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Oh my God, oh my God


If I die, I’m a legend


         Drake


he who wore death discourages any plague


         Sonia Sanchez









DON’T CALL US DEAD
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this is how we are born: come morning


after we cypher/feast/hoop, we dig


a new one from the ground, take


him out his treebox, shake worms


from his braids. sometimes they’ll sing


a trapgod hymn (what a first breath!)


sometimes it’s they eyes who lead


scanning for bonefleshed men in blue.


we say congrats, you’re a boy again!


we give him a durag, a bowl, a second chance.


we send him off to wander for a day


or ever, let him pick his new name.


that boy was Trayvon, now called RainKing.


that man Sean named himself i do, i do.


O, the imagination of a new reborn boy


but most of us settle on alive.
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