
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Let’s Talk Real Racism 

A Species-Level Conversation About Unity, Division, and What Could Come Next
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Chapter 1 This Ain’t No Lecture This Is Truth
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L

et’s talk real racism. Not the kind you see on headlines or hashtags. I’m talking about that feeling. That gut-level, animal-like instinct that creeps up in people, even when they don’t speak it. Even when they swear, they’re not like that.

Yeah... that kind of racism.

Now listen, before you twist this, before you toss this book aside or brand me something I’m not, let me talk to you like a man. No podium. No script. Just truth.

I’m a white man. And I know what racism feels like. Not because it was done to me, but because I’ve felt it in me. That split-second thought. That discomfort. That judgment I didn’t ask for, but didn’t fight off either. That ancient, animalistic instinct. Yeah. I’ve felt that.

And I’m not proud of it. But I’m also not gonna lie to you about it.

See, I ain’t claiming I’m better than anyone. I’m not above nobody. I’m not writing this because I’ve “arrived” or figured it all out. I’m writing this because:

“I’ve felt racism in my gut. I’ve questioned it. I’ve faced it. And I want to evolve past it.”

That takes guts in a world that loves to cancel, clip, and twist people’s words.

And yeah, some people will twist this.

They’ll read one line; like, “I know what racism feels like”, and stop right there. They won’t keep reading to hear how I called it Neanderthal. They’ll ignore the part where I say we need to evolve. They’ll try to say HeavyHittin Publishing is just a white man platforming racism.

But here’s the truth:

The only people who’ll try to twist your words are the ones who aren’t ready for real conversations.

Everyone else, especially the quiet ones who’ve felt this same inner struggle, they’re gonna feel seen for the first time.

And this isn’t just for them. This is for us, the human species.

This ain’t about blaming one race. It ain’t about pointing fingers. It’s about finally admitting: racism isn’t just a problem in the world, it’s a problem in our species. It’s instinct-level. It’s ancient. And it’s time to kill it.

So nah, this ain’t some soft, watered-down message.

This is HeavyHittin.

This is real.

And if you’ve got the guts to keep turning pages, I promise I won’t let go of your hand until we walk through this whole thing together.

Let’s evolve.
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Chapter 2: Burden of Memory






[image: ]




Y

ou ever try to forget some heavy shit? I’m talking really bury it deep so you can breathe for once. I do. All the time. But there’s a difference between healing and erasing. Right now, I’m tuning the dial to the loudest static in America: Black versus White.

The media pumps that frequency 24/7 because division sells better than harmony. They call it “history,” but most days it feels like propaganda; the sharpest blade they’ve got to keep us cutting one another.

“I’ve felt racism in my gut. I’ve questioned it. I’ve faced it. And I want to evolve past it.”

That’s my confession. I’m not claiming purity or moral high ground. I’m telling you straight: this neanderthal reflex is real and I’m at war with it!

The Kid Question

Picture this: You’re four years old. Your world is crayons and cereal and whoever shares the swing at recess. Then, an adult cracks open a history book and drops a boulder on your back: SLAVERY.

Suddenly skin has weight. Suddenly you’re assigned a side in a centuries-old pain you never experienced but now have to carry.

We lie, happily, about the Easter Bunny, The Tooth Fairy, Santa Claus. Why? Because wonder feels good. Wonder makes childhood light.

So why do we unload the darkest chapter of human cruelty on kids who just recently learned their ABCs?

I can hear the pushback already:

“What, just forget that people were stripped of freedom?”

No. Remember it, at the right time, in the right way. Because when you tattoo trauma onto young kids, you jump-start the very racism you’re trying to cure.

I’ve asked some of my Black cousins about dropping the slavery lesson until kids are older. They froze, like I’d touched a live wire. Their answer? 

“We can’t skip it. That pain still lives in us.”

And they’re not wrong. When a wound runs that deep, history classes feel like bandages, proof the world hasn’t forgotten the scar. But bandages only work when they help a wound close, not when they keep it bleeding.

Let’s dig deeper, let’s go to memory vs. prophecy.

Remember ballerina Margot Fonteyn? Most don’t. She pirouetted through the early 1900s, then twirled off the public stage because we stopped rehearsing her name.

What we rehearse, we remember. What we rehearse for generations becomes prophecy, self-fulfilling, self-perpetuating.

So, every time a six-year-old hears that people who look like her were property, the prophecy reloads.

The Real Enemy

Racism isn’t the only Neanderthal hiding in our DNA. The bigger beast is collective self-sabotage, our species’ obsession with keeping pain on replay.

We don’t outgrow our instinct; we feed it with curriculum, click-bait, and culture wars.

What if we taught unity first? What if the first thing a kid learned about skin color was that melanin is just sunscreen nature installed? Tell them that we must stick together in order to blend ourselves as one species. Tell them we are all heard, and nothing can hold any of us down when we stick together.

What if we saved the brutality lessons for when a mind can process nuance without turning it into tribal armor? Maybe we will even create a new celebration; something fresh, something joyful.

Like Species Day. And we give it a mascot: a multicolored human figure that represents everyone. We already teach kids that a fat man flies around the world with gifts. We already sell them magic rabbits and talking reindeer. But somehow, it’s outrageous to fabricate something that could take racism away? I hope the ones choking on these same questions will feel a door crack open.

A New Rehearsal

We are our own worst enemy. Not because we feel racist, but because we keep rehearsing racism. That feeling was given to me by my species... that’s insanity to me.

So, here’s the challenge I’m laying on the table. Not any one race either, the entire species:

1. Teach truth on time. Give kids wonder first, history later.

2. Stop weaponizing the news. Outrage is the easiest way to steal a mind.

3. Evolve the curriculum. Replace shame with responsibility, guilt with shared guardianship of the future.

I’m not saying erase the past. I say refuse to let the past erase our children’s chance to start clean.

If that scares you more than slavery itself, ask why.

Think of it this way...

Before a baby even enters the world, we brand them. Not with love, but with expectation. Not with freedom, but with color. Blue if it’s a boy. Pink if it’s a girl.

Why? Who made those rules? And why did we, as a species, just fall in line?

This is tribalism at its most innocent-seeming. A balloon pops, the crowd cheers, and we never stop to ask: 

What are we cheering for? The birth of a child? Or the comfort of tradition? That’s not prophecy, that’s memory passed down like a hand-me-down jacket. It might not even fit... but we still put it on them.

From the moment they breathe, we code them with identity. Not identity they chose, identity we imprinted, and never questioned.

Blue means strong. Pink means soft.

Blue is action. Pink is nurture.

Blue climbs. Pink waits.

We assign roles before we know their souls. We’re not raising individuals, we’re reinforcing categories. We’re handing them a flag before they can even form a thought. March under this color. Be what this means.

That’s not unity. That’s quiet, comfortable control.

Now imagine if we let them arrive without a color. Let them paint their own flag. Let them be something new, or just give every new baby the exact same blanket until their old enough to choose a color they didn’t get manipulated into. 
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