
You tell me racism isn’t a thing, 
This finger doesn’t carry my ring!
While your attitude remains so stinky 
This figure will never be my pinky. 

But no.

No power in swearing 
Even if I call you a name 
Or shoot down forty cops 
The system will remain the same.

Likely it will make things worse 
Put more bodies in a hearse. 
More white fears means more black tears
And the cycle will continue.

Owen Aderibigbe

Power 
Fool!

This story is not a logical conclusion. 
Nor is it our nature.
This is not just the way it is, 
But the way it was engineered to be. 
All for the White man’s glory 

Then it was civilise and affect
So you could steal our gold.
Now it is serve and protect
So you can steal our soul 
As you neglect your human compassion and 
empathy 

Replace it with false anthropology
Justify and teach lessons of superiority
For so long as we feel stained with inferiority 

We are your poster boys for crime.
That’s why we all serve time
Prisons are filled with blacks
Like sewages filled with rats 
But they imprison our mind 
Label us the ugly side of mankind
All of this from the colour of our skin. 
It seems this is our biggest sin. 

That’s why I see you complain and I ignore it
Black lives matter never had a silent “only” 
before it.

When you got defensive you never asked 
yourself what you were defending. 
Never asked on whose oppression your 
privilege was depending 
Black is below in all situations. 
So much pride in us yet so much humiliation. 
So much wealth but no rich black nation. 

You owe how many forty acres and how 
many mules?
European empires stole all our jewels.
They took our carrot and used the stick.
Step on us whether it’s international 
or domestic.

But when we discuss it you want to plead 
the fifth. 
So we stick up a fist like that of 
Tommie Smith.

They say you’ve come a long way as if that’s OK. 
You’d come further if you weren’t so rude, 
You just need to adjust your attitude. 
Change your clothes and act more like us 
And please try not to make a fuss.

So I rotate my fist and erected a finger. 
As my anger continues to linger. 

https://www.theguardian.com/us-news/video/2014/dec/04/i-cant-breathe-eric-garner-chokehold-death-video
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Web007rzSOI
https://www.theguardian.com/commentisfree/2012/apr/23/british-empire-crimes-ignore-atrocities
https://www.theguardian.com/commentisfree/2012/apr/23/british-empire-crimes-ignore-atrocities
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Suppose it’s the same as when we take to 
the streets.
Incite riots to try to lead the fight. 
Steal from your shops
But set our own communities alight

Alright.
Senseless acts say the BBC
Even my own father would probably agree.

But my father always said stupid questions 
get stupid answers.
How many stupid questions have they 
asked us? 
How else would we answer? 

The dilemma of the young, black and 
educated. 
See a problem but you don’t know how to 
medicate it.
When the problem is nowhere 
and everywhere. 
The whole system is unfair 
But we will not be dominated by despair 

Every generation had its black knights.
Our generation looks for our own 
Bruce Wayne’s.  
Exhausting as it is, we will alleviate our pains

What we make from scraps is magic. 
But word to Jesse we are real. 
Even when they hate us we still
Have our cultural appeal. 

But real power is knowing we are not
yet there. 

The system cannot be demolished 
with one action. 
But with the faith of a mustard seed 
we will get our traction 

This oppression is four-hundred years 
in the making 
Our true equality may be four-hundred 
years in the taking. 
But we will take it!
Be twice as good to get half as far.
My mother’s mantra and she broke their 
glass ceilings. 
So we won’t allow despair to dominate our 
feelings. 

R.I.P to those past and present who lost 
there lives to the system.
We’ll summon your spirit to build our own 
Kingdom.
 
We will use our anger to power our dreams, 
Even if our warriors do not leave blood 
streams. 
Our oppressors will know a war. 
Because we know the future we are fighting 
for. 

Social unrest will turn to social unity 
From a local to an international community. 

They will raise the barriers and we will soar 
higher than a pilot.
White oppressors, something is coming and 
it’s scarier than a riot. 

We are Power, fool! 

https://www.theguardian.com/commentisfree/2012/apr/23/british-empire-crimes-ignore-atrocities
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HeRIUPlxlv4
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