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The 51st (Free) State

The 51st (Free) State is a project generated in the 
PNAP art class, where over the 2019-2020 year we 
engaged in research and discussions that centered 
around a nation of incarcerated people. The prison 
population in the U.S. is, indeed, the size of and 
uses the resources of some nation states. The 
struggle, pain, joy, hope, creativity, intellect and 
vision of the 2.2 million people incarcerated in the 
U.S. also reflect that of any other nation of people. 
Over the year, and even during the pandemic, 
artists created a  body of work that includes 
emblems, song, choreography, graphic narratives, 
symbols, tools and stage sets. This work is intended 
to create all the iconic elements of a new nation-
state, one that connects thousands of people 
incarcerated across the nation through a spatial-
political imaginary. Far from being disposable, this 
community is one with a certain kind of sovereignty, 
where making a speculative state of freedom is a 
means to achieve a corporeal state of freedom.
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Letters to 
a Nation

Essay #1

Write a love letter to a nation. 
What do you love about where you are from? What about 
the land, the smells, the natural elements (seasons, food, 
waterways, hills, views, colors, light)? What do you love 
about the people and animals? How has this place made 
you? Cared for you? Raised you? What parts do you want to 
hold on to and lift up? Are there boundaries to this place? 
Who is in and who is not? 
Your letter should be no longer than 2 pages written. 

Essay #2

Write a breakup letter to a nation. 
How has your heart been broken by this place? How have 
you been hurt or left out to hang by this nation. Where have 
you been failed? What is your fault or theirs? What do you 
miss about all that you once loved? How has this made you 
a different person? How will you move on? Can you love a 
nation again? 
Your letter should be no longer than 2 pages written.
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Letters to a Nation 
Love Letter

Aaron Barnes

A letter to my nation is less of a letter and more of a 
declaration. I’ve had love for my nation since infancy. Because 
when I was younger I did not know what a nation was neither 
did I know there were so many nations beside you.

So I fell in love with you by devfault. I was unaware that I 
had options. As I grew older I learned of other nations and I 
realized the privileges I had, so my love for you grew. I fell in 
love with your beauty and I admire how you are always open 
to help people. You have taught me and molded me. You are 
so much more advanced than other nations and they envy 
your intelligence, freedom and your mix of cultures. You are 
so diverse that it’s hard to not love something about you. 
Therefore I’m writing this letter to you, my nation. 
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America,

In light of my personal development it has been increasingly difficult to 
remain engaged in a relationship based solely on a romanticized version 
of your potential. For too long, at your direction, I have acquiesced my 
agency in the hopes of acquiring acceptance into the privileged streams 
of society. The benefits of citizenship comprised of liberty, justice, 
dignity, and security excluded my participation. You distorted views 
of my worth, cast as a disposable commodity, you set the terms of my 
subjugation to sell my priceless soul to the lowest bidders.

After all of the abuse, false narratives, and a comprehensive exclusion 
from the sources of up-ward mobility, I remain mystified by your 
duplicity. How are you able to assault my existence while lusting after 
features of my culture in the shadows? Presently it is unclear if you love 
to hate me, or hate to love me, either way I declare my independence.

In hindsight I struggle with why I loved you? Why I weaponized my body 
in wars and bare your image of stars and stripes on my arm. How could 
I cry when you cried and participate in your celebrations when your pain 
or pleasure was at my expense. Please understand I do not hate you 
for your transgressions. I possess a profound sadness in my heart for 
the missed opportunity you had to love me. For your persistent hate, I 
grieve. I understand that the walls you built to segregate prohibit any 
chance you have at humanization.

As the cliche goes ”it’s not you it’s me.” I’ve evolved. In the past 
I resolved to manage the exploitation, to turn a blind-eye at the 
annoyance you displayed at my presence. And when I could no longer 
remain silent, I protested publicly in a desperate attempt to force 
a conversation concerning your sadistic behavior. Now I choose to 
love myself apart from you. To explore the possibilities of healthy 
relationships in the broader world. This doesn’t mean I’m leaving the 
U.S. - although it is something I consider - but for now I’m leaving us. 
I am removing myself from your whipping post. I untie my hands and 
heart from your fetishes to embrace a love worthy of me, for a love that 
is reciprocal. To this end this is goodbye.

Sincerely,

Letters to a NationCarlvosier Smith
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Letters to a Nation 
Love Letter

Antoine Ford

From the first day I met you I knew we were inseparable. The look in 
your eyes were that of pain. Your energy was that of welcome. You 
moved non-stop with determination and power, savvy and confidence, 
and a great level of humility.

As I looked into your eyes I wondered why so much pain? The truth lay 
in the eyes of the beholder. You whispered into my ear and let me know 
that your pain comes from a place of destruction. I grabbed a hold of 
you to allow the scent of you to take advantage of my nose. You had the 
smell of sweet Garrett’s Popcorn with a hint of Giordano’s Pizza. I was so 
comfortable in your arms I never wanted to let you go.

Once I allowed myself to let go of your embrace. I was able to see the 
love and the bright lights. Everything and everyone around you moved 
with purpose, passion and confidence as if you birthed them yourself. 
You have so many mood swings, cold at one point but everyone still 
loves to come visit you and find a way to make winter time appealing to 
all. You’re sexy during the summertime, and live during April showers. 
At times you’re confusing ‘cause during the fall you give me a taste of all 
four seasons.

When I look at you I’m blinded by the lights, for you overwhelm the 
stars, personality larger than life. You rubbed off on me for I too have 
the same pain in my eyes, but as long as my nation continues to embrace 
me, my love and my soul is in your hands, and the pain in my eyes are 
from unconditionally loving you beyond the pain.

Antoine Ford
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Letters to a Nation 
Break-Up Letter

Antoine Ford

The memories we created together are everlasting and made me into 
who I am today: loving, but heartless, caring, but careless, thoughtful, 
but selfish, non-confrontational, but a savage. The pain in my eyes 
were created by you. The constant physical and mental abuse has 
overwhelmed my bright and handsome demeanor. People would ask me, 
“Why do you walk with your head down and shoulders down, as if you’re 
defeated?” Because I’ve lost sight of who I am. What direction I am 
going and I no longer know my identity nor how to get it back! So I walk 
with my head down to hide the pain, shame, and defeat.

I gave you everything, and this is how you repay me! And you gave me 
nothing but heartache! I have been a slave to your cause, your purpose, 
and although you say you love me, I hear you tell others your feelings for 
me are the opposite. I’m breaking the chains you’ve placed on me and 
the chains planted in the minds of our children we’ve created!

I’m in tears as I write this letter to you because I’ve loved you with all 
I had, and unconditionally. You chose to instill nothing but pain in me. 
You’ve driven me to fall in love with someone else. I must thank you for 
pushing me into the arms of someone who loves me for me. I thank you 
‘cause the person I fell in love with, is me!

 Love always
 Antoine Ford
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Letters to a Nation 
Love Letter

Antwan Tyler

Dear: America

I often dream of home. Even though it is so far away, my memories of 
it are vivid and heartwarming, and you, my country, are always present. 
I feel very lucky to have been raised by a country like you, for with 
patience and hard work you became a great nation, and with the same 
patience and understanding, you nurtured me. You sacrificed much 
on my behalf like freeing my ancestors, and teaching them how to be 
civilized. You forgave us for our bad behavior like running away and not 
working hard, you tolerated our shortcomings. Most importantly, you 
taught us about God you gave me a language. You taught us about 
history, how you are great and loving, you molded our character and 
you showed me the true meaning of love. With such a solid foundation, 
I am confident that I will be able to face and overcome all of life’s trials 
and tribulations. For this I’m eternally grateful. However, you must 
do something about white supremacy. It’s not merely the work of 
hot-headed white men, or a matter of false consciousness, but a force 
that is part of America. It is difficult to imagine the country without 
this system of structural privileges that centralizes and elevates white 
people as a group. Let’s look at the racial breakdown of who controls our 
institutions.

1. 10 richest Americans: 100% White (seven of whom are among the 10 
richest in the world)
2. U.S. congress: 90% White
3. U.S. governors: 90% White
4. Top military advisors: 100% White
5  President and Vice President: 100% White
6. People who decide which TV shows we see: 93% white
7. People who decide which news is covered: 85% White
8. Teachers: 82% White
9. Full time College professors: 84 percent White

The groups listed above are the most powerful in the country. These 
numbers are not a matter of good people versus “bad people” instead 
they represent power and control by a single group. This group 
disseminates and protects its own self-image, worldview and interests 
across the entire society. Everyone needs a cause to which they can 
devote themselves. You are mine. So you must work on these, and 
always know you can count on me to protect your best interests. Love to 
you my country.
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Letters to a Nation 
Break-Up Letter

Antwan Tyler

Dear: American

I have tried to love you America, but you have lied about 
everything and the way you deal with people is the worst 
in human history. Since being kidnapped from the shores of 
Africa and forced in ships, where much of the “cargo” did 
not survive the journey, the savage terror unleashed on black 
people has been unrelenting. To mask your terrorist action 
you constructed an imagined enemy while painting yourself 
as peacemaking saviors on the world stage. But I see you, 
America, with blood all over your face and hands. Let me 
recount this story to you that I know you know, the story of 
Mary Turner. In 1917 whites went on a killing spree in Valdosta, 
Georgia, lynching at least 13 black people over several weeks. 
Mary Turner, who was 8 months pregnant was lynched by 
a mob of several hundred white people for unwise remarks 
publicly denouncing her innocent husband’s lynching. She 
was tied and hung upside down from a tree by her ankles. 
Her clothes were soaked with gasoline, and she was set on 
fire while still alive, a member of the mob slit her pregnant 
belly open with a knife and her unborn baby fell to the ground 
and gave two cries before another member crushed its skull 
with the heel of his boot. The mob then riddled Turner’s body 
with hundreds of bullets. In a 1967 speech one year before 
his assassination Martin Luther King Jr. stated that the US 
government was the greatest purveyor of violence in the 
world. Now let’s move through time and see if you changed. 
According to a report by the Malcolm X Grassroots Movement 
(2012), one black person every 28 hours is disappeared by 
police or vigilantes and rarely held accountable. The study also 
shows that nearly 60% of black women killed by police are 
unarmed. From May 2013 to January 2015, 50 of the largest 
police departments in the U.S. showed that blacks were 
55% of shooting victims, more than twice the share of black 
population. I feel like we [black people] are under attack, by 
you. I believe you will always be this way so I must go my way! 
From day one you have been trying to kill me, and at the same 
time telling me you love me.  Because you will never love me, 
this cannot go on anymore I must go my way and build myself 
up and learn who I am!
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“always have, always will”

I love the way the sun reflects its 
golden radiance across your ? blue 
skies. How the stars sparkle in your 
eyes during the darkness of pitch 
black night.

You have that beautiful red colored 
skin, which moves with the wind and 
carves every surface and every space 
that you kiss, oh, how I miss the 
taste of your lips.

The love that I showed you through 
hard work, sweat and toil, was 
returned twofold at harvest time, as 
you nourished me throughout the 
year, and enolled? me to grow up 
strong.

We have an open relationship, 
not that selfish me, me, me love. 
“america” you’re too much for only 
one man to love. Seeing others 
express their love for you through 
mundane, daily acts of kindness 
towards others invites? an eruption 
of emotions that overwhelm the 
heart and squeeze drips of saline 
infused water from the corners of my 
eyes.

Seeing others love others reinforces 
My love for america and that phrase, 
“love reigns eternal.” 

Your virtues I resist that flatter that 
praises your nationalism and purity. 
Your ears are closed to whispers of 
hate and anger and the constant 
encouragement to defile your land 
regardless of the physical and 
environmental impact.

Letters to a Nation 
Love Letter

Darrell Fair

You inspire, encourage and motivate 
your loves to unite and galvanized 
for just causes. Thoughts of you 
increase passions and build resistant 
tenaciousness that adheres to 
a hope-filled faith, which is the 
substance of ? hoped for and 
evidence of things unseen.

Did you see her when she shared 
her homecoming queen tiara 
with a fellow student with Down 
Syndrome? Did you see her when 
she escorted that elderly lady - 
staggering with her groceries during 
a violent rainstorm - to her car? Did 
you see her when she surprised the 
two kids at school with a visit from 
their father whom they thought 
was away serving in the war? Did 
you see her at the soup kitchen, 
feeding the poor? What about the 
homeless shelter standing next to 
the open door? She was there for 
those children who lost their parents 
in that fire, even showed up 14 years 
later dressed like a fireman at one 
of the kids graduations to inspire. 
Oppressed against oppressor; 
powerless against powerful; victims 
against victimizers; you’ll always find 
her standing on the left. Yeah! I love 
her. 

always HAVE, always will.
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“Your love was only for a chosen few”

Break up letter for America

That sparkle of love that reflected from your eyes wasn’t for 
me. Your deception was revealed when you looked upon 
your true loves who looked nothing like me.

I thought you really appreciated my love, hard work and 
toil, and that our relationship was reciprocated but in the 
end, I always gave you more than I ever received. My love 
was unconditional, your love conditional. My love was given 
freely, yours came at a price.

You asked that I accept and understand your many 
friendships and not be jealous. You made me feel selfish for 
wanting you all to myself. It was too late when I realized that 
others had your heart. I so badly wanted the love that you 
so easily showered upon others. You gave them the best 
that you had to offer - best jobs, best land, best houses, 
more benefits. I was left with what was disregarded. 

You said that their words of praise and dedication meant 
nothing. You said that “make America great again” included 
me. You said that I was free to pursue happiness and my 
dreams. But I only found restrictions and barriers at the end 
of my pursuit. While you traded smiles and winks with your 
true loves, the accepted, your chosen.

Your petty acts of altruism were belied by your covert 
adjudication of policies that disregarded the marginalized 
and underserved like me. You said that immigrants were 
welcomed, but yet you built walls. You boast and brag how 
clean our country is, but you pollute the environment every 
chance you get. Liberty and justice for all, the pursuit of 
happiness is only for a chosen few. Someday America you’ll 
realize that you betrayed those that really love you.

Letters to a Nation 
Break-Up Letter

Darrell Fair
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Dear America,

My love for you didn’t come naturally, but developed over time as I got to know you. 
The idea of America is something unique and different, shows how truly remarkable this 
experiment continues to be.
 You see the concept upon which this nation was founded, has brought millions to 
its shores seeking to realize their dreams with you. Knowing that you are only limited by 
your ability not to dream and realize your own self-worth. 
 In America certain truths are held to be self-evident, that all men and women are 
created equal. This belief enables us to interact with one another from a place of love 
and respect. The value of my life or anyone else’s in this nation is not measured by the 
things you can see, but by the things you can’t see.
 It is kind of like falling in love, you don’t fall in love with a person, place or thing. 
Instead you fall in love with the intangibles of what makes that person, place or thing. 
Those things can’t be measured, which is what America has come to mean to me and 
millions more.
 This kind of love can be one-sided but America tends to give back what you give 
it. What that ends up looking like depends on you and nothing else. So with this word of 
advice please take heed. When you love something please handle it with care because 
isn’t that how you would want to be handled?
 America is an idea, dream and concept that’s forever evolving with each new 
generation. Built upon the promises unfulfilled by the previous generation; keeping true 
to the idea that continue to inspire a nation. At times that nation has fallen short of its 
own ideas and promises. But the idea, dream and concept was put together without any 
consideration of those who look like me in mind. My value had already been assessed as 
lower than a cattle.
 Despite this terrible beginning it began with a promise that America could one day 
rise above its flaws. One day you would be able to see the worth in those who looked 
like me, forever unlocking the shackles that had imprisoned an entire nation’s dreams. 
The idea of what America could, would and should be can only be achieved when we all 
have the ability to engage in the free exchange of this idea called America. 
 This is what I’ve come to know and continue to fall in love with. The best and 
worst of what America can and has been, is shaped by the lives of the American 
people. Because it’s in us, that God entrusted the great bounty of our nation. To future 
Generations please continue to handle with care, what I’ve grown to love and I hope 
you’ll feel the same way too.

Letters to a Nation 
Love Letter

Derrick Parks
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Dear America,

Damn, how did we get here? For me, loving you didn’t come naturally, but you still grew 
on me. For a while now I’ve felt like our relationship has been one-sided. Like, you’re 
not invested in me as I’ve been invested in you. I’m bringing this all up now because I’ve 
made a decision about me and you. I think we need a little space from each other to see 
if this is what we really want.
 Yeah, I know this may seem rash on my part. Breaking up is hard to go through, 
but I’ve given this a lot of thought, which is why I’m being careful how I handle you. I 
couldn’t get around the fact, you didn’t love me with the same strength I loved you. 
For the life of me I didn’t understand why until I looked back through your history and 
discovered why.
 You were predisposition to not see me as I am (a man). mMy humanity was 
invisible to you. My pain and heartache was etched in your memory but you did not 
recognize it. In 1619 some Jamestown colonists brought 2o to 30 enslaved Africans from 
English pirates. This was the beginning of one relationship and American slavery. 400,000 
slaves and their descendants became invisible to you for 400 years.
 From day one you never truly acknowledged our worth, nor the true value our 
forced contribution made the nation. My people played an important part to building the 
richest and most powerful nation in the world and you simply would not exist without us.
 We cleared land in the southeast, showed colonists how to grow rice and pick 
cotton at a time when it was the nation’s most valuable commodity. We built the 
plantations of George Washington, Thomas Jefferson, James Madison and laid the 
foundations of the White House and the US Capitol. We laid out wooden tracks for the 
railroads down south which helped to fuel the Industrial Revolution which built vast 
fortunes for white people North and South. The profits from black people’s stolen labor 
helped this young nation pay off its War debt and finance some of the most prestigious 
universities.
 Despite all this history between us you continue to diminish my value, so much 
that I became invisible to you. My very presence embodied the ideas, dreams and 
concepts that our Declaration of Independence lays out. “All men are created equal (and) 
endowed by their creator with certain inalienable rights.”  But all along this was the lie 
camouflaged as an ideal the nation put forward to the world. Meanwhile, you denied 
hundreds of thousands of black people the rights to “life, liberty and the pursuit of 
happiness.”
 (I am) the living manifestation of the American creed even though you have 
continued to violently deny true freedom and justice promised to all. Only our resistance 
and protest has helped you live up to its founding ideals, not only for ourselves but for 
every other human rights struggle. Every nation must cut out their own path forward, 
but we must struggle with the ghosts of our past that continue to take root today in the 
(prison industrial complex).
 So for now we need some space from each other, because I’m feeling disillusioned 
about you. What we’ve been doing no longer works and before any harm can’t be 
undone, let’s catch our breath and assess the steps we take next. One thing is for sure I 
don’t want to lose you and what that looks like is what I’m trying to figure out. Until I can 
give you some answers, take care and be safe. 

Letters to a Nation 
Break-Up Letter

Derrick Parks
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Letters to a Nation 
Love Letter

Devon Terrell

To the only love I’ve ever known,

You mix my emotions like Louisiana gumbo, flavoring my life with spices 
that make this relationship unique and authentic. You know how Love 
makes people do strange things. Take me for example, I would do 
practically anything to win your heart’s approval. I’d leap to the Moon, 
throw myself into Wars and fall on swords. I’d give up my identity to be 
whatever it is you need me to be only to earn your devotion and most 
sincere affection.

I always knew you would be mine. I had to love you. Everyday of my 
youth I spent nights thinking of the time when we’d fully embrace. 
I thought how we’d walk hand-in-hand exchanging truths. I couldn’t 
wait to touch your curves, breathe air, and run my hands through the 
fields of your lush forest hair. My tongue hurriedly awaited to taste your 
passionfruit and drink your nectar that now courses through my veins. 
You shine so bright. I hide bashfully because your beauty is so radiant. 
And after all the trials, battles, and conflicts you had the resilience to 
always emerge stronger, wiser, and better. 

Your commitment to liberty, faith and freedom are ideas you desperately 
put into practice. Innovation and charity are quality traits that is a beacon 
of light that inspire women to model you and men to appreciate you. I’m 
thankful that you have accepted me for who I am. Whether rich or poor, 
young or old, you never gave up on our potential, our ability to Love 
over, re-over, up-over, under-over, and over again. You got me trippin so 
hard I slipped and took your last name.

Truly yours,
Devon America (Terrell)
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Letters to a Nation 
Break-Up Letter

Devon Terrell

America,

I started this letter, stopped and restarted multiple times trying to find 
the words to help you understand how I feel. Actually, getting you to 
understand is what I’ve been trying to do this entire relationship. At this 
point, I don’t care whether you understand or not. What is important is 
for me to say what’s in my heart.

I received a phone call from your doctor. She tells me you’ve been 
avoiding your appointments after being diagnosed with terminal brain 
cancer. She says this may be the reason for your erratic behavior, but 
she doesn’t know you like I do. You’ve been unwell for a long time. 
To be as beautiful, gifted, and talented as you are, you’re one rotten 
woman. For years I watched you seduced, temp, and destroy people at 
a whim. You would use anyone, anything, and in anyway as a means to 
an end. You spit poison at my love and loyalty. Your hot hands burned 
me with contempt. I helplessly hoped and prayed you would change and 
welcome happiness, joy, and the comfort I wanted so much to provide 
you.

I spent the better part of my years, time, and energy building you up and 
pushing you towards greatness without recognition. Even after I pledged 
my allegiance with an unyielding fealty, you taxed me with burdens too 
heavy to carry. I still bought everything you sold and gave everything I 
owned but that wasn’t enough for you.

Who were you before we met? I was enslaved by the idea that we both 
could rise from our station. I sacrificed everything: sweat, tears, and 
blood. You had the audacity to look in the mirror with an egotistical, 
prideful, boast about how you are going to make yourself great again? 
How many times have I given you the best of me and in turn you ridicule 
me in public. When I throw my hands up you still shoot me down 
targeting my character as if my life doesn’t matter. This relationship is so 
toxic that I can’t breathe.

Now look at you. Your body has bwetrayed you. It has become just as 
selfish as you are. This whole time, you were your own worst enemy. I 
won’t spend another moment of energy with any concern for you. I only 
wish I had the courage to leave you sooner. But there’s no better time 
right now than right now.
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Letters to a Nation 
Love Letter

John Knight

Dear Nation,

I’m supposed to love you, but I don’t know how. How can I love you 
when you have treated me like I’m less than a man, 3/5 to be exact. I 
have seen how you treat so many others who try to have a relationship 
with you, so I can see why others love you. You have been good too 
many who have come to you to catch hold of the American dream.

Even though I don’t feel like you give me the same opportunities you 
give others, I still find myself rooting for you when you go against the 
other nations. So, I guess I do love you more than I care to. I have 
watched you help many who’ve come to you for help and I acknowledge 
what you’ve helped them be. So, those on the outside looking in see all 
kinds of opportunities. I love you in spite of your many flaws!

 With love,
 John Knight

14



Letters to a Nation 
Break-Up Letter

John Knight

Dear Nation,

I write you this letter to let you know that I can no longer go on like this. 
I have dedicated my life to you, and you don’t care for me either way. 
Why would I expect that you could love me, after the way I’ve seen you 
treat others who look like me. You see, I tried, I tried to be that stand up, 
patriotic, fight-for-you-kind-of-guy but, I can’t do it anymore!

I hope that you will be alright, especially now that you’ve got that jerk 
controlling you. You’ve let him change what good that was in you into 
something that has become toxic for everybody who ever cared about 
you. So, since you are now allowing dude to guide you, I can no longer 
stand by hoping you will change. I give up and I’m getting out of this 
relationship because it does nothing but hurt me. It’s over for us. I will 
probably miss you even though I’m not going to want to, take care…

Sincerely, 
John Knight
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The Things I Love About a Nation Who Doesn’t Love Me Back

How can I write about love to a nation who don’t love me back? It’s 
hard. I was kidnapped from my land and brought over to a nation to be 
abused and forced into servitude by some very hateful people.

I love you America, even though you don’t even love yourself. I love 
you because you united my people, you brought us together, we used 
to fight amongst ourselves, village against village, but now you have 
forced us to come together and love one another. Oh, how I love you 
for that! In fact if it wasn’t for the blood sweat, & tears of my ancestors 
there probably wouldn’t even be a land called America. 

Miseducated, misled and taught to hate, but oh how I love our great 
people who can take a hateful situation and turn it to love. Where did 
we learn that? In the good ole USA a place that is filled with hate.

No love from you but oh! I love that my beautiful daughter and twin 
grand-daughters were born in the land of freedom. But they are not 
free because if they were free they wouldn’t have to struggle ain’t that 
right? The free American Eagle don’t struggle to fly.

I love the fact that now I have a choice to take advantage of the many 
golden opportunities America has to offer. Choose wisely, because 
if you don’t, you can find yourself on the outside looking in, being 
treated less than a man. Locked away in prison searching for love in 
this bottomless pit. Tough love is what you will find. A common love 
shared by many cut off from the outside world but not cut off from 
each other.

Now I can go on and on telling you how much I love you but I won’t. 
I’m going to close by saying one last time that I love you for giving 
me this chance to contemplate on why I should love you through all of 
your hate.

 God bless America
 God bless me
 An African American

Letters to a NationJohnny Taylor

16



Hi beautiful!

I’m writing you a letter because I’ve been hearing and seeing how your life has 
changed for the best since the late 1700’s.

You allowed us to be in positions to create and develop you to become one of the 
most wonderful, beautiful and powerful nations in the world.

You also allowed people outside of your borders to come visit, live and become 
citizens. You opened the doors for people, ideas and businesses to make you better 
than you are.

You are quite interesting to study. I do want to say that I love what you’ve done for 
me, my family, my friends and the nation. As long as we’re on one accord, we’ll be 
stronger than ever.

I love you
No, we love you.

Mr. Jefferson

Letters to a Nation 
Love Letter

Lamaine Jefferson
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Letters to a Nation
Love Letter

Juan Luna

Dear Holland,

From the moment I heard of Holland and went to visit that 
beautiful land I fell in love with Holland. You may be small 
compared to other countries in the world, but to me you are 
just as big if not bigger than those countries. Your lands and 
hills are green, full of life! The grass is so soft that I can run my 
hands through it all day. When I feel your winds on my face it’s 
you who is blowing me a kiss and wrapping your arms around 
me to let me know you will never let me go. This only makes 
me love you even more. Your aroma of fresh air with sea 
water helps me stay healthy. You have so many curves that 
when I drive on them and makes me want to go faster and 
enjoy the air on my face. You are so open-minded and down-
to-earth that you let me party with your best drink and smoke 
that puts me in a trance of love for you. You never judged me 
in fact you always welcomed me with open arms. I love how 
you treat me with lots of love no matter what I did or will do 
I’m staying with you forever my sweet lovely Holland!
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Dear America

The first time I came to you, it was hard for you to open the 
doors and welcome me in. It was the year of January 1979 
when I first came to your state, Illinois. You showed me how 
cold it could get with lots of snow and wind chills that you 
make it feel 20 below zero. It was your hot side that I fell 
so much in love with. As time passed, your cold and hot 
days became unbearable, sometimes changing through all 4 
seasons in one day. You played me your song of the sweet 
red, white, and blue, the star spangled banner, making me 
think it was all for me. When I really listened to your tune, I 
found out that it was racist. I stopped listening to everything 
you said and especially to that song. Your flag was made 
from thousands of people who died in wars to protect you. 
You made all kinds of promises to us saying that we would 
own a house, live free of crime and have a better life living 
the American dream. Boy that was a big lie! Instead, with me, 
you took all my money, tapped me, and at times tried to send 
me back from where I came. When I had a problem you gave 
me a cold shoulder and kicked me when I was down! All the 
things you say don’t have any meaning at all. The moment 
I am able to go I’m gone and I’m not looking back. It’s over 
between us, don’t even try to stop me! You say “give me the 
sick, the hungry, the weak,” now I see that you are made from 
lies trying to get people to like you, but I know the truth and I 
don’t want to be with you anymore! 

Goodbye.

Letters to a Nation 
Break-Up Letter

Juan Luna
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Letters to a Nation 
Love Letter

Kevin Walker

Dear America,

Hi my love, how are you? I’m fine, I just hate that I have to write this 
letter to you. We’ve known each other for 31 years now, and as bad 
as I want to stay I think it’s about time for us to part ways. We’ve been 
through the good, the bad and the ugly together. We’ve seen things 
for our own eyes. We had terrorists come and try to destroy us, try 
to sabotage our relationship, but we still stood strong, 10 toes down. 
When people said we couldn’t, we chanted, “Yes we can!” When Bill 
got caught cheating with Monica we both said that we will never cheat 
on our wife. What happened with Hillary? Last thing I heard from her 
is that she was still being investigated by the FBI over some type 
of e-mails, by that big orange face, gold toupee wearing son of a... 
shut yo mouth Kevin!... Hell naw fuck that! That big orange face, gold 
toupee wearing son of a bitch! Been talking about  I’m glad that all this 
happened, because this was the last straw. I don’t think you could make 
this relationship ‘Great Again’ America. Also, I haven’t talked to you in 
awhile to let you know that I’ve been seeing somebody lately and no! 
it’s not Chicago. We know how beautiful and cold Chicago is, but I’ve 
met someone that’s way colder than Chicago. Her name is Canada. 
But seriously America our friendship meant the world to me, but I can’t 
mess with you if you continue messing with Donald. So I guess this is 
the end. I cherish every minute, every hour, every moment we shared 
and I will always love you, know that.

Sincerely yours
Kevin 
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Letters to a Nation 
Break-Up Letter

Kevin Walker

Dear America,

I’m sorry for not writing you sooner. I’ve been busy surviving in your 
country, which is an energy and time-consuming task in and of itself. 
But you knew that already given the fact that my ancestors were slaves 
on your land for 400 years and counting. However, I’m not writing to 
throw your past in your face. The reason I’m writing you is because, 
I’m starting to see the good in you now. I’m starting to see this nation 
transform into something great. You’ve always been beautiful. That’s 
why so many foreigners are attracted to you. But the only way that 
beauty can continue to attract is that we’ve got to change the laws, 
Constitution, and the way we view each other. We need leaders who 
are actually helping all people and not just some people. You have 
cheated on me with 45 different presidents to represent the nation. 
All men, but still I stayed with you. I think it’s time for a change. We 
all know the saying, “Girls...run the...world.”  Now I think it’s about 
time for us to experience a three. Say to spice our relationship up, 
me, you and a woman to become the president of the United States 
of America. I think we’ll have a better relationship. We need to reunite 
under one umbrella of equality. Also America, we have to start taking 
better Obamacare of our Mother Earth, because without her there is 
no us at all. With all that being said thank you for waking me and the 
rest of the world up. Thank you for bringing us forced immigrants and 
free willed immigrants together. Thank you for continuously showing 
me and the rest of the people who are conscious of your acts we have 
to stand up and make you a better place. So thank you America for 
making me see what my purpose is in this world. You made my skin 
thicker and made me strong to where I will never break. Thank you my 
love.

p.s. this is not red ink from a pen
this is the blood of the innocent,
the blood that ran down the back of my
enslaved ancestors, after being beaten 
and whipped for hours. But last but not
least this is the blood of all the soldiers
that we lost in every war we fought for you.

Sincerely yours,
Kevin
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Letters to a Nation 
Love Letter

Rayon Sampson

Jamaica,

I never thought this day would come or 
that I would ever have to say these words. 
I’ve tried to bite my tongue and avoid 
this conversation but at this point it’s 
unavoidable. You’ve changed! You are not the 
same land that I once knew and loved. I don’t 
know who you are anymore, I don’t even 
think you know who you are either. You’ve 
sold yourself to the highest bidder, allowing 
them to capitalize on your simplistic beauty, 
while infusing the complexities of their 
synthetic lifestyles. You are too warm and 
welcoming, allowing outsiders to ravish you 
with their cold hands. They have infiltrated 
you with selfish beliefs and materialistic 
desires. How could you let them trample all 
over your soil and pollute your air? Poisoning 
your youth with a cocktail of carnality and 
violence. I still love you and that is why it 
hurts that I may never be in your presence 
again. What I once considered home has 
become foreign to me. The distance between 
us is palpable and I can see no direction 
towards a reconciliation point.
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Letters to a Nation 
Break-Up Letter

Rayon Sampson

Sweet Jamaica!

How I miss the kiss of your sunshine against my skin as it dances and 
competes with the cool breeze for my affection. My heart frantically 
palpitates at the thought of your beauty. Whenever I contemplate 
and anticipate my return to you, I become overwhelmed with 
anxiousness. I long to experience the things that made us close; 
the familiarity of a rooster’s crow waking me up, and the feel of the 
morning dew against my feet as I walk through your fields. I miss 
when I used to admire your dense countryside filled with fruits that 
I attributed to your fertility: Guavas, mangos, guinepes, sweetsop, 
and soursop that are all signs of a blessed land. Your uniqueness is 
aptly represented by the hummingbird. You stand out - the energy 
of your people is like a lightning bolt amongst clouds. What you may 
lack in power, prestige, or stature, is made up by talent, resilience, 
and creativity. This vibrates and permeates through your music, 
dance, your athletes and undoubtedly through your cuisine. Ackee 
and saltfish, breadfruit, plantains, kalaloo, yam and dumpling. And I 
can’t forget the scent of jerk seasoning wafting through the air. Your 
influence is felt worldwide as your children are leaders, trendsetters, 
and motivators such as Marcus Garvey, Nanny, Harry Belafonte, 
and Bob Marley. We are proud to hail your name anywhere we go, 
displaying the respect for fellow man, love for life, and appreciation 
for each day that your nurture instilled within us. It is one of the many 
reasons why so many are intrigued, and why your allure brings so 
many to your shores who need to experience your warmth. Jamaica, 
Jamaica, Jamaica land we love.
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Letters to a Nation 
Love Letter

Robert Curry

Dear Mrs Pan-Africa,

Hi love, how are you? I’ve been thinking a lot about you lately. I guess I’ve 
been reflecting on how long we’ve been in one another’s lives. Though you 
are much older than I am, I’ve always loved you. Ever since I learned of your 
history, your beauty, and your heritage, I’ve been drawn to you. Everything 
you are stirs me internally. I remember when we were first introduced and 
I was informed you belong to me. You belong to me and I belong to you. 
You gave birth to me. I was told that I was responsible for how you’re 
represented, and how you’re cared for by not only me but generations that 
follow. Looking at you as a young man I wondered if it were possible to have 
a love so deep for something so much older than me. I also wondered if you’d 
ever love me the same as I do you.

Throughout the years we’ve encountered many challenges and still we’ve 
grown with one another. You’ve taught me what love is and how to give it. 
Your lessons also taught me how to receive love and maintain it. I remember 
feeling alone at different stages of my life, sometimes even afraid, and you 
came to my side and comforted me. During those moments my love for 
you matured and my respect for you soared. My admiration came from not 
only seeing you take care of those around me, but also those I didn’t know 
personally that were connected to you. I  soon learned that your love was 
something more, something divine. I quickly came to understand that your 
love connected me to all these others as well.

Together we have fought for each other and our children. We have evolved 
and maintained the values you hold. We started as members of separate 
tribes then realized we were one people. We’ve given birth to generations of 
poets, scientists, teachers, and priests. We protect, educate and provide for 
them. Our love has made us guardians of many and parents of some.

Thank you for sharing your existence with me. I truly love you and I hope that 
this love brings greatness in others as it has with me. My love for you has 
shaped my identity and I look forward to aiding our children in finding theirs. 
Words can’t completely translate what my love for you means. I can only show 
my affection through action and walk my life’s path as a true reflection of you.

Again, I’m always thinking about you and how we can be a little better for one 
another with each coming day. I love you and everything you are and I always 
will. Please remain true to yourself as I continuously learn how to love you as 
you grow.
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Letters to a Nation 
Break-Up Letter

Robert Curry

Dear Mrs. Pan-Africa

Hello, how are you today? I hope well. I’m writing you today to express my frustration 
and disappointment with you. You have changed so much over the years and not for the 
better. I don’t know what has driven you to weakness and silence. You have lost your 
beauty, your power, your ability to change, and your identity. I’ve tried to understand 
your direction, but nothing makes sense. Were you not prepared to combat such an 
enemy as colonialism?
 My love for you is fading. I studied your attributes, was taught the history of your 
heart, and witnessed your power. I think back on all the moments you gave me courage 
to face the world as I am. You told me I was born strong and carried royal blood because 
I was a reflection of you. That reflection allowed me and every individual birthed from 
your seed to share and identity with you. I was so proud to be yours. I never had another 
relationship in life that was so meaningful. You inspired me with your sense of self and 
your willingness to fight for your freedom, respect, and honor.
 Now you’re unrecognizable. You are not the same force I fell in love with. 
Something happened to you; what was so traumatic that you became paralyzed from 
fear? You fought thousands of wars. The opulence of the history of our culture has been 
protected by your dynasty for generations. You’ve lost your ability to teach, nurture, love, 
and shape our communities. You’ve lost countless children to violence, incarceration, 
miseducation, poverty, and Americanization. You’ve lost your consistency as our dream. I 
feel like you gave up on us. You allowed destruction to breed where your love once lived. 
You stopped communicating with us, you stopped giving us direction and assignments. 
You also didn’t give us an opportunity to help you when you were hurting. You didn’t tell 
of the damage that had affected you. You stayed silent and slowly disappeared. I know 
the theft, murder, rape, and oppression of your children and kingdom were unbearable. 
However, you have always displayed a resilience in adverse moments. If you could 
have maintained that strength, continued to teach and share your pain, just maybe we 
could’ve been able to assist you during your season of struggle.
 Every now and again you yell I love you, but it’s not the same. Your love is 
motionless now, it bears no action. I no longer trust you to do what’s right in this union, 
nor do I trust your choices for every tribe linked to you. I’ve tried to hold on to what you 
once were, but that no longer exists. You show no signs of returning. It’s time for me to 
be alone. This will give me the opportunity to stop worrying about what’s become of 
you and start taking care of myself so I can show our children, and tribes the love and 
direction you did before you turned into what you are now. 

This is good-bye. I will miss you, however, I must live while you choose to slowly die

“Always with love,”
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Love letter to the Nation of America

When you were a baby I fell in love with you. When we first 
looked into each other’s eyes, I fell in love. When you turned 
13 years as a colony your beauty started to form. I saw your 
potential as a young country. You gave birth early in life. I 
smelled your waste as a country. It wasn’t great, but now 
your perfume smells beautiful. You raised all kinds of children 
separate including the ones you gave birth to. You welcome 
everyone and anybody into your house. You’ve fed everyone 
from the greatest to the least of us. You even gave so much 
of your wealth that it made you go into depression mode. You 
bounced back when the world went into chaos. You fought 
those who posed a threat to humanity. The bullies were afraid 
of you because you held them accountable. You fought and 
braved wars for the world. When the world was going perfect 
and some people went astray you fought for the rights of 
people to be human first. At 243 years-old, your wisdom is 
coming along great. You have gave birth to 51 states who are 
your children. So as a parent you had to chastise your children. 
You are becoming great but still have far to go. 

Letters to a Nation 
Love Letter

Rodney Love
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Break up letter

I’m breaking up with this nation because of the way America 
mistreats its people. America has enslaved its citizens and 
made them subhuman. America tortures its citizens. You 
“America” never loved the poor. You favored the rich. 
You “America” mistreat the women as 2nd class. America 
you support classism, bias and all forms of discrimination. 
America you never give all the people in this country a fair 
trial. You target the poor for jail/court purposes, and in some 
cases execution. America mistreats the prisoners in prison 
for entertainment. America you deprive them the basic 
necessities such as adequate food, clothing and shelter. 
The poor of America have fought in every war and still we 
are not loved by this country. We have been denied access 
to adequate healthcare. People have died because of this 
neglect. This country promotes democracy but they are far 
from giving it to the poor. 

Letters to a Nation 
Break-Up Letter

Rodney Love
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Images of BelongingDarrell Fair
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Emblems

Emblems
Through a series of drafts we will design emblems. Like flags 
and anthems, emblems are forms that articulate a family or 
some other community of belonging. What signs or shapes in 
the world signal belonging for you? And what kind of images 
should be created to call out that people belong? What kinds 
of signs or shapes indicate the world that you/we want to 
build? Who is included? Is anyone left out? Why? 
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EmblemsAaron Barnes
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EmblemsAntwan Tyler
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EmblemsRobert Curry
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Anthems

Anthems

A final project will be writing Anthems. We will have lots of 
material – visual & written—to use as starting points. Damon 
Locks will do a song-writing workshop with us. The goal is to 
create a series of songs that in which we can add movement 
and sound. 
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Anthems

What are they doing to our people 
What are they doing for our people 

They don’t treat us like we equal 
They treat us like evil 

Got to stand up for our people (oh yeah)

 They hate our religion, treat us like oppositions
 Legalize pot, but we don’t have a pot to piss in
 Politicians want our vote, but when we quote they listen, they keep distance
 We try to pay our bills, try to pay tuition
 Only thing we should pay is, we should pay attention (and see)

 What are they doing to our people 
What are they doing for our people 

They don’t treat us like we equal 
They treat us like evil 

Got to stand up for our people (oh yeah)

 United we stand divided we fall 
 This wasn’t part of the plan, he has a plan for us all

 What can we do for all our people
 What can we do to our people
 We got to stand up for our people
 Make sure they treat us equal
 We got to fight against the evil 

Aaron Barnes
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Anthems Antoine Ford

Chorus: 
They can sleep if they want - snoozin - movin
Our way to the front - no losing - bows, swing in
Land punchin’ -  move it -  bow, swingin, and
Punchin’ - move it! - (Repeat 2x)

We exiles no neva, no longer / conquered
The struggle, don’t kill us we stronger / changin
The game, we rising no fallin / The Tribe on our
Back, we standin we marchin / Out of exile,
You thought we was wild / Treat us like animals
Now you our chow / Throw in the towel! - 
No we can go like that / you talkin that good
Shot don’t fold like that / Escaping from bondage
So going back / Entrapin out minds, you cold
At that / Hey! / No we can’t take it no more,
We breakin the chains we settled the score / 
You won the battle and we won the war / 
My people let’s ride we exiles no more! /

Chorus 
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Anthems Antwan Tyler

Don’t cry Black Bird: 3 Times

as I put my face to the cage
I see you are crying

Don’t cry Black Bird: 3 Times

I have an unobstructed view of
you and I turn my head to
examine one bar of the cage
closely, and I say come out of
the cage Bird, free yourself

Don’t cry Black Bird: 3 Times

Just go around the single bar and
fly away, or do you choose this
Hell.

Don’t cry Black Bird: 3 Times

Then the bird said, step back
and I begin to move back and I
saw the bars came together in an interlocking
pattern a pattern that works to hold the
bird firmly in place, it’s clear to me now.

I understand Black Bird: 3 Times

Why the Black Bird is crying its a network
Of systemically related barriers surround
the bird, if the bars were going one way
none of these barriers would be that difficult
for the bird to get around, but they interlock
with each other, they thoroughly restrict the
bird, while some birds may escape from the
cage, most will not,

I understand the Black Bird
I see why you are crying
I will help you! 
3 Times
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We are the People

We are the people of We Shall Overcome
 of Martin’s vision and what it has become
 of the War on Drugs and Clinton’s crime bill
 of coerced confessions and denied appeals

 We are the people of stop-and-frisk
 our bodies legally molested, can’t resist
 whose culture is viewed as a felony 
with the only exception is for celebrities

 We are the people of We Shall Not Be Moved
 shouting Black Lives Matter and Me Too
 protesting to resist all are in justices
 chosen to fight with our minds, and not our fists

 We are the people behind the wall
 serving natural life sentences without cause
 buried under a debt to society
 exiled and stripped of human dignity

 We are the people who persevere 
 we are the people who never fear
 we are the people 
 we are the people 
 we are the people

AnthemsCarlvosier Smith
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Anthems

Freedom for each of us
All for one, one for all
Only together are we indivisible
But divided will continue to fall

The smiles on children’s faces
The unconditional love that fills their hearts
We each can add love to the world
We only need to do our part

One flag, one people, one love
Not a given privilege but a right
One world all inclusive
For this we live and fight

Lift every voice and sing
Till freedom and all the land ring
When the pursuit of happiness
Is realigned and achieved
Yesterday’s dream is now believed

Facing the rising sun
No sleeping until we’ve won
One love, one humanity, one hope
Our people pulling from one rope.

A society in which we all participate
No color, no race, no hate
With love at the center of all influential
Humanity reaches its full potential

Darrell Fair
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“Sounds of Waking Up”

Click, click, click, click
Click, click, click, click
Was the sound of steel on steel
Click, click, click, click
Click, click, click, click
Was the sound that has rang in my car 
For 29 years,
A clarion call to wake up 
Each morning.
Listen to the masses stir a
Sign of life within these prison walls,
Bodies formed a human chain of
Brotherhood and struggle,
Click, click, click, click
Click, click, click, click
Was the sound of our struggle
Click, click, click, click
Click, click, click, click 
Was the sound of the shackles
Constraining my hands and feet
Listen you hear the hushed sounds
Pumping strong like a heartbeat
A conviction is shown no matter
Where we come from,
United under a flag that is a
Symbol against our oppression,
Click, click, click, click
Click, click, click, click
Was the sound we made as we marched
Click, click, click, click
Click, click, click, click
Was the sound of freedom
Reverberating through our lives
We’re forming a nation of
Prisoners on the rise
To overthrow a system that has
Become corrupted from inside
Listen and bear witness to the
Moans of a consciousness come alive

AnthemsDerrick Parks
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Anthems

I just wanna live
But not this way (not that way)
I just wanna go
To a better place (but I can’t escape)
(repeat)

In the land of the dark
Still talkin freedom like Malcom and Martin
Click-click Booyah Booyah Booyah
Bullseye I am a target
In this sojourn I feel so foreign 
I question am I a martian
Tired of policing for profit
Then let’s get this spaceship started
Why is prison a stock pick
Why am I living wit limited options
I been talkin to YAH
The answer so far
Be blessed that you got dark skin
I asked why is it like this
Who is to blame
Are we the problem
All I got was silence
So I protest, resist, and keep on marchin
Allowin others to define us
The unspoken for are spoken of
By the eye design to malign us
I hope these keys will open doors
To explore the hearts inside us
Take less and give more
Empathy sympathy emotional synergy
Water, clay, atomical energy
Collectively we are just chemistry
Part and parcel of what we see
Fightin for what’s underneath
That’s been bequeath by the heavenlies
If we’re made Majestic
Why we won’t treat each other like royalty
Won’t let soil the soul in me
Wit ideology for a shoppin spree

(chorus)

I see a sister just like me
Victimized by masculinity
I see a child just like me
At the border torn from family
I see a brother just like me
In a cell tryin not to fall to pieces
Nation of exiles outkast exed out
The American dream propriety
Obviously I strive to be
A better me on the daily
The ops be remindin me
Of all my early transgressions
So I take a knee like Kaepernick
That’s why I ain’t playin
I’m serious as a prayer praying
On rice grains in desert sands
I understand I gotta stand under
Generations up and comin
Overstandin gotta stand over
To provide shade and cover
So our seeds can take root
Become trees and bear fruit
That drip drop wit juicey juice
That moisturize like shea butter
Hey lover, hey fam, a friend, a man
I mean I’m a sun beam and moonlight 
encompassin
My heritage inherited from the motherland
Fuck the program
That ain’t how we ought to live
Let’s take off and get outta here 

I just wanna live
12.16.19

Devon Terrell
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Anthems

A nation of who? Free People
What are we asking for? True freedom
Who do we want to educate? Those on the outside
What do we want the people to know? That none of us are truly free.

This is a nation of freedom, free people,
are we really that? True freedom is what I want!
But what is true freedom? I don’t think that exists
for us...Let’s get free! Let’s get free!

It’s got to start with education, we inside,
trying to get outside, to those who are the loved ones
of our lives...Let’s get free! Let’s get free!

People, you need to know, that none of us are
truly free, sovereignty, sovereignty, sovereignty…
We don’t have to answer to those who claim to
run this nation, that’s free!

Let’s get free!!!

John Knight
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I’m Ready, I’m Ready

I’ve got to stand up unite
As one with the great universal mind
It’s okay to be you, be who you are
Our life matters too, whether behind these walls or out there with you

I’m living in a world within a world
A world of cold cold steel
For this reason we must walk the peace, spread our love amongst each other
We must adapt to their corrupted minds state
Impenetrate their broken system overcome and rise out of hell’s holding chambers
We are isolated from this other world h
Held hostage from our loved ones or maybe our loved ones are being held hostage from us 
Either way it ain’t right

I’m ready, I’m ready

I paid my ransom by transforming my mind
I’ve educated myself, re-established my thinking 
I’ve grown intellectually 
I’ve become the fabric God made me to be
Performing in His image I have learned to turn the other cheek 
Uplifting my thoughts to the perfection and abundance of love in the universe
I do not do this with effort, as if I was commanding something to act
I simply relax in contemplated thoughts of the good
Secured in the knowledge that everything in the universe rests with a power which later than 
I am, I’m only one piece of God’s fabric

I’m ready, I’m ready

I know that I am one with the universal mind
I know this mind is perfect and I may rely upon this great mind for complete guidance in all 
my daily affairs
This universal mind
This great subconscious mind, this mind of God knows no evil no limitation or lacks anything.
It simply creates in my experience that which I believe and accept
Therefore I deny all evil and all error

I’m ready for the other world 
I’m ready, I’m ready 

AnthemsJohnny Taylor
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Is there

Is there anybody out there? (Repeat x2)
Who knows what it’s like to be a part from (3)
Is there anyone out there?...
Who knows what it’s like to be rejected (2)
Tell me if you’re out there
 Knowing how it feels to be neglected (1)

Sometimes the struggles become overwhelming
An your screams for help are mute
Shit really hurt but they don’t hear you screaming don’t shoot
But they still shoot x2
Can’t win when it’s us against their world / 2 words

Blind to a lot BS you ain’t have a clue no, no, no

Is there anybody out there?...
Who knows what it’s like to be oppressed
Is there anyone out there?...
Who knows what it’s like to be capitalized upon
Tell me if you’re out there
Knowing how it feels to have no voice

AnthemsKevin Walker
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This day, I still see you race again
Soon I’ll be released from prison, but still
Won’t see freedom
I’m trying to find hope, violence are provoke
With an X on my back, I’m not allowed to vote
I don’t get too much involved in politics
Especially when you’re getting different story
From critics
My mind’s boggle, rates are high on crime
I’m trying to find something productive to
Occupy my time
As long as Trump is running the country
Before him, I’m still going to find my way to
Victory.
Peace mom, she’s long gone away
I’m continue to keep striving being a
Soldier in my own way 

AnthemsLamaine Jefferson
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No More

We seek strength from the most high
We’ve been hunted, captured, chained
And exploited.
We’ve been abused and excluded.

“No More”

 We were born in this foreign land
 And it remains foreign.

“Not Home”

It will never be to us, so we must
Create our own.
We are those who’ve been exiled,
We are the hostages to the systems
Of this country.

“Not Home”

No longer will we be hostage to white
Supremacy, nor will you exile us from
That bullshit privilege.
We stand together now, with perfect sight
And true identity.
We share exclusion and now eliminate 
ourselves
From your authority.

“No More”
 
We fight for sovereignty and now take a
Hostage of our own.
This hostage is the territory you call yours
In which we now occupy.
We seize this land to become a sovereign 
nation,
Redefine community, educate, and build.

“No More”

No longer will your laws dictate.
Nor will our lives be measured by
Your standards of classism.
We will create policy for this nation.

“No More”
 
We no longer seek equality or 
inclusion.
We now bar every idea an individual
Connected to your body.
We’ve found power in each member 
that has
Been held hostage.
We’ve found culture and every person 
that has
Been exiled.

“No More”

We seek strength from the most high.
We’ve been hunted, captured, changed
And exploited.
We’ve been abused and excluded.
But no more, there will never be
Another generation of us allowed
To suffer these inequities
They will never suffer because from
This day forward, we form our own
System and destroy yours in this 
nation.

“No More”!!!

AnthemsRobert Curry
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