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Some new slave had come to the plantation and he brought a chair from home with him. Everyone was standing around hating, wondering who this nigga thought he was. It was already bad enough when he first came through and told everyone his name was Lenar, instead of his number, 376519. If you had a name it was either because 1. you was like Blake whose daddy was one of the owners and he got to be seen a little bit as a human because he was half-maize thief, or 2. you earned your name on the plantation like Baratunde, whose name was Slave #7701 when he was born, but eventually he earned the name Baratunde as a joke when he was getting bullied as a kid and he'd threaten his bullyers that he was going to tell on them to "Mother Africa". But you don't just come through with a name. And you especially don't come through with a chair "from home". This nigga had a home? How? 

 

"Oh, I used to be free," Lenar shrugged casual as fuck. "My parents used to own a Quiznos, but they got shut down because Quiznos is gross." Everyone nodded. "So now I'm here."

 

Slave #YankeeFitted raised his wave brush, "Feel like you leaving some shit out in the middle there, playboy."

 

Lenar twisted up his face, "Fuck you know about story structure?" He scoffed. "Slave ass."  

 

Slave #YankeeFitted got into fighting stance, pulling up his baggy NBA jeans and clapping his Murray's hair pomade coated hands with mild aggression. It's like something you'd do to scare off a coyote maybe? Like a baby one, though. "Yo. who. the. fuck. are. you. talking. to???" He said every word mad long and clapped between each one.

 

"I'm talking to someone who was born in the dark. But I was born in the light; I've had avocado toast." Everyone gasped. Lenar nodded smugly, "Yeah, so shut the fuck up." He pulled his chair up and plopped down with an attitude, huffing and puffing and shit, "Picking this dusty ass cotton like everyone don't want their panties to be made of pure silk. How I'm sposed to not get split-ends on my pubes with that dry ass, cotton ass underwear??"


