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Abstract 

Young, Gifted and Black:  

Journey Through/To a PhD in White-ass Austin, Texas 

 

Amanda Caroline de Oliveira Pereira, M.A. 

The University of Texas at Austin, 2017 

 

Supervisor: Jossianna Arroyo-Martínez 

 

Young, “Gifted” and Black: Journey To a PhD in Whiteopia is a “Biomythical”1 

play that focuses on daily experiences in the life of a Black Brazilian woman named 

Semente. Semente is a 23-year-old pursuing a PhD in Black Studies at The University of 

Whiteopia (UW). New to this strange land and institution, Semente recounts her 

experiences of moving through spaces that perpetuate and create new forms of systematic 

oppression as a person marked as “object” and “abject”. Depicting moments of both 

subjugation2 and fugitivity3. YGB provides a glimpse into the every day realities and 

“colored contradictions” of Black life in the wake of the “new-neo-liberal” landscape of 

late and post-Obama hipster-gentrified US cities. This play deals with issues of gender, 

sexuality, race, migration, capitalism and many other themes that emerge from a 

Euroheteropatriarchial society.  

 

                                                
1 Audre Lorde, Zami: A New Spelling of My Name - A Biomythography, First edition (Trumansburg, N.Y: 
2 Saidiya V. Hartman, Scenes of Subjection: Terror, Slavery, and Self-Making in Nineteenth-Century 
America, 1 edition (New York: Oxford University Press, 1997). 
3 Robin D. G. Kelley, Freedom Dreams: The Black Radical Imagination, New edition edition (Boston, 
Mass.: Beacon Press, 2003). 
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LITERATURE REVIEW 

Quando eu era criança 
Minha mãe cantava pra mim 
Uma canção em yorubá 
Cantava pra eu dormir 
Uma canção muito linda 
Que o seu pai te ensinou 
Trazida da escravidão 
E cantada por seu avô 
Era assim 

Oro mi má 
Oro mi maió 
Oro mi maió 
Yabado oyeyeo 
Oro mi má 
Oro mi maió 
Oro mi maió 
Yabado oyeyeo 

Essa canção muito antiga 
Do tempo da escravidão 
Os negros em sofrimento 
Cantavam e alegravam o seu coração 
Presos naquelas senzalas 
Dançando ijexá 
Aquela canção muito linda 
Com os versos em yorubá 
Era assim 

Oro mi má 
Oro mi maió 
Oro mi maió 
Yabado oyeyeo 
Oro mi má 
Oro mi maió 
Oro mi maió 
Yabado oyeyeo 

Cantava quando era criança 
Fiquei homem e não me esqueci 
Aquela canção em yorubá 
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Que não sai de dentro de mim 
É assim 

Oro mi má 
Oro mi maió 
Oro mi maió 
Yabado oyeyeo 
Oro mi má 
Oro mi maió 
Oro mi maió 
Yabado oyeyeo 

E Deus é o mar 
Deus é o maior 
Deus é o maior 
Me ajudou a vencer 
E Deus é o mar 
Deus é o maior 
Deus é o maior 
Me ajudou a vencer45 

The above song “Canto Para Oxum (Oro Mi Maío)” by Bantos Iguape tells the 

story of (re)discovering identity in the African Diaspora. The protagonist recounts a song 

of the yorubá tradition their mother sang to them as a child. The storyteller also 

historicizes the song their mother sang by stating that it descended to her from the times 

of slavery. The song is both in yorubá and in Portuguese, which the narrator can be 

assumed to be more proficient in. In 4 minutes and 30 seconds this song speaks to the 

deeply rooted process of (re) in the African Diaspora, in many ways similar to processes 

of meaning making discussed by Stuart Hall6 and serve to create identity through 

production. 

                                                
4 Bantos Iguape, Canto Para Oxum (Oro Mi Maió), 2013, 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yJIVLsxa8Sw; “Cifra Club | CANTO PARA OXUM (ORO MI 
MAIÓ) - Bantos Iguape (Letra),” Cifra Club, accessed May 1, 2017, https://www.cifraclub.com.br/bantos-
iguape/canto-para-oxum-oro-mi-maio/letra/. 
5 Bantos Iguape, Canto Para Oxum (Oro Mi Maió); “Canto Para Oxum (Oro Mi Maió) - YouTube,” 
accessed May 4, 2017, https://www.youtube.com/. 
6 Open University, Representation: Cultural Representations and Signifying Practices (SAGE, 1997). 
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 In Brazil, as in other parts of the Diaspora, the “legend” of the Forgetting Tree, 

Árvore do Esquecimento is told in spaces of Black intergenerational community. As is 

often the case with memory, I am not certain when I first encountered this story. It may 

have been something minha mãe said while untangling my hair one day as a child or 

perhaps it was a professor or a book during undergrad when I first began diving deeply 

into my process of (re). Regardless, this mythoreality of the African Diaspora reached me 

and simultaneously taught me about the loss of “knowings”7 that my ancestors had 

experienced and the memory that we continuously (re)cover. The mere fact that this story 

had reached me went to show that not all was lost or forgotten. Whether the details of the 

story are accurately portrayed or whether this/these tree/s existed at all is far less 

important than the story itself. This mythoreality depicts a concept that whether in 

metaphor or literal reality carries a history that has been crucial to our narratives of self. 

This therefore makes it a reality as it exists even if only in memory. A mythoreality, a 

term inspired by Audre Lorde’s “Biomythography,”8 does the work of (re)covering 

ancestral memory and bringing it to those to whom it belongs. In utilizing (re) to 

demarcate this process, I seek to make three readings of a word possible. “Recover” 

would mean, “unveiling that which has been masked,” “cover” would mean, “to veil that 

which is/has been exposed,” and “(re)cover” would mean, “to create a new product out of 

that which is both veiled and unveiled.” 

All “post”-colonization narratives of the African Diaspora share the history of 

some experience with an assalto of some aspect of identity through colonization, slavery, 

and/or continued colonization/imperialism/White supremacy. As a result, Afro-

                                                
7 Utilized instead of “knowledge” which carries the Eurocentric connotations of what “officially” counts as 
understanding. 
8 Lorde, Zami. 
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descendant people globally are in a constant process of self-(un)making and (re)making 

through putting together the pieces of ourselves we find in mythorealities, and other 

forms of ancestral memory. These processes guide us into what can be remembered 

despite the displacement and subjugation of slavery through visual art, song, dance, 

writing, performance, community, nature, water, and/or many other mediums. In “Canto 

Para Oxum (Oro Mi Maío)” the child has now grown into adulthood and can only 

remember fragments of the song his mother sang to him. Additionally, it is now separate 

from its original context and meaning at least two times over. Despite this, it becomes 

necessary for this knowing to make its way back to them in its new form, filling in some 

gap. This mythoreality is constructed both in yorubá and Portuguese and is now being 

analyzed and therefore loosely translated into English making it a composition of 

moving, traveling, transnational parts.  

Although I am unclear of the date, I first encountered this song on YouTube 

sometime in the last five years in my process of (re). I am unclear of the direct 

translations of the yorubá words and am unsure of where my “true” African roots reach. I 

no longer/do not yet fully practice many of the traditions of my ancestors nor have I 

(re)claimed all there is to know however it is the process of this that I am interested in 

focusing my attention on. It would be impossible to intend on reclaiming everything that 

has been stolen in so many hundreds of years of thievery, manipulation, violence, 

coercion, forced assimilation etc. and it would be especially naïve to expect a full 

reclamation through the oppressive structures of academia. To attempt to recover any 

sense of freedom in this space is already is what George C. Wolfe describes as the 
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“colored contradictions”9 of Black life. Still, we live with these contradictions daily and 

are expected to find balance and stability despite these maddening constructs.  

My attempts at (re)claiming traditions through ancestral memory combined with 

academic theory and artistic production is fraught with the contradictions and 

impossibilities of conflicting systems and modes of methodology attempting to flow 

cohesively as one digestible project. I remember here the words that have been utilized, 

perhaps too often, from Audre Lorde to discuss the difficulty of this process, “For the 

master’s tools will never dismantle the master’s house. They may allow us to temporarily 

beat him at his own game, but they will never enable us to bring about genuine change.”10 

Though honoring and recognizing the value and meaning of these words, I question if 

there is room to disrupt this impossibility opening up new ways of making meaning of 

what can be both true and untrue simultaneously. The master’s tools were made to 

construct the master’s house, but who wielded these tools in the first place? Certainly, the 

master did not build his own house. The slightest historical knowledge of the 

master/slave narrative tells us that the slave builds that which the master profits from and 

enjoys the fruits of. What this means then is that perhaps the master is not the one who 

holds the knowledges to how these tools function. Perhaps the master may own these 

tools but they have only been utilized through the knowledges of construction and 

deconstruction of the slave. Perhaps there is a way to utilize both the master’s and the 

slave’s tools. We often remember that these systems were built on the backs of the 

enslaved but forget the active doing and undoing that these backs also engaged in. That 

those who were built on, also did the building for and may therefore possess an even 

                                                
9 George C. Wolfe, The Colored Museum (Grove Press, 1988). 
10 Audre Lorde and Cheryl Clarke, Sister Outsider: Essays and Speeches, Reprint edition (Berkeley, Calif: 
Crossing Press, 2007). 112. 
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deeper understanding of the foundations of these structures and ultimately how to undo 

them. Those who know how to construct a house also know how to take it apart brick by 

brick.  

This literature review is intended to place in conversation texts that contain both 

“master” and “slave” tools from the loosely defined areas of Brazilian Studies, 

Performance Studies and Transnational Critical Race/Gender Theory. I assert that these 

are “loosely defined” because in the African Diasporic epistemological tradition, the 

ideas of exclusivity are not applied in the same ways.11 Categories and binaries, therefore 

function quite differently, nothing is ever really disconnected from anything else. All of 

these texts cross over in some way with one another’s categories in a fluid exchange of 

constructing narrative. Additionally, these lists are not exhaustive but could continue to 

be compiled with all the knowledges and knowings of human history.  

For the purposes of this project, I have compiled texts that would make for a 

fruitful dialogue when engaging with particular research questions that I intend to 

contend with in the future and in the play that follows. I attempted to utilize texts of the 

Diaspora and of a variation of mediums to represent transnational understandings. As 

always in research there are limitations of access, bias and a lack of infinite space to 

include every text desirable. As I move further in my research, I intend on moving away 

from sources written by scholars discussing experiences that are not of their own 

communities and utilizing more localized resources by and for communities of color, 

especially those that are not widely circulating because of hierarchical and elitist 

structures. Additionally, I am interested in both processes of production, and the 

production itself, therefore my sources range in the large spectrum of literary, artistic, 

                                                
11 Oyeronke Oyewumi, The Invention of Women: Making an African Sense of Western Gender Discourses, 
1 edition (Minneapolis: University of Minnesota Press, 1997). 
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historical, and theoretical traditions. These categories exist separately in a dysfunctional 

system of education that denies the connection between disciplines from Kindergarten on 

and even encourages competitive, capitalistic gain between producers of knowledge, 

thereby severing the full possibility of honest engagements that works to answer the 

questions the other is asking. All of these seemingly disparate and isolated practices, both 

in “formal” structures and outside of them, can and perhaps must, be utilized as tools12 of 

(re)membering, (re)constructing, and (re)imagining for the purposes of survival and 

liberation. 

For these reasons, I emphasize the importance of never discarding any medium of 

knowledge production as invaluable. Choices of citation are ultimately political choices 

as with all of life’s decisions in the sense that they demonstrate a stance, an interest or an 

engagement of sorts; a decision to mark something worthy of attention and conversation. 

My methodology therefore explores the various mediums of knowings that can interact 

with one another. Narrative, prose, historiography, visual art, music etc. are all 

methodological tools that have been utilized by the African Diaspora in the many 

journeys of (re) we have embarked on. Many of these tools often appear from memory in 

ways that were unbeknownst the to conduit-performer through which it appeared. The 

texts in this literature review therefore, also reflect the scope of methodology that informs 

my work. 

The tools of survival that I have inherited have been passed down through 

memory and communication that extend far deeper than any academic paper can 

articulate in its traditional form. I am the first in my lineage to record knowings through 

this elitist method of formal education and am thereby attempting to combine tools of the 

                                                
12 Raiye Adeleye, 2017. 



 8 

“slave” and the “master” in a way that theoretically (and naively) cannot be appropriated 

to my disadvantage as my own narrative and processes of production are always deeply 

interwoven with my work’s findings. As a member of many communities that have often 

been studied and exploited by academia, science and other similar institutions, my 

methodology can’t and never should mirror those of these oppressive systems even when 

utilizing aspects of them. Although it will never be possible to completely divorce myself 

from the problematics of being a product of these systems in many ways, my work 

attempts to embark on a journey of searching for the possibility in this impossibility. 

Additionally this methodology intends to disrupt the academic binary of scholar/subject 

by centering the voices of “subjects” as scholars and creators of their/our own identities 

and narratives and utilizing these processes for collective liberation. Instead of others 

speaking about us, this tradition of scholarship is by us for us. This method also asks, 

“What does it look like in the every day?”13 Or from the inside out instead of the 

academic tradition of outside in? What this means is allowing the processes of production 

and production itself speak of the experience of the individual, the heterogeneous 

compilation of which speaks of the community experience. The purpose of method is to 

open up further the radical potential of transnational, pan-Africanist, critical race/gender 

analysis through performance/ creation. Performance and creation are critical tools of the 

processes of (re)imaging identity and future possibilities. It includes both extravagant 

performances on stage and/or the simplistic production of daily life, which Viola Davis 

calls, “exhuming and exalting the ordinary people.”14 

                                                
13Raiye Adeleye, 2017. 
14 Alex Abad-Santos, “Watch: Viola Davis’s Oscars Speech on Why We Must ‘exhume and Exalt’ 
ordinary Lives,” Vox, February 26, 2017, https://www.vox.com/2017/2/26/14747268/oscars-2017-viola-
davis-acceptance-speech. 
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This process includes the often-painful acknowledgement that no production is 

devoid of subjectivity and privileges. That no matter how many years of research one 

takes on, it will never rid them of the particularities of their own viewpoint on a matter. 

There should, however be a constant process of acknowledgement when engaging with 

creating and analyzing. My personal story involves moments of benefiting from colorism, 

ableism, cis-privilege, religious privileges, average-body acceptance, classism, some US 

legal status, and a host of other systemic oppressions that I may or may not be aware of. I 

cannot pretend like these realities do not exist simply because I am declaring myself a 

“scholar” through participation in certain methodologies however I can attempt to 

produce work that seeks to destroy these more and more. Further it begs the question,  

“How do we situate ourselves and our work within the bounds of our privileges?” 

The goal of this work and in engaging in the processes of (re) is most importantly 

for the purposes of transnational radical liberation and sustainable fugitivity for the 

African Diaspora. It does not guarantee this possibility but is instead a process of opening 

up the possibilities of this objective as a way of moving towards. Movement and 

embodiment are two other key motifs in African Diasporic epistemology that allows for 

and encourages the production of (re)accessing ancestral memory. The body always 

remembers.15 There is axé and power in the roda, in the circles, the movement of cycles 

and rotations. This is seen in the Afro-Brazilian example of capoeira or in the walking 

around the Árvore do Esquecimento. There is also axé and memory in the earth, the 

ground and waters that have been here long before humanity. They also remember. There 

is movement in the flow of finding through research, whether intentional or unintentional, 

and in all the exchange that goes on during this process. These exchanges are 

                                                
15Walking with Natasha. “Momentum,” Issuu, accessed May 5, 2017, 
https://issuu.com/uttad/docs/drtm_program_issuu. 
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simultaneously spiritual, economic, social etc. inherently contradicting the narrow and 

rigid scope of what systems of education are willing to take responsibility for. My work 

seeks to always move in the direction of transnational radical liberation and sustainable 

fugitivity for all people but specifically for those of the African Diaspora. It utilizes 

various forms of production for opening up and (re)imaging future possibilities beyond 

those that colonization has ostensibly enslaved us to.  
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YOUNG, GIFTED AND BLACK:  

JOURNEY THROUGH/TO A PHD IN WHITE-ASS AUSTIN, TEXAS 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 24 

An Original Play 

PLACE: 

Whiteopia 

TIME: 

“Post-Racial” USA/Last Year of the Obama Era 

STAGE: 

• Large burnt orange UT Tower prop in background, towards one side of the stage 

with exaggeratedly phallic appearance. 

• Various color lights that change throughout play. 

• Projector screen at back wall of stage 

• “Keep Austin Weird” T-shirt hung up somewhere on stage (cross out the “Austin” 

and “Weird” and insert “Whiteopia” and “White”) 

• Lush green trees on one side of the stage, classroom round/conference table on the 

other (the side with the tower in background), space to move in the middle. 

• An atabaque, berimbau and pandero band  

NOTES: 

This play should be read with the accompanying music playing. Projected images should 

be very visible to audience. Audience is invited to dance, sing, and react in call-and-

response fashion (minding the space, non-Black folks). YGB is F.U.B.U.16    

CHARACTERS: 

 

                                                
16 Audre Lorde, Zami: A New Spelling of My Name - A Biomythography, First edition (Trumansburg, N.Y: 
The Crossing Press, 1982). 
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Semente:  

Black, queer, Brazilian, cis-woman in her early 20s.  

 

Oxossí: 

Always wears greens. 

 

Oxum: 

Always wears yellows and golds. 

 

Iemanjá:  

Always wears blues. 

 

Other characters: 

Majority Black, some non-Black Brown and some White cast members; Numbers may 

vary, ratio may not. 

 

 

 

 

 

  

Prologue: No Lifeguard On Duty  

(Enters Iemanjá and Semente, sambando to “Conto de areia” by Clara Nunes and the 

banda tocando. Semente wears all white flowing long skirt/ dress/pants. Iemanjá wears 
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ocean blue flowing clothing. The are both barefooted, laughing, smiling, singing, 

glowing.) 
 
É água no mar, é maré cheia ô 
Mareia ô, mareia 
É água no mar, é maré cheia ô 
Mareia ô, mareia 
É água no mar 
 
É água no mar, é maré cheia ô 
Mareia ô, mareia 
É água no mar 
 
Contam que toda tristeza 
Que tem na Bahia 
Nasceu de uns olhos morenos 
Molhados de mar 
 
Não sei se é conto de areia 
Ou se é fantasia 
Que a luz da candeia alumia 
Pra gente contar 
 
Um dia morena enfeitada 
De rosas e rendas 
Abriu seu sorriso de moça 
E pediu pra dançar 
 
A noite emprestou as estrelas 
Bordadas de prata 
E as águas de Amaralina 
Eram gotas de luar. 
 
Era um peito só 
Cheio de promessa era só 
Era um peito só cheio de promessa 
 
Era um peito só 
Cheio de promessa era só 
Era um peito só cheio de promessa 
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Quem foi que mandou 
O seu amor 
Se fazer de canoeiro 
O vento que rola das palmas 
Arrasta o veleiro 
E leva pro meio das águas 
de Iemanjá 
E o mestre valente vagueia 
Olhando pra areia sem poder chegar 
Adeus, amor 
 
Adeus, meu amor 
Não me espera 
Porque eu já vou me embora 
Pro reino que esconde os tesouros 
De minha senhora 
 
Desfia colares de conchas 
Pra vida passar 
E deixa de olhar pros veleiros 
Adeus meu amor eu não vou mais voltar 
 
Foi beira mar, foi beira mar que chamou 
Foi beira mar ê, foi beira 
Era um peito só 
Cheio de promessa era só 
Era um peito só cheio de promessa1718 

 

(Ocean video on projector. Sea gulls and other sea sounds all around “Picolé, Picolé” or 

“tem Caiprinha! Limão, Manga, Maracujá!” The capoeira band plays softly. There is a 

“No Lifeguard On Duty” sign in background. Semente speaks.) 

You know that feeling of almost drowning?  

                                                
17 “Conto de Areia - Clara Nunes - LETRAS.MUS.BR,” Www.letras.mus.br, accessed May 3, 2017, 
https://www.letras.mus.br/clara-nunes/67769/. 
18 “Clara Nunes - Conto De Areia - YouTube,” accessed May 4, 2017, https://www.youtube.com/. 
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That feeling that you’ve been completely swallowed up, engulfed in water. Sinking, 

Sinking, arms, legs, feet doing a dance you can’t control. Limbs throwing themselves in 

all directions. The rules of gravity are different underwater.  

 

Here, Yemanjá and Oxum rule and where they rule, the rules are not your rules. It is not 

your realm to understand.  

 

When I was 10-years-old, I performed in a dance recital in to The Little Mermaid’s 

“Under the Sea”. I was ecstatic! Elated! I danced around the house in my light pink 

pajamas every night singing: 

(Iemanjá and Oxum dance around Semente like they would in the 10-year-performance) 
 
The seaweed is always greener 
In somebody else's lake 
You dream about going up there 
But that is a big mistake! 
Just look at the world around you 
Right hea on the ocean floa 
Such wonderful things surround youu 
What more is you lookin' for? 
 
Under da sea, 
Under da sea, 
Daw-lin it’s betta, 
Down wea its wetta, 
Take it from me! 

This was ironic since I had the hots for Ariel… except when she was confused about 

forks… what I thought was a “girl crush” at the time. 
 
Up on the shore they work all day 
Out in the sun they slave away 
While we (mumbles) 
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Full time to floatin'? 
Under da sea!1920 

Now here I definitely had some concerns about this song and the entire movie in general. 

I knew that is a Black man’s voice, or at the least not a white man’s so why was he a 

crab? Also, they mentioned slavery; the history books and minha mãe had said that 

africanos were enslaved and brought all over…okay at least I knew Brasil and the 

Estados Unidos for sure, and I knew that africanos were my mom’s people so they were 

my people. But I didn’t see any of us in this movie…maybe one mermaid, in the back but 

pretty much everyone was branquinho, branquinho.   

 

So how were these white people not burnt red from the sun, meu paí gets the color of a 

tomato. Maybe it is because they are part fish; yea that makes sense. Does she have to be 

so white though, she’s in the sun and ocean all day. That’s so unrealistic. Why can’t she 

have my skin? Or my mom’s skin? Or my cousins’ skin? Why don’t the mermaids ever 

look like that?  

(Illustration 1 replaces ocean on screen in the forefront but the waves continue to move 

behind the image) 

                                                
19 “Under The Sea Lyrics by The Little Mermaid from Classic Disney Soundtrack.,” accessed May 3, 2017, 
https://www.stlyrics.com/lyrics/classicdisney/underthesea.htm. 
20 “The Little Mermaid - Under the Sea - YouTube,” accessed May 4, 2017, https://www.youtube.com/. 
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Illustration 1: Semente, Iemanjá January 2017, watercolor on canvas, 20 in. x 16 in. 
Austin, Texas. 

 

I dreamed that the dreamer of freedom could look like me. That the free pre-teen girl who 

swam around the ocean talking to her animal friends all day was more like me… 

(Busts out laughing!) 

Who am I kidding?? Minha mãe would literally draaag my little ass home by my 

mermaid ears. I’m sure there are rapists, murderers and cops under the ocean too! 

I also wanted to know who was “slaving all day” in the sun?  
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And Ariel was so, so spoiled. She reminded me of the privileged little girls who asked 

why my hair was so big and told me I spoke funny English. I worked my little butt off 

singing it over and over so that I pronounced all the words “correctly”. My parents and 

older brother may have started wearing earplugs. 

 

One day during practice the only one other Brazilian girl in my class was behind me in 

the “soul-train” line that got us on-stage. We moved our hips from side to side, hand 

gestures and all and I was gettin’ it. In from the roots of your feet trance-dance. Feeling 

my body move, my hips finding freedom in themselves. Remembering all the directions 

they can go. Roda. Roda. Flesh moving from thighs to spine. Finding joy in jumping up 

and down. Finding fluidity in the body, swimming in all that water inside.  

 

 “Why do you move your butt so much?”  

(white girl is suddenly on stage) 

 

Huh? Que?  

 

“Sua bunda. Você não tem que se mexer tanto. Você tá rebolando” 

Rebolando. 

Rebolando.  

Before the US gave me the word “twerking”21 

I already had Rebolando. 

In my super-Christian home it was a dirty word  

                                                
21 “The Origins of Twerking: What It Is, What It Means, and How It Got Appropriated,” accessed April 30, 
2017, http://www.xojane.com/issues/the-origins-of-twerking. 
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But I thought it was beautiful. 

To me it felt like freedom. 

Like swimming in the depths of the ocean must feel, 

Swaying, swaying to make yourself move, 

A mermaid’s hips are her propellers.  

 

I should have told her: 

I move my ass because my ancestors are dancing through my bones! 

Because these are hips of the Diaspora, 

And though we are from the same nation, 

our ancestors do not have the same history! 

We gave you samba, drums, food, vida!  

Brasil tem minhas raízes. 

Roubado por colonização e nacionalismo! 

You don’t understand the power of these hips. 

 

Instead I cringed 

Felt guilty for feeling so free. 

For swimming so far from shore.  

Dirty.  

Vagabunda. 

I looked at her pale skin, 

Straight silky hair, 

Thin nose, no hips. 

She didn’t have to worry 
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About being dirty. 

The other kids were always confused  

When we said we were both from,  

Brasil. 

“Where’s that?” 

“It’s a big country, we come from different parts.” 

 

I stopped moving my hips that way. 

Stopped rebolando. 

I prayed more. 

Took more notes in my Bible. 

Tried to be boazinha. 

 

I only moved behind closed doors, 

In my room, 

When my parents worked 14-hour shifts, 

I tried to stop my limb from propelling, 

How could I be finding freedom while they labored away? 

For me? 

For my future? 

Sometimes I wished Jesus would take my hips back, make me more pure.  

“YOU CAN’T HAVE THESE!  THEY WILL MAKE YOU SIN. MAKE YOU A 

SINNER.  

PECADO!” 

PECADOR! 



 34 

PECADORA!! 

(Pause, out of breath.) 

 

You know that feeling of almost drowning? 

 

(Seagull sounds become louder, ocean more intense, nighttime ocean, more silence, 

lights darken, English and Portuguese. Semente reads the “No Lifeguard on Duty” rules 

out loud then is left standing alone lights go dark.) 
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1: Entering Whiteopia 

(Bright lights, traditional pre-take off airplane announcements. Lights dim for take off, 

Semente is strapped into her seat, excited, optimistic and with a journal that says 

“Because of Them We Can.”22 She is wearing a Black Panther Party shirt, headscarf 

and is writing eagerly and makes her writing audible. The passengers are mostly if not 

all White.) 

 

When you are young, “gifted”, and Black they tell you to follow your dreams. They tell 

you, you are a rarity, special. The kid bright-eyed white teachers encourage or at the 

very least put up with.  You are the kid others marvel at for taking numerous AP classes 

in an “urban” high school. The “oreo”.  The “Damn! How’d you get those grades”, kid. 

Middle school Salutatorian. Top 10% of your high school graduating class.  You are the 

“minority” kid with the scholarship at a top-tier university who is told by a “friend” that 

you are only there because of affirmative action. The kid admission officers parade 

around to display the “diversity” of their school. Gifted becomes synonymous with “we 

are letting you in, ever so slightly so you can perform for us.” You are gifted for 

following the path of formal, expensive, manipulative, institutional, miseducation that led 

you to a potential academic career. They tell you to follow your dreams, for yourself and 

for your people. To me that sounded good enough. It helped me to push through obstacles 

and follow my blurry dreams of “Hope” and “Change.” I didn’t ask if the desired life 

would be any less fucked up than the beginning. It is implied that somehow, someway you 

will  “make a difference” if you follow the “gifted students” track.  To the surprise of 

many this track may have brought me to Whiteopia, Texas for a Black Studies PhD. Even 

                                                
22 “Black History | Iconic Tees | Because of Them We Can,” BECAUSE OF THEM, WE CAN, accessed 
May 3, 2017, https://www.becauseofthemwecan.com/. 
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as I head there now to scope out this new possible future, the irony has not yet turned 

into humor for me. 

I had this hope that I would never have to enter the state of Texas—not even for a 

visit.  As a Black, feminist, queer, formally undocumented, non-citizen, woman, who is 

terrified of guns, everything I had heard about Texas sent shivers of fear and disgust 

down my spine. In my heavily media influenced imagination, it was a place where the 

KKK and I.C.E. danced through the dusty Old Western style streets, holding hands while 

lynching and deporting Black and Brown people purging their streets. (Pause) Ironically, 

The University of Whiteopia has the best Black Studies PhD for my focus in Afro-Latin 

American and Afro-Brazilian research. So, maybe I’ll be biting the bullet and packing my 

tiny-ass car with all my belongings and driving the 33 hours, from Massachusetts to 

central Texas, past countless hate group headquarters (looks up at Illustration 2) to the 

land of the White “liberals” embarking on a journey that needs no embellishment (okay, 

maybe a little). This is a story of one of life’s cruel little jokes and of the Black Diasporic, 

transnational experience of flowing and growing where spirit guides us and surviving in 

spaces they never wanted us to penetrate.  
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Illustration 2: “Map of Active US Hate Groups”23 

(Airplane freezes, Iemanjá and Oxum come out from either side of stage, they guide 

Semente out of her seat like the queen she is. Maybe her seat is even lifted up. They dance 

to Nina Simone’s “To Be Young, Gifted and Black” in a ballet/ Solange’s dance24 

manor.) 

To be young, gifted and black 
Oh what a lovely precious dream 
To be young, gifted and black 
Open your heart to what I mean 
 
In the whole world you know 
There are billion boys and girls 
Who are young, gifted and black 
And that’s a fact! 
 

                                                
23 Kyle Jaeger, “This Map Reveals the Surprising Number of Hate Groups in the U.S.,” ATTN:, December 
10, 2015, https://www.attn.com/stories/4638/map-active-hate-groups-united-states. 
24 Jasmine Johnson, “Solange and Her Dance,” Aster(ix) Journal, accessed April 30, 2017, 
http://asterixjournal.com/solange/. 
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Young, gifted and black 
We must begin to tell our young 
There’s a world waiting for you 
This is a quest that’s just begun 
 
When you feel really low 
Yeah, there’s a great truth you should know 
When you’re young, gifted and black 
Your soul’s intact 
 
Young, gifted and black 
How I long to know the truth 
There are times when I look back 
And I am haunted by my youth 
 
Oh but my joy of today 
Is that we can all be proud to say 
To be young, gifted and black 
Is where it’s at 2526 

 

(Voiceover in a perky voice): “Welcome to your destination of Whiteopia, Texas a city 

not accepting of any difference unless it comes with white skin so please, keep your 

Blackness to yourself. If you have a connecting flight out of Texas, please remember to 

thank whatever god you serve that you will not be staying here. For those of you who are 

staying, please try to keep your humanity intact. Also note that any Brown or Black 

bodies can and will be used for our entertainment. As always, thank you for flying Soul 

Snatcher Flights and remember, keep Whiteopia White! (cough) I mean, weird!” 

 

(White Flight Attendant) “Have a good day!” “Thank you!” “Enjoy your day!” 

(WFA looks at Semente then looks away, continues greeting other passengers.) 

                                                
25 “Nina Simone - To Be Young Gifted and Black מתורגם - YouTube,” accessed May 4, 2017, 
https://www.youtube.com/. 
26 “To Be Young, Gifted And Black Lyrics - Nina Simone,” accessed May 3, 2017, 
http://www.lyricsfreak.com/n/nina+simone/to+be+young+gifted+black_20100554.html. 
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Okay…that was weird. I know I’m in Texas now but everyone told me Whiteopia is 

“liberal” so I shouldn’t read too much into that. Right? Lemme not get angry yet…this is 

a new adventure!  

(Continues walking to center stage, looking around and starting to look disoriented, 

confused and frightened) 

…Now that I think about it, everyone who told me that was white or POC who had never 

been here themselves.  

“You’ll love it!” they said. “Austin is so liberal and weird! You’ll fit right in…It has a 

great music scene too!”  

…gotta tell you, I don’t know if any of these people listen to the music I listen 

to…not sure if I’d want them to. 

Damn, I’ve never seen so many white people in one place in my life! Oh shit, the cowboy 

hats, the cowboy boots, they’re everywhere! I thought those were just a stereotype! And 

what’s with all the “Keep Whiteopia Weird” paraphernalia? What does that even mean?  

 

(Scattered white passengers stare intensely and directly at YGB with any array of 

expressions. One large white man with a leather vest, shaved head and cowboy hat 

stands directly next to YGB and stares down at her with arms crossed. YGB stares back 

with a frown and quickly walks around him still disoriented exploring the stage.) 

 

Yo, this is something else. Where the fuck am I? I need to call minha mãe. 

 

(YGB plugs her charger to the wall and sits on the floor near a white man typing 

furiously on a laptop, she pays him no mind though he is visibly uncomfortable by her 
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proximity. YGB speaks on the phone in a normal speaking voice. Mãe is Iemanjá in 

heals.) 

 

Oi mãe, sim eu cheguei em Austin. Como vai?…um, its ok…esse lugar tá parecendo 

muito estranho mãe, racista demais. Eu nunca vi tantas pessoas brancas na minha vida, e 

eles ficam todos me olhando, parece que nunca viram ninguém com minha aparência… 

Não mãe, eu não estou fazendo nada estranho, só andando.  

 

(Man next to her continuously looks at YGB and back to his computer getting visibly 

infuriated.) 

 

Tem um cara branco perto de mim que tá ficando com raiva, deve que não gosta que 

estou falando outro idioma…. Tá bom mãe eu vou ter cuidado… sim, eu sei que pessoas 

racistas são perigosas… Não mãe eu não posso mudar para outro lugar, eu tenho que 

estudar aqui por… 

 

Disgruntled White Man abruptly and loudly interrupts Semente: UM EXCUSE ME?? 

Could you take that phone call elsewhere!?! 

 

Why? There are other people talking… 

 

YOU ARE CAUSING A DISTURBANCE TO MYSELF AND EVERYONE ELSE 

HERE! 

(Looking around. No one else seems bothered but no one seems interested in coming to 

her defense) 
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 Okay…I’ll move… I swear if I wasn’t on the phone with my mother I would’ve cussed 

you the fuck out…  

 

Oi? mãe? Sim estou aqui, aquele homem gritou com migo pra sair de perto dele. Tá bom, 

ok. Mãe eu vou ter cuidado. Tenho que ir pegar o ônibus…Não, não tá tudo bem, só um 

idiota, eu estou bem…. Tchau.  

 

(Semente hangs up. Tears begin to form in her eyes. She looks up, trying to stop them 

from flowing down.) 

I wonder if I will survive five years of this. 

 

(Iemanjá and Oxum come and hold Semente. “O mar serenou” begins to play, they dance 

and sing.) 

 
O mar serenou quando ela pisou na areia 
Quem samba na beira do mar é sereia 
O pescador não tem medo 
É segredo se volta ou se fica no fundo do mar 
Ao ver a morena bonita sambando 
Se explica que não vai pescar 
Deixa o mar serenar 
O mar serenou quando ela pisou na areia 
Quem samba na beira do mar é sereia 
A lua brilhava vaidosa 
De si orgulhosa e prosa com que deus lhe deu 
Ao ver a morena sambando Foi se 
acabrunhando então adormeceu o sol apareceu 
O mar serenou quando ela pisou na areia 
Quem samba na beira do mar é sereia 
Um frio danado que vinha 
Do lado gelado que o povo até se intimidou 
Morena aceitou o desafio Sambou e o frio 
sentiu seu calor e o samba se esquentou 
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O mar serenou quando ela pisou na areia 
Quem samba na beira do mar é sereia 
A estrela que estava escondida 
Sentiu-se atraída depois então 
apareceu 
Mas ficou tão enternecida Indagou a si mesma 
a estrela afinal será ela ou sou eu 
O mar serenou quando ela pisou na areia 
Quem samba na beira do mar é sereia2728 

 

 

 

 

                                                
27 “O Mar Serenou - Clara Nunes - LETRAS.MUS.BR,” accessed May 4, 2017, 
https://www.letras.mus.br/clara-nunes/120355/. 
28 ClaraNunesVEVO, Clara Nunes - O Mar Serenou, 2009, 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=drGewMyo00A. 



 43 

2: The Plantation  

(Enters YGB, Black Studies Department Chair, and group of Black students. Illustration 
3 is projected.) 

 

Illustration 3: Still from Birth of a Nation, 1915. The first movie ever screened at the 
White House. 29 

Black Studies Department Chair: Thank you for coming out to the racial geography tour 

of UT Austin’s campus. Today we are going to talk about how the very structure and 

landscape of this campus was built to support systems of racism and sexism… 

 

Oh boy, just when I thought I had enough reasons to hate this place. 

 

                                                
29 David Holt, The Birth of a Nation 1915 Wilson, 2014, 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VgkoO2htgIo. 



 44 

Chair: So we can begin with the building directly across from our newly built Black 

Studies building, which is the Littlefield Home. Clyde Littlefield was a former slave 

owner, athlete and coach whose name remains honored through various campus 

monuments and events.  
 

 (Students follow BSDC as he moves through “campus”) 

Here were have a statue of Barbara Jordan a congresswoman and civil rights champion. 

She is the first woman to be honored with a statue on this campus and this statue was not 

erect until 2009.  A little known fact about the campus was that it was built to 

strategically deny access to it from the direction where Black folks were segregated. For 

the first few Black students that were ever admitted to UW in 1956, this meant that racist 

epithets and objects were thrown at them as they were forced to cross past many White 

students’ homes on their walk to campus and back. When the first Black men were 

allowed to dorm on campus, their dorms were essentially shacks built as far on the 

opposite side from the women’s dormitory as possible because many white parents 

believed the presence of Black men on campus was a danger to their daughters. Black 

women were not allowed to dorm on campus until much later and were not granted these 

same protections from the advances of White men or harassment from white women. 

 

(Students continue following BSDC) 

 

Crossing over to the East Mall of campus we have the Martin Luther King Jr. statue, 

which was erect in September of 1999. We can see that Dr. King is wearing his doctoral 

robes with his hands reaching out. The statue is intended to symbolize Dr. King reaching 

out to the Black and Brown folks who were segregated into east Whiteopia and inviting 
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them to take part in the academic possibilities and upward mobility promised on UW’s 

campus. What this statue does not say is that Black and Brown people did not and still do 

not feel accepted, welcomed or safe on campus. They [we] continue to face severe 

instances of discrimination, violence and racism and continue struggling to find home 

and safety in this space.  

 

Student raising hand: How do Black students, including Black graduate students find 

ways to feel safe and at home on this campus? 

 

BSDC:  Well, one way is through the Black Studies Department and building. We try to 

create a safe space and often find that Black students from various departments find 

solace in that space to study and find community. The other method is just that, finding 

community with others on and off campus to balance out the rigorous work you all will 

be doing along with the daily racial stressors.  

 

(Students move with BSDC towards Tower) 

 

We have arrived at the most notable and [in]famous symbol of this campus, the UW 

Tower. This symbolic landmark of UW’s campus represents the phallic imagery of 

patriarchal power and male dominance.  

 

SO IT’S A PENIS?! … Sorry. I mean, is it really supposed to be phallic as in a penis?  

 

BSDC: Metaphorically, yes. It is intended to symbolize the phallic power of White male 

hood, Texas and the South. It faces the Texas State Capitol, which symbolizes the 
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collaborative relationship between UW and State powers. Nothing is constructed without 

intention and this space exists through the agreement to find ways to maintain 

marginalized people in that positionality.  

 

So everything on this campus is intended to cause violence against my very being…  

 

(Students continue following BSDC and face the projected image. Illustration 4 is 

displayed.) 
 

 

Illustration 4: Littlefield Fountain on the South Mall of UT Austin’s Campus30 

                                                
30 “Coppini Stock Photos & Coppini Stock Images - Alamy,” accessed May 5, 2017, 
http://www.alamy.com/stock-photo/coppini.html. 
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BSDC: Finally we have arrived at the Littlefield Fountain… 

That is the ugliest and most disturbing statue I have ever seen! 

 

BSDC: Yes, it’s pretty bad.  Would someone please read the quote on this wall? 

 

Eager Student:  

To the men and women of the Confederacy, who fought with valor and suffered 

with fortitude that states' rights be maintained and who, not dismayed by defeat 

nor discouraged by misrule, builded from the ruins of a devastating war a greater 

South and to the men and women of the nation who gave of their possessions and 

of their lives that free government be made secure to the peoples of the earth this 

memorial is dedicated. 

 

What’s that supposed to mean? Wait; is that supporting slavery and defending the South 

during the civil war?  

 

BSDC: Exactly. This fountain therefore represents the confederate soldiers defending the 

honor and fragility of the White woman representing the South and southern plantation 

society. In many ways it symbolizes the protection of White women from freed Black 

men and the support of slavery as a method of restricting Black men from access to 

White female bodies. As we were walking down I’m sure you noticed the various statues 

of men surrounding the South Mall most of those are in honor of confederate soldiers and 

other racist heroes, hence why is it in the south of campus representing the honor of the 

South. Some of the soldiers still being honored are Albert Sidney Johnston, Jefferson 

Davis, Robert E. Lee and John H. Reagan all of whom fought for the South to maintain 
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slavery during the civil war and are still being honored because of it now in 2015. The 

statue of former US president Woodrow Wilson, who considered the Ku Kux Klan great 

defenders of the south, is also erect here.   

 

But why? Why doesn’t anyone take them down? 

 

BSDC: This is Texas. People honor this history here and up in your liberal arts undergrad 

they did it too, just more discreetly. Here they still fly a version of the confederate flag on 

campus and most people don’t even know it’s a confederate flag and those who know it, 

want it up and uphold its principles… Looks like it’s starting to rain. We will conclude 

our racial geography tour here; I hope it’s been informative for you all. Good luck on 

your journey into UW.  If you do decide to come here, remember to find a network and 

build a community, it is the only way you will survive here. May the odds be ever in your 

favor. 

 

(BSDC and students exit. YGB remains on stage walking in a circular pattern looking 

around experiencing a whirlwind of emotions. Red lights come on. “Rigamortus”31 by 

Kendrick Lamar begins playing quietly.. Iemanjá and Oxum walk in slowly and solemnly. 

Iemanjá and Oxum also speed up their walking as the monologue continuous. They stand 

on either side of YGB and begin walking around her. “Rigamortus” gets progressively 

louder.)  

 

                                                
31 Kendrick Lamar – Rigamortus, accessed May 5, 2017, https://genius.com/Kendrick-lamar-rigamortus-
lyrics. 
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This is the pinnacle of success? This is the hope and dream of the slave? Is this what my 

ancestors fought, died and survived for? Is this what my parents left Brazil for? Worked 

three jobs at a time each to put us in private schools for? Fought through immigration 

proceedings, risked detainment and deportation and spent thousands of dollars to try to be 

citizens of this country for? But I will never be a citizen here because I am not considered 

fully human. I am not a citizen anywhere that anti-Blackness and White supremacy are 

the law of the land. And why do I want to be accepted by people who see me as less than 

human? How can I appreciate a space that was not only not built for me but was built 

through violence of everything I am? This land, this stolen, bloodstained land is where I 

am supposed to find my upliftment? My “upward mobility.” Are these the forty acres we 

were promised? These trees remind me of lynchings, like one day I will encounter 

strange fruit hanging from them on my way to class. Like my own body could be that 

very fruit if I encounter the wrong people or have a “radical” voice that’s too loud. This 

place reeks of blood. 

 

(Rigamortus is now loud, the three engage in a dance filled with intensity in circular 

motions.) 

 

I feel ghosts here. I see little Black girls running through these trees trying to escape, 

trying to find joy on the same land keeping them captive. I see the images of lynchings I 

have seen countless times unfolding before me. “Black bodies swinging in the southern 

breeze,”  White bodies finding pleasure and spectacle in what they have done. 

 

What am I doing this for? Why am I here? 
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(Iemanjá and Oxum continue walking around her faster. “Rigamortus” gets louder.) 

 

Who will I become in this process? What am I fighting for? Will I survive this with my 

mental health intact? 

 

(Iemanjá and Oxum swirl their fabric around YGB and move faster until they are moving 

too fast to catch themselves and they all collapse. The last line of “Rigamortus” is loud 

then silence. Lights out.)  

 

 (Lights on. YGB is standing alone holding the text “Po Man’s Child” by Marci 

Blackman. Illustration 5 is projected with blue lights. She reads from the text.) 

 

I got the idea from a story Aunt Florida used to tell, called the Curse of Uncle George. 

Uncle George was a slave. ‘A crazy one, too,’ Aunt Florida would say, with a penchant 

for running away and getting caught. But that wasn’t what made him crazy. ‘Shoot,’ 

she’d add. ‘If there’s a soul in captivity who hasn’t been whipped for runnin at least once, 

I’d like to meet him.’ What made folks look at Uncle George sideways, she said, was that 

every time he ran and got caught, the lashing he gave himself was worse than any the 

overseer could have imagined. 
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Illustration 5: Semente, Poplar Tree May 2015, marker and acrylic on canvas, 20in. x 16 
in. Austin, Texas. 

 

All told, he ran five times through entanglements of birches, poplars, and chokecherries, 

looking for something called freedom. And each time, after the overseer brought him 

back and made an example of him, Uncle George found some way to mutilate himself 

even further. Whether it was ramming his head against the trunk of a tree until it burst 

open or chopping off his middle and index fingers with a pick ax, he always managed to 

outdo the overseer. After the third time, when Uncle George swallowed an entire can of 

lye that ate up most of his insides, the overseer stopped trying. And the next time Uncle 
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George ran, since he was obviously doing a better job of it, the overseer decided to save 

himself some energy and let the nigger punish himself. 

 

Uncle George didn’t disappoint. As soon as he was turned loose after being dragged back 

on the end of a rope for the forth time in a row, while the rest of the plantation shook 

their heads in disbelief, he took hold of one of the overseer’s branding irons and burned 

his master’s initials into every reachable spot on his body. ‘It was like he was chastisin 

himself for getting caught,’ Aunt Florida said. ‘Either that, or somewhere along the way, 

he stopped runnin for freedom and started runnin open-armed toward death. You know, 

figurin the two were one and the same. Either way, he was still a fool. Everybody know 

death got its own timetable. And only a fool would try to change it.’ 

 

The fifth time he ran was his last. The overseer was nearly doubled over in hysterics 

when he brought him back, like he couldn’t wait to see what new castigation Uncle 

George had in store for himself. He wouldn’t wait long. As soon as he cut him loose, 

before he could gather his wits to stop him, uncle George reached for the overseer’s rifle, 

stuck the barrel inside his mouth and blew his head off. Rushing death or not, if being 

free was truly the same as dying, Uncle George had finally found freedom. 

‘Now you know,’ Aunt Florida would end to scare us. ‘Damn curse has been with us ever 

since. So watch yourselves,’ she’d warn. ‘Ain’t none of us safe.’ And anytime Onya, 

Bobby, or I would get out of line, or a certain relative would get up the gumption to lose 

his mind, Aunt Florida would blame ‘The Curse.’32  

                                                
32 Marci Blackman, Po Man’s Child (San Francisco: Manic D Press, Inc., 1999). 55. 
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(Kanye West’s “New Slaves” begins playing from first verse with overpowering strobe 

lights flashing in various colors. Iemanjá, Semente and Oxum dance intensely to the 

music in an afro-modern way. Choreography should feel angry and powerful but also 

strange.) 
 
My momma was raised in the era when 
Clean water was only served to the fairer skin 
Doin' clothes you would have thought I had help 
But they wasn't satisfied unless I picked the cotton myself 
You see it's broke nigga racism 
That's that "Don't touch anything in the store" 
And it's rich nigga racism 
That's that "Come in, please buy more" 
"What you want, a Bentley? Fur coat? A diamond chain? 
All you blacks want all the same things" 
Used to only be niggas, now everybody playin' 
Spendin' everything on Alexander Wang 
New Slaves 
 
You see it's leaders and it's followers 
But I'd rather be a dick than a swallower 
You see it's leaders and it's followers 
But I'd rather be a dick than a swallower 
 
I throw these Maybach keys 
I wear my heart on the sleeve 
I know that we the new slaves 
I see the blood on the leaves 
I see the blood on the leaves 
I see the blood on the leaves 
I know that we the new slaves 
I see the blood on the leaves 
They throwin' hate at me 
Want me to stay at ease 
Fuck you and your corporation 
Y'all niggas can't control me 
I know that we the new slaves 
I know that we the new slaves 
I'm 'bout to wild the fuck out 
I'm goin' Bobby Boucher 
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I know that pussy ain't free 
You niggas pussy, ain't me 
Y'all throwin' contracts at me 
You know that niggas can't read 
Throw 'em some Maybach keys 
Fuck it, c'est la vie 
I know that we the new slaves 
Y'all niggas can't fuck with me 
Y'all niggas can't fuck with 'Ye 
Y'all niggas can't fuck with 'Ye 
I'll move my family out the country 
So you can't see where I stay 
So go and grab the reporters 
So I can smash their recorders 
See they'll confuse us with some bullshit 
Like the New World Order 
Meanwhile the DEA 
Teamed up with the CCA 
They tryna lock niggas up 
They tryna make new slaves 
See that's that privately owned prison 
Get your piece today 
They prolly all in the Hamptons 
Braggin' 'bout what they made 
Fuck you and your Hampton house 
I'll fuck your Hampton spouse 
Came on her Hampton blouse 
And in her Hampton mouth 
Y'all 'bout to turn shit up 
I'm 'bout to tear shit down 
I'm 'bout to air shit out 
Now what the fuck they gon' say now? 
 
I won't end this high, not this time again 
So long, so long, so long, you cannot survive 
And I'm not dyin', and I can't lose 
I can't lose, no, I can't lose 
Cause I can't leave it to you 
So let's get too high, get too high again 
(Too high again, too high)33 

                                                
33 “Kanye West – New Slaves Lyrics | Genius Lyrics,” accessed May 4, 2017, https://genius.com/Kanye-
west-new-slaves-lyrics. 
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3: The ICE Cream Shop 

 (Lights on. Amiga Oxossí and Semente are seated center stage. Semente is driving and 
they are jammin’ and singing to “Work” by Rihanna feat. Drake) 

 
Work, work, work, work, work, work 
He say me have to 
Work, work, work, work, work, work! 
He see me do me 
Dirt, dirt, dirt, dirt, dirt, dirt! 
So me put in 
Work, work, work, work, work, work 
When you all gon'? 
Learn, learn, learn, learn, learn 
Me no care if him 
Hurt, hurt, hurt, hurt, hurting 
 
Dry!... Me a desert him 
No time to have you lurking 
Him ah go act like he don't like it 
You know I dealt with you the nicest 
Nobody touch me, you the righteous 
Nobody text me in a crisis 
I believed all of your dreams, adoration 
You took my heart and my keys and my patience 
You took my heart on my sleeve for decoration 
You mistaken my love I brought for you for foundation 
All that I wanted from you was to give me 
Something that I never had 
Something that you've never seen 
Something that you've never been! 
Mmmmm! 
But I wake up and act like nothing's wrong 
Just get ready fi...34 
 

(Music fades into background but continues playing.) 
 
Amiga Oxossí: So what are you taking this semester? 

                                                
34 Rihanna (Ft. Drake) – Work, accessed May 5, 2017, https://genius.com/Rihanna-work-lyrics. 
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I’m taking “Afro-Latinos: Politics, Culture and Memory”… or something like that, and 

the professionalization class, and Black Theory I with you. What are you taking? 

Oxossí: That one with my advisor, Afro-Latinx Political Theory and the others we are 

taking together. 

Cool! Its gonna be interes—ICE CREAM!  

(Semente does a quick swerve of the wheel and stops the car. They both exit and begin 

heading for the ice cream shop.) 

YAAAS this about to be lit! Imma get the chocolatiest chocolate they have. 

Oxossí laughing: Hmmm, that sounds good.  

 

Wanna-Be-Slave-Master-Shawn and Scared-of-Black-Folk-Sally in unison with big, 

wide fake grins: Welcome to Becky’s Ice Cream! How can we help you? 

 

Oxossí: Hey, Ummm… can I try the caramel swirl? 

SOBFS: Sure thing! 

WBSMS: And for you? 

 

Ummmm I’ll do the—hold up! ya’ll have waffle cones!? Yea, I’ll have one of those 

with… 

 

(YGB looks at WBSMS who is dramatically frozen in his stance with an ice cream scoop 

in hand.) 
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You good? 

 

WBSMS: Well you said, “hold up”, what am I holding for? HAHA! (laughing way too 

hard). 

(Semente is confused) 

 

Nah, that’s like an expression…  

 

(Semente is unsure whether to be bothered or believe this is a joke. Oxossí looks over 

from ordering also confused. WBSMS unfreezes an continues laughing by himself.) 

 

(Semente trying to smile) Anyway, I’ll take two scoops of the chocolate on a waffle cone. 

 

WBSMS: Alrighty! Comin’ right up! 

 (Quietly to Oxossí and with one eye squinted) Yo, is this dude for real?  

 

(Oxossí shrugs, SOBFS looks up shyly and begins shaking as she finishes the order. As 

WBSMS begins reaching in the ice cream bin Semente stops him.) 

 

Hold up! My bad, can I change it to the dark chocolate?  

 

(WBSMS freezes where he is and looks at Semente with a blank expression.) 

 

… I didn’t see you had it before… yo, what are you doing? 
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WBSMS: You said “hold up” again. I’m waiting for something to happen. 

 

I obviously didn’t mean it like that. 

 

WBSMS beginning to scoop again: Well, you know, you could have said, “Excuse me 

sir” or “Pardon me, sir”… 

 

(fed up) Sir!? Those days are over man, I don’t have to call you “sir” anymore. WE don’t 

have to call Y’ALL “sir” or “ma’am” anymore!  

 

(SOBFS stops what she’s doing and gasps loudly then increases her trembling. She 

finishes ringing out the order and runs away still peeking from behind the counter, 

holding a gun. Oxossí looks over confused and in shock.) 

 

WBSMS: It’s not a matter of time periods. No need to pull out race cards or get 

“offended”. It’s just a matter of respect for one another. I would call you ma’am too. 

 

You haven’t called me ma’am once this entire interaction… 

 

(Silence) 

 

WBSMS: So what are you ladies up to this weekend? 

 

(They give him the stupid-ass look he deserves) 
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Are you seriously trying to be friendly? Nothing, we ain’t doing shit in this damn city. 

 

WBSMS: I’m sorry to hear that. It’ll be $6.55. 

 

For two scoops of ice cream!? This is bullshit.  

 

(Semente pays and WBSMS immediately storms to the back.) 

 

Yo, what the fuck was that? 

 

Oxossí: I don’t even know. 

 

(They walk to the car) 

 

Did you hear him? He said I should’ve called him sir, this dude couldn’t have been older 

than 30. Why I gotta call him sir for? Is that a southern thing?... 

Oxossí: Or a racist thing. 

(In unison) Or both. 

 

I’m mad I still paid for that ice cream. Didn’t want to scare them more than I already did 

by saying, “hold up”. Damn near $7! Next time something like this happens I’m walking 

out without my ice cream. Matter—of—fact, I’m never coming to this damn Becky’s Ice 

Cream or whoever else’s white girl this is. This is why I don’t go nowhere in this city. 

Makes “self-care” and “staying well” pretty fucking hard while in grad school…  
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…This dark chocolate ice cream is damn good though. So fuck Shawn or Peter or 

whatever his name was…   

(They both laugh, get in the car and freeze. WBSMS and SOBFS return to the stage.) 

 

WBSMS: I miss the power. We need to make America great again, I’m sick of scooping 

chocolate ice cream for chocolate folk. These pickaninny thinks they can question my 

authority. Talk to me however they want. 

(He grunts and SOBFS nods.) 

 

SOBFS: They sure are an angry and aggressive bunch. I pulled out my gun because I 

thought for sure you were in danger. I know how violent they can get. 

 

WBSMS: You should’ve shot them. Self-defense. If we were lucky, maybe there’d be 

two less of ‘em in our city. 

 

(They exit. Semente and Oxossí unfreeze and “Blk Girl Soldier” by Jamila Woods plays 

in the car with yellow lights overhead. They sing along to entire song until it fades out. 

Lights also fade out to darkness.) 
 
See she's telepathic 
Call it black girl magic 
Yeah she scares the gov'ment 
Deja Vu of Tubman 
 
We go missing by the hundreds 
Ain't nobody checkin for us 
Ain't nobody checkin for us 
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The camera loves us 
Oscar doesn't 
Ain't nobody checkin for us 
Ain't nobody checkin for us 
 
They want us in kitchen 
Kill our sons with lynchings 
We get loud about it 
Oh now we're the bitches 
 
Look at what they did to my sisters 
Last century last week 
They put her body in a jar and forget her 
They love how it repeats 
 
Look at what they did to my sisters 
Last century last week 
They make her hate her own skin 
Treat her like a sin 
 
But what they don't understand 
(But what they don't understand) 
But what they don't understand 
(But what they don't understand) 
See what they don't understand 
 
See she's telepathic 
Call it black girl magic 
Yeah she scares the gov'ment 
Deja Vu of Tubman 
 
And she she she she she 
Don't give up 
Yea yea yea yea yea 
She don't give up 
She don't don't don't don't don't give up 
No no no no no 
She don't give up 
 
Rosa was a freedom fighter 
And she taught us how to fight 
Ella was a freedom fighter 
And she taught us how to fight 
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Audre was a freedom fighter 
And she taught us how to fight 
Angela was a freedom fighter 
And she taught us how to fight 
Sojourner was a freedom fighter 
And she taught us how to fight 
Assata was a freedom fighter 
And she taught us how to fight 
 
Rosa was a freedom fighter 
And she taught us how to fight 
Ella was a freedom fighter 
And she taught us how to fight 
 
See she's telepathic 
Call it black girl magic 
Yeah she scares the gov'ment 
Deja Vu of Tubman 
 
But what they don't understand 
But what they don't understand 
But what they don't understand 
See what they don't understand35 
  

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                
35 “Jamila Woods – Blk Girl Soldier Lyrics | Genius Lyrics,” accessed May 5, 2017, 
https://genius.com/Jamila-woods-blk-girl-soldier-lyrics. 
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4: Capoeira 

(A banda toca. Semente recites, Oxossí, Oxum, Iemanjá and others, Black and Brown 

only, play a roda.)  
 
The answers emerge from the movement, 
Our spirits remember, 
Nudging our bodies, 
To remember deeper, 
Wine further, 
Dip lower, 
Pra baixo, pra baixo, 
Descendo pra nossas raízes 
Roots emerge from the depths, 
Of the darkness 
Where light still reaches. 
 
“Uma Semente tem que primeiro morrer para brotar, tudo é um processo.” 
Palavras de sabedoria 
Da minha mãe 
De Deus 
 
“Agarra com a terra Semente! Semente flutuando não brota!” 
Meu Contramestre, 
Me lembrando das memorias, 
Passando as tradições. 
 
A Capoeira é minha. 
A Capoeira é minha. 
 
I tell myself. 
Every class. 
 
This was yours first. 
Do NOT give up. 
 
Ginga menina, Ginga. 
O movimento trará salvação. 
 
Pouca a Pouca 
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Vás a voar, 
Ser livre. 
Menina Guerreira, 
Vencedora, 
Como sua mãe 
vó, 
Sua bisavó 
Continuando  
Até infinidade. 
 
Sejam livres. 
Freedom is yours.  

(Semente joins in. Oxum and Semente play, then others continue the game.) 
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5: The Day After Tomorrow 

(Semente enters, visibly shaken. Spotlight.) 

 The day he... “won” 

I went out and adopted a dog 

A very old dog… 

Because if that man can be fucking president, 

I can be a dog owner. 

 

The white woman at the shelter answered all my questions 

She wasn’t having a great day either. 

I was trying to stay cheery, 

So I wouldn’t fall into the darkness. 

 

“Let’s look up Han’s history…Okay so it looks like the first time he came into a shelter 

was November 2008.” 

 

OMG THAT’S WHEN OBAMA GOT ELECTED, THE FIRST TIME.  

My eyes swollen with tears 

“…Yes. It was. So, Hans has received all his vaccinations…” 

 

The Blur of pain took over. 

Did she not feel it? 

The tightness around the heart?  

The difficulty to breathe?  
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The anguish.  

The fear of what comes next.  

What will the next 4 years be like? 

Or the next 8?... 

The fact that even is she had won, 

I would be no less scared for our future. 

The numbness at not being shocked at all. 

Just angry. 

Rage. 

Bright red rage. 

Could she not feel it? 

The earth trembling? 

 

 “So if you are interested, we can set you up in a room with him so you two can see if we 

bond?” 

 

(Playing with dog)  

Of course we are going to bond, we were obviously destined from one another. The whole 

time Obama was president, giving us false-real hope, he was here getting false-hope. In 

and out of shelters. Not enough for the people who promised him “furever”. I can relate. 

The two of us will be just fine. We will take care of each other. He understands this pain.  

 

What kind of name is Hans anyway?  

“Pup-pup Velinho Pereira”, that’s your new name. Let’s get you out of here. 

(Walks out with dog. Lights out.) 
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(Semente returns alone. Spotlight.) 

 

This must be what it feels like to watch the entire world crumble bit by bit—no, this is 

what it feels like to sense the earth shaking as everything finishes collapsing. Its been 

crumbling for years—hundreds of years. I know, many of you haven’t noticed. That’s 

because the stones were not falling on your heads. For some, you’ve felt the pebbles, 

large enough to hurt but too small to care. You saw your “sisters and brothers” bruised 

and bleeding but you spoke about your pain. They said, “We have open, festering wounds 

from these rocks, please make this stop.” 

Your response, “All lives matter, we bleed red blood too.” 

 

Do you remember that? 

They looked at your arms and saw tiny scratches, and knew you had never known pain 

like theirs. 

 

Sometimes there were boulders that were fatal. You saw it fall but you turned your back 

to the bloody, jerking limbs pinned beneath the stone. For some, there were no pebbles, 

just dust. The remnants of what others were facing. Perhaps the wind blew it up as you 

threw down boulders on those beneath you. You said, the dust hurt your eyes. That it 

“prevented you from seeing”—but you saw everything—except what you were doing to 

yourself. 

 

There were those who threw the boulders and those who threw the stones and 

those who threw the pebbles and those who had nothing to throw. Those who had nothing 

to throw were victims of all three, three times the blows, and three times the pain. More 
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and more dust lifted up until it became difficult for anyone to see at all. 

Then it all collapsed—no one noticed because the clouds of dust and blows of rocks 

had become normal. They had become numb to the pain and blind to their lack of sight. 

No one was safe when the mountain came crashing down. Hundreds of tons of red earth 

and rock came tumbling down on all of their backs, spines cracking and crushing, blood 

spewing. The dust covered them, making them indistinguishable from one another. It was 

no longer possible to tell who were the boulder throwers, the stone throwers or the pebble 

throwers. The earth became silent, still, at peace. 

 

Finally, there were no more sounds of boulders, stones and pebbles falling. The moon 

rejoiced at the quiet nights of soulful jazz with the stars. The sun finally danced to the 

sounds of samba, salsa, Reggaeton, Afrobeat, soca, Hip-hop, funk, axé and other rhythms 

of the Diaspora (a banda toca). A areia calmo o mar e Iemanjá finalmente tornou-se em 

uma sereia (Iemanjá emerges and dances a happy solitary dance). 

 

Linda, negra com cabelos de corda. Beautiful, Black woman with locs swinging as she 

moved her hips to the rhythms of her family—her gorgeous, melanated, strong, resistant, 

global, ancient, talented family. She swayed her hips in their memory. How sad it was 

that they had eventually crumbled just like all the rest, she thought. No matter how 

difficult it had gotten, or where in the world they had been, they had overcome, until 

now. She swayed her hips and stomped her feet rhythmically. She moved her ass and was 

finally free to do so without the presence of a sexualized/racialized gaze. She moved in 

all the ways it felt natural and was not apologetic for her power. She invited Oxum to join 

her. They danced and shades of yellow and blue illuminated the skies. The drumming 

became louder and the earth began to shake. (Action, banda and lights match words).  
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It was then that they noticed the movement in the rubble and the arms reaching for 

air. Then the heads… 

 

It was the ones who had, had nothing left to throw! Her family. They had taken so 

many boulders, stones and pebbles to their bones and flesh over the years, that they were 

the strongest that had ever lived, strong enough to survive. They rose and walked towards 

their mãe. Depois das saudações, dancaram. Bateram seus peis na areia e moveram em 

celebraçam. Um novo começo. A new beginning. Resusitados. Resurrected. 

 

Dessa vez, eram só elas. 

(They dance a happy dance of survival as a banda toca.) 
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Epilogue: DNA da Minha Mãe 

(Semente enters and recites/recalls. Iemanjá is present she moves gently and gracefully.) 
 

Vozes-Mulheres 
A voz de minha bisavó 
ecoou criança 
nos porões de navio. 
ecoou lamentos 
de uma infância perdida. 
 
A voz de minha avó 
Ecoou obediência 
Aos brancos-donos de tudo. 
 
A voz de minha mãe 
ecoou baixinho revolta 
no fundo das cozinhas alheias 
debaixo das trouxas 
roupagens sujas dos brancos 
pelo caminho empoeirado 
rumo à favela. 
 
A minha voz ainda 
ecoa versos perplexos 
com rimas de sangue 

e 
fome. 

 
A voz da minha filha 
recorre todas as nossas vozes 
recolhe em si 
as vozes mudas caladas 
engasgadas nas gargantas. 
A voz da minha filha 
recolhe em si 
a fala a ato. 
O ontem – o hoje – o agora. 
Na voz da minha filha 
se fará ouvir a ressonância 
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o eco da vida-liberdade.36 
 
 

My mother called me yesterday. 
She asked, “como vai minha filha?” 

 
I said, 
Não estou bem mãe. Tá muito dificil. Este lugar esta tentando me matar. 

Muito estresante. 
Muito racista. 
Não posso sair de casa sem alguma merda acontecer.  
Não estou dormindo. 
Estou sempre trabalhando.  
 

Eu sei filha. Jesus já me mostrou. Está muito dificil ai, Mais você vai vencer. 
Somos vencedores. 
Guerreiras. 
Ontem eu clamei por você 
Não foi choro, 
Foi clamor.  
Comecei a chorar no meio do meu dia 
Jesus me mostrou o que você está passando. 
Eu sei que este processo está difícil, 
Eu posso sentir. 
Mais você vai vencer, 
Deus está fazendo algo muito grande com você ai, 
Nesse Texas.  
Continue.  
Somos forte. 
Através de Deus que nós da força.  
 

Tá bom mãe. Brigada, eu estou bem. 
 

“I know you are”, ela disse.  
I know you.  
Eu te conheço.  

 
Minha mãe and I are intimately, deeply connected. Interwoven in one another. Perhaps 
too connect. She can read my mind, Knows all my secret desires, before I wish them. 

She knew me first, 
                                                
36 Conceição Evaristo, Translations by Maria Aparecida Salgueiro de Andrade, and Translations by 
Antonio D. Tillis, “Selected Poems,” Meridians 14, no. 1 (2016): 84–93. 
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She met my spirit long before my body had caught up, 
Finished developing, 
In her waters 
Mamãe Iemanja  
Com pés de Xangô. 

Ela sobe quem eu seria ser antes do meu nascimento, 
Menina de movimento, 
Inquieta 
Espirito de Aventura 
Rebelde 
Difícil de controlar. 
Como pode ser? 
Ela fez tudo certo. 
Cristã 
Casada com homem bom, 
Bom 
Bom 
Homem bom. 
Bombcorancobombbrrancobommodbombranbrancom.  
Paí de família. 
Trabalhador. 
Homem decente. 

Mais essa menina, não era parte do plano. 
Meninas que se tornam em “este tipo de mulher”. 
Mulher impura, 
Que dorme com homem sem casar, talvez até mulheres.  
Mulheres prostitutas. 

“Como que você saio assim menina? Você não tem vergonha? Vão pensar você não tem 
mãe.” 
 
When I was born, I slipped out on the stretcher before we could make it to the delivery 
room (this is not a normal “Third World” birth me story).  
 
I was just anxious, Ready for this journey to start, like I always was for the first day of 
school. A new adventure: 

New books, 
New pencils, 
New clothes (even if they were only new to me) 
Bright new colors, 
sounds, 
And a new mission. 
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I was ready for my mission. Something in my past life must’ve lit fire under my ass, cuz I 
slipped out into the non-gloved nurse’s hands, bright red blood and all. 
 
I must’ve decided, “We gon’ take this back to how it used to be done, no gloves, just my 
bare-naked-bloody-baby-ass on your hands lady.” 
 
The doctor told my mother to hold me in, 
With her breath, 
“Segura ai mãe eu estou lavando minha mão. Só segura sua respiração.” 

He told a birthing Black mother to hold her breath, 
During labor, 
To stop me from coming. 
They weren’t ready for me yet. 
He was making sure our blood touch his skin. 

 
She practiced the radical potential of refusal. 
She knew better. 
Knew that repression would only harm me 
Damage the flow of oxygen to my,  
Fat little body, 
And my overactive brain. 

 
She pushed instead, 
chose to give me life, 
To let me come on my own terms, 
Relinquished control, 
She knew that’s how I function best, 
She had already met my spirit. 
 
Aguas de mãe. 
Soltadas de uma vez. 
Like Iemanjá on the news destroying dams, 
Barriers 
Walls. 
Fences. 
Man made structures. 
Laughing. 
Eles pensaram que poderiam me impedir de nascer.  
Me controlar. 

 
Minha mãe me conheceu primeiro. 

She met me first. 
She always knew who I was. 
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And it terrified her. 
She gave birth to a baby with fins, 
Always too eagar to swim into the depths. 
Bursting to the water’s surface for oxygen. 
Bebê dos Peixes.  
Menina que precisa do mar inteiro, 
Para sentir-se satisfeita. 
Precisa de estar, 
Completamente,  
Afundada. 
Viajando.  

 
Uma criança exatamente como ela 
Mais completamente diferente.  
Você é a cara da sua mãe! 
E as vezes do seu pai, quando você da rizada! 
Sim. Meu coração também. 

Sou partes de muitos. 
Todos continuam comigo. 
 
Deus te disse, “Ela será difícil. Essa menina-mulher, garota-sereia. Uma prova de Deus. 
Até Jesus foi provado. 
 
She has been chosen by us, the ancestors with the gifts we gave her, to do this work.  

To teach you.  
To test you.  
We entrusted her so she has our backing.  

She brings her gifts to break the rules, end patterns and create new ones. 37 
 

You gave birth to a Tsunami. 
 
(“DNA” by Kendrick Lamar plays. Semente dramatically sings the first two lines then all 
Black and Brown cast members run out dance and sing along. Full cast comes out after 
dance is over.)  

I got, I got, I got, I got 
Loyalty, got royalty inside my DNA 
Cocaine quarter piece, got war and peace inside my DNA 
I got power, poison, pain and joy inside my DNA 
I got hustle though, ambition, flow, inside my DNA 
I was born like this, since one like this 

                                                
37 African & Diasporic Religious Studies Association, Sobonfu Some -- 2014 Keynote Address, 2014, 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=s4OGOyMh0bY&t=427.399806. 
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Immaculate conception 
I transform like this, perform like this 
Was Yeshua's new weapon 
I don’t contemplate, I meditate, then off your fucking head 
This that put-the-kids-to-bed 
This that I got, I got, I got, I got 
Realness, I just kill shit 'cause it's in my DNA 
I got millions, I got riches buildin’ in my DNA 
I got dark, I got evil, that rot inside my DNA 
I got off, I got troublesome heart inside my DNA 
I just win again, then win again like Wimbledon, I serve 
Yeah, that's him again, the sound that engine in is like a bird 
You see fireworks and Corvette tire skrrt the boulevard 
I know how you work, I know just who you are 
See, you's a, you's a, you's a— 
Bitch, your hormones prolly switch inside your DNA 
Problem is, all that sucker shit inside your DNA 
Daddy prolly snitched, heritage inside your DNA 
Backbone don't exist, born outside a jellyfish, I gauge 
See, my pedigree most definitely don't tolerate the front 
Shit I've been through prolly offend you 
This is Paula’s oldest son 
I know murder, conviction 
Burners, boosters, burglars, ballers, dead, redemption 
Scholars, fathers dead with kids 
And I wish I was fed forgiveness 
Yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah, soldier’s DNA 
Born inside the beast 
My expertise checked out in second grade 
When I was 9, on-sale motel, we didn't have nowhere to stay 
At 29, I’ve done so well, hit cartwheel in my estate 
And I'm gon' shine like I'm supposed to 
Antisocial, extrovert 
And excellent mean the extra work 
And absentness what the fuck you heard 
And pessimists never struck my nerve 
And Nazareth gonna plead his case 
The reason my power’s here on earth 
Salute the truth, when the prophet say 
 
I got loyalty, got royalty inside my DNA 
This is why I say that hip hop has done more damage to young African Americans 
than racism in recent years 
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I got loyalty, got royalty inside my DNA 
I live a better life, I'm rollin' several dice, fuck your life 
I got loyalty, got royalty inside my DNA 
I live a better, fuck your life 
5, 4, 3, 2, 1 
This is my heritage, all I'm inheritin' 
Money and power, the mecca of marriages 
 
Tell me somethin' 
You mothafuckas can't tell me nothin' 
I'd rather die than to listen to you 
My DNA not for imitation 
Your DNA an abomination 
This how it is when you're in the Matrix 
Dodgin' bullets, reapin' what you sow 
And stackin' up the footage, livin' on the go 
And sleepin' in a villa 
Sippin' from a Grammy and walkin' in the buildin' 
Diamond in the ceilin', marble on the floors 
Beach inside the window, peekin' out the window 
Baby in the pool, godfather goals 
Only Lord knows, I've been goin' hammer 
Dodgin' paparazzi, freakin' through the cameras 
Eat at Four Daughters, Brock wearin' sandals 
Yoga on a Monday, stretchin' to Nirvana 
Watchin' all the snakes, curvin' all the fakes 
Phone never on, I don't conversate 
I don't compromise, I just penetrate 
Sex, money, murder—these are the breaks 
These are the times, level number 9 
Look up in the sky, 10 is on the way 
Sentence on the way, killings on the way 
Motherfucker, I got winners on the way 
You ain't shit without a body on your belt 
You ain't shit without a ticket on your plate 
You ain't sick enough to pull it on yourself 
You ain't rich enough to hit the lot and skate 
Tell me when destruction gonna be my fate 
Gonna be your fate, gonna be our faith 
Peace to the world, let it rotate 
Sex, money, murder—our DNA 
 
DNA 
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Gimme some ganja, gimme some ganja 
DNA 
Gimme some ganja 
Real nigga in my DNA 
Ain't no ho inside my DNA 
Drippin' gold inside my DNA 
Power shows inside my DNA 
DNA 
Gimme some ganja, gimme some ganja 
Real nigga in my DNA 
Ain't no ho inside my DNA38 

 
THE END. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                
38 Kendrick Lamar – DNA., accessed May 4, 2017, https://genius.com/Kendrick-lamar-dna-lyrics. 
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