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Forty Things I Never Said


Well done


I believe in you


I’m proud of you


You don’t know me as well as you think you do


Every missed opportunity burns me


I never loved you


You are wrong


I haven’t forgiven you


It was only sex


No strings attached


I think you should go now


When I left you that night, I cried


I care more about the things I have lost


When I told you I loved you, I lied


I think you’re stupid


I think we should use a condom


I think you should respect yourself more


I cheated on you, twice


Delete my number


Your broken heart is my greatest achievement


I pity you


Thank you


Goodbye


Don’t go


No


Come back


I’m sorry


Good luck


I’m afraid


I miss you


I need you


I didn’t mean it


I did it on purpose


When we got beaten up in Camden, I’ve never felt more alive


I always wished I grew up on an estate


I wish I were straight


I don’t like to read


I wish I was white


I think most poetry is shit


I always wanted to be an emcee.




I Am Nobody’s Nigger


Rappers, when you use the word ‘nigger’, remember


That’s one of the last words Stephen Lawrence heard


So don’t tell me it’s a reclaimed word


I am nobody’s nigger


So please, let my ancestors rest in peace


Not turn in their graves in Jamaican plantations


Or the watery graves of the slave trade


Thrown overboard into middle passage


Just for insurance claims


They were chained up on a boat


As many as they could manage and stay afloat


Stripped of dignity and all hope


Awaiting their masters and European names


But the sick and the injured were dead weight to toss


And Lloyd’s of London would cover that cost


I am nobody’s nigger


So you can tell Weezy and Drake


That they made a mistake


I am nobody’s nigger now


So you can tell Kanye and Jigga


I am not a nigger . . . in Paris


I’m not a nigger in London


I’m not a nigger in New York


I’m not a nigger in Kingston


I’m not a nigger in Accra


Or a nigger with attitude in Compton


Cos ‘I don’t wanna be called yo nigga’


How were you raised on Public Enemy


And still became your own worst enemy?


You killed hip-hop and resurrected headless zombies


That can’t think for themselves or see where they’re going


Or quench the blood lust because there’s no blood flowing


In their hearts, just in the streets


They don’t give a damn as long as they eating


Their hearts ain’t beating, they’re cold as ice (bling)


Cos they would put money over everything


Money over self-respect or self-esteem


Or empowering the youth to follow their dreams


Stacking paper cos it’s greater than love it seems


Call me ‘nigger’ cos you’re scared of what ‘brother’ means


To know that we share something unspeakable


To know that as high as we rise we are not seen as equal


To know that racism is institutional thinking


And that ‘nigger’ is the last word you heard before a lynching.




Young, Black and Gay


My people are many and few


Subdivisions of me and you


Substantial people sometimes called subhuman


Negroes, faggots and all the youts dem


Don’t think your rights came overnight


So many people had to fight


To gain anything like equality


We ain’t there yet but we’re gonna be


Institutions instigate internal indignation


We, brought up and betrayed by this nation


Isms and schisms of my Babylon home


Have held this king back from his throne


But you can fight the system from within


Yes you can befriend sinners and still not sin


See me, I went to university


Not even the first in my family


I’m from a long line of scholars


Trace me back to Greece and Africa


Through Cyprus and Jamaica


I don’t write to be pretentious


But my vocab and vision leave you defenceless


Trying hard to avoid the clichés


But everything worth saying’s been said these days


I’m ironic and yet I’m so on it


So if you wanna test me, let me hear your phonics


I’m not a battle emcee; I’m a community defender


Young, black and gay, you best remember.




Revolution


There is a revolution awaiting warriors


I recognise many righteous soldiers


I will fight with you or alone


Like the king I am reclaim my throne


Me nah wait for your recognition


Me jus fire upon you with verbal ammunition


Me, One, I speak for myself


And nobody else


Every one of you has a voice


To speak or not, it is your choice


But silence is not golden


Silence is the truth stolen


And stealing of the truth


Is exactly what dem do to the youts


Miseducation relative deprivation


Mislead young minds’ motivation
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