
We are viewed  

As beasts 

Savages 

Inhumane 

But what is savage and inhumane 

Is the everyday sadistic genocide of my people being made sane 

All we want is to be valued the same 

Yet we can’t even walk to the store 

Without the fear we may never see our mother again 

 

They say just get over it 

But they are never ready to challenge it. 

You’re tired of our cries against racism, 

Just imagine how exhausted you’d feel living it 

 

I can’t breathe 

I can’t breathe 

I CAN'T BREATHE! 

Is that George Floyd or Eric Garner?  

‘Cuz no matter how we far we go 

We step back even farther. 

 

We demand change 

And I don’t mean arrest 

We need to debunk the systems  

Built to oppress 

 

This broken record we live in 

Will soon meet its ending 

The time is now 

The power is ours 

 

We will eradicate this virus 

And I don’t mean Ms. Rona 

Cuz we ain’t gonna take this for much longer 

 

We protest this pandemic 

But the oppression of my people’s sickness is just systemic 

There is no cry then  

Only because it isn’t them 

The police is never at a KKK rally for the same reason 



Miley Cyrus and Hannah Montanna are never in the same room 

Y’all white people wanna be oppressed so bad  

But that's a burden you would never want to assume  

Excuses are always made  

But really I’m tired of hearing about black on black crime  

And the “white struggle”  

But I guess since they’re the same we can sweep The Black Holocaust under a rug  

Since fighting to end my oppression makes me a thug 

 

It's always Make America Great Again  

But can I ever make you accept me again? 

Love me again? 

Look me in my eyes with some goddamn respect again? 

No because it is something unheard of 

Unknown to the mortal man 

This is no way to live 

I will have a new world for my kids 

 

Your silence is sickening  

Your neutrality is causing the killing 

Isn’t it clear to you that my people are dwindling  

It's a shame that a BLM post is something you’ll never share 

Oh wait I’m sorry I must have forgotten about your little square 

Suddenly the cat’s got our tongue 

But never when the N-word wants to be sung 

Or when that hair wants to get done   

All because we think the box braids and the culture is fun 

So don’t tell me things will be fine 

Don’t tell me to shut up 

Unless your fantasy world and privilege is magically done 

 

They don’t understand the cause of the protest 

The looting 

Because even THEIR President sees it as an opportunity to start shooting 

It's always shoot first 

And think last 

They don’t understand that we are on 400 years of catch up  

Because at their BBQ all they have to worry about is where’s the Ketchup 

 

I won’t let my complexion be my death sentence 

Yeah, let that sink in 



There is no reason that at only 10 years old  

A child should be thinking who is their next of kin 

But I refuse to settle for this life of sin 

Do you? 
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