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For the ones like THE SISTAHOOD:

the antepasados no longer with us,

the grandmothers that sacrificed,

the mothers that resisted,

the aunts that rebelled,

the sisters that challenged and still loved,

the nieces that gave us hope

and the friends that were fierce enough to stay.
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Chapter 1

My Weapon

is the Mic




I wanted more than anything in the world to be an emcee. Oh, and to be with Ezekiel Matthews. So, as I rode the San Francisco Muni bus from my wealthy public school neighborhood of St. Francis Wood to my working-class barrio—the Mission—I dreamed. I thought of better times that have passed and of dreams to come. A time when I’ll have my own stage, a record deal and my honey on my arm. For now, I’ll settle for making it through the next four years of high school.

I opened my sketchbook that Papi gave me for my twelfth birthday. It’s worn, like a comfy pair of shoes. It has been loved and plastered over with album covers from my favorite hip-hop artists like Tupac, Missy Elliott, Goapele, Flakiss and Mystic.

I haven’t seen Papi in three months. Writing is my way of shouting him out, drenching myself in his light. I just wrote on the bus. Tuned out the noise. Didn’t care about the teenage boys that smelled of sweat or the girls that wore clothes so tight their pants would probably rip if they sat down too quickly. I created my own cipher, and wrote as if each word I penned would somehow bring Papi back into my life.

I make the most of what I got

Hoping I can blow the spot and make a knot.

But keep my soul intact

If I make it, Mami, I’ll be back.

“Yo, why you always gotta be so tough?” Ezekiel said, stretching his neck over my seat to peep my lyrics. “They sound like a dude wrote them. I thought you Latinas were suppose to be soft and sexy and bring me tortillas for lunch?”

“I’m not Mexican. Besides, Puerto Ricans don’t eat tortillas,” I said as I slammed my notebook closed. I wanted to reply with a cool-ass comeback. Instead, I just sat there like a mute. All I could do to avoid his sexy charcoal-colored eyes was to look out the Muni bus window and chew on my cuticles. Shit, I’m never at a loss for words unless I’m sitting next to MC EZ, as he’s known to all his fans in Frisco. I felt both excited to see him and resentful that he had to show up, at the exact moment when I wanted just to be alone.

“I heard this dope rapper once say, ‘When society tries to silence us, our most powerful weapon is the mic,’ ” EZ said. “Which also means how you say it is as important as what you say. That’s why you need a serious attitude adjustment, Mari, and stop trying to sound so hard!”

“Hip-hop class is over, and I don’t need you to play teacher no more.”

“I wasn’t dissin’ your words, I was tryin’ to help a li’l sistah out.”

Here I’ve been dying to see Ezekiel for months, and the first thing he did was criticize me. Forget that he called me li’l sistah, we spent the best eight weeks of my life together this summer. At camp, when I would bust out lyrics about women being strong and smart, he was the only guy who didn’t avoid me afterward. All the other guys would be sweating the girls who were more flirtatious and less in-your-face with their rhymes. It’s always hard with guys ’cause my steelo could never be some J. Lo or Lil’ Kim type, who hooches out and downplays their smarts for the bling-bling.

“Oh, so now you’re not talkin’ to me?” he said. But I could tell he wasn’t mad ’cause he said it as if he were trying to make amends. Maybe he’s already tired of his new hottie, J-Ho. Actually her name is Jessica Hoffman. Since she dug her claws into him, brotha man all but disappeared. I might be lovestruck, but I still need to make him earn a sistah’s love.

“You haven’t spoken to me in five months and suddenly expect everything to be cool?” I said.

“That’s not fair, Mariposa, you know I got a lot going on with Jessica, family, church, friends, hip-hop and now school.”

He had to go there first with Jessica. I just don’t get what he sees in her. Jessica can’t even carry on a conversation with herself, let alone relate to what Ezekiel must go through as a Black man in America. She just wants to be Black. Especially after telling me this summer that “he had never been able to relate to a girl like me.” Sure, J-Ho gets mad props at school for her rapping skills, but it can’t hurt that she’s willing to show lots of skin and flaunt her ass in those skintight pants. The dudes love that shit. He probably stays with her ’cause she gives it up easy.

“Well, you could’ve at least given a sistah a call,” I said.

Ezekiel nodded, shifting in his seat. For the first time, he moved away from me. “I will.” He sat there without taking his eyes away from mine.

As the sun from the bus window pressed down hot and hard on his café sin leche skin, all I could think about was how fine Ezekiel was as he extended his arm behind me along the backside of the seat with such confidence. Here we were traveling through the Sunset neighborhood of San Francisco—with a man talking to himself in one corner, a White lady clutching her purse close in the other and a bunch of kids talking smack—and Ezekiel just sat there like he belonged. I wanted so badly to be inside his heart, to feel protected by his warmth. I suddenly had this urge to lean over and kiss his nice full lips.

“Oh shit, here comes Fat-Boy,” said Ezekiel, turning away from me as he noticed his homeboy enter the bus. They pounded fists.

“What up, EZ?” said Fat-Boy with the XXX shirt.

“Nothin’, B, just chillin’ with my li’l sister,” said Ezekiel.

I shot the boy a hardcore stare. Ezekiel caught my mug, but didn’t say anything. Fat-Boy began to feel the heat and bounced.

“Um, I’ll check you later, dawg,” he said. He moved to the back of the bus toward his friends, where they started joking.

“That’s one bitch I never want to get with, playa—she’s fine, but not worth the drama,” said Fat-Boy.

They all laughed.

Oh, no he didn’t. EZ tried to push me down as I stood up to tell the loser a thing about himself. “You pimply faced, Blimpie-eatin’, Big Pun pendejo—you’re just upset ’cause the only bitch you’ve ever touched is your mama.”

Fat-Boy started to say something else, until EZ just looked at him. That was enough to make him race back to his seat and stay quiet, even with his friends.

“See what I mean, Mari, you be scaring them boys away.”

“It’s the best repellent I know for keeping the ass-holes away,” I said.

Ezekiel sighed in frustration. “Girl, if you wanna be an emcee you gotta chill a bit more with people. It helps build your fan base.”

“Whatcha tryin’ to say? I gotta be sugar and spice and everything nice, so you dudes aren’t threatened?”

“Mariposa, I’m just sayin’ that you can’t roll up on guys all tough like you want to build your street cred. Use your cuteness a little more, it’ll take you farther.”

“It works for Jessica, but it ain’t me. I’m not good at all that fake social stuff. I hate it when dudes be calling me a bitch.”

“Oh, but it’s okay for you to call someone’s mama a bitch?”

“Well, it sounded good and he left me alone, right?”

Ezekiel saw right through me, knowing I would never admit to him that I was wrong. I made it easy for him and he just threw my own words right back at me. Him not sticking up for J-Ho surprised me. I also respected him for not rubbing in my face the fact that Fat-Boy only left me alone ’cause I was with him. Don’t get me wrong, I could’ve held it down with my potty mouth. It’s my physical well-being that would have been jeopardized. Call me lucky, but my battles always stayed verbal.

“But this ain’t you, though. Listen, Mari, this summer you seemed so free. You were able to just let your rhymes flow.”

I kept frowning, and he just looked at me till I smiled. It was all good. Then a crew of hotties from around the way entered the bus with their hiked-up skirts and mile-high boots. They worked the bus aisle, loving that all eyes were on them. All the boys started kickin’ game and asking for their digits. Ezekiel couldn’t stop staring at this one chick who reminded me of J-Ho except she was Black and sported Alicia Keys extensions.

“Check her out,” he said.

Life is just too easy for EZ sometimes. People were always telling him what beautiful eyes he had or salivating over his tall and lean body. Even strangers. Mostly girls. His eyes were light brown, almost green. He always said he thought they looked strange against his dark skin. Ezekiel then looked at his reflection in the window. Checking himself out as if wondering whether or not he was good-looking. Yeah, he knew girls were checking him out all the time—but the pickings were slim at Stanford High, so maybe he just felt desperate and that’s why he got with Jessica. Whatever happened to Ezekiel spitting lyrics like, “Black is beautiful. Where’s my beautiful Black girlfriend? You’re a Black man. You’re a warrior”?

I wish he was my papi chulo and not hers. I’ve tried real hard to be just friends. I should be happy. It’s my second semester as a freshman at Stanford—the most prestigious public high school in San Francisco. But no, I go to school with a bunch of geeky Chinese kids and crazy White kids who do lots of drugs and talk to me only when they want help with their Spanish homework. Shit, my mom cleans some of their houses and my dad works on their cars. And sometimes in class, I’m reminded by my classmates that the only reason I’m at this school is that they had a shortage of Black and Latino applicants, so they took the smartest of us from the worst schools. After all, it couldn’t be that we were really smart. Then, when I try to connect with some of the few Latin and Black kids in the courtyard, I gotta see Ezekiel macking on that skank J-Ho, who isn’t even a sistah. Maybe if I was a hoochie, a dope-ass emcee or a senior I could’ve had a chance with him.

“Do you see me as Black or Latina?” I said.

Ezekiel chuckled to himself. “You’re always full of surprises, aren’t you?”

“Just answer the question!”

“Well, you aren’t one of those White-looking Latinas, but you’re not Black either. Still, I don’t think your folks would be too excited about you bringing a brotha home,” he said.

I guess I shouldn’t ask questions when I really didn’t want to know the answer. He had to mention my parents, something I didn’t want to think about right now. Being true to my unpredictably predictable nature, I rolled my eyes and was ready to box. “You mean, your folks wouldn’t be too happy about you bringing home some Puerto Rican whose parents have thick Spanish accents?”

“Mariposa, don’t be putting words in my mouth. If I had issues with Latinos, you and I wouldn’t be friends, would we?”

“Be real, Ezekiel. At camp you were always making fun of light-skinned brothas or joking about how Latinos could pass.”

“Some Latinos can pass, but not you, Mari,” he said, really meaning it. He stopped me dead in my tracks. Reminding me why I wanted him in my life.

“It’s probably hard for you being a darker Latina.”

He can be a smart-ass most of the time, but for some reason he just gets me. Sometimes he reads me better than I can read myself. And as much as I wouldn’t want to admit it to his face, he’s right about my folks. If I brought home a brother, my pops would be cool, but my mother would definitely have issues.

“Yeah,” I said. “Latinos be hatin’ on Black folk and Black folk be hatin’ on Latinos. The only place I feel in my zone is when I’m spittin’, but then I gotta deal with boys hatin’ on me ’cause I’m a girl.”

He unzipped his backpack and started rummaging through it. After a moment he came up with a Mickey Mouse Pez dispenser. He searched through it more and came up with a package of cherry and orange Pez.

“Which one do you like?”

“I’ll take the orange.”

EZ began to eat messily, placing the orange Pez into the Mickey Mouse dispenser.

“Now, open your hand,” said EZ, and he generously gave me two to eat. He took a couple for himself and then returned it to his backpack.

“Thanks, EZ.” I pulled away, putting the Pez in my mouth. The candy tasted sweet and warm.

“My father gave me that Mickey Mouse Pez for my thirteenth birthday and said he would take my sister Sadie and me to Disneyland. That was about four years ago and we still haven’t gone. But I carry it with me everywhere.” He smiled and looked at me. “Never know when he’s gonna get some time off from work and say, ‘Hey Ezekiel, let’s take that trip.’ ”

“You think he ever will?”

Ezekiel shook his head. “Sadie and I are too old now. And everything’s changed since he gave it to me. I guess I’ll just hold on to it.”

“Hoping.”

“Yeah,” he said. “Hoping.”

I savored my Pez, sucking it slowly, thinking about how nice it was to have a real conversation with Ezekiel again. I wish I could be as open as him, especially about my parents. But nothing came out; instead, I just sat there eating my Pez.

“Listen, when are you gonna hook up with my sister?” Ezekiel said. “She hasn’t been too happy lately. She could use some new friends.”

“I have friends. Me, myself and I,” I said. “No, for real, I do have my friend Liza. She’s just been caught up in her boyfriend, Rio.”

All of a sudden I regretted not letting him in. I knew there was Liza, but even she’s been avoiding me lately. EZ was probably the one person I could trust, and I just kept sayin’ the wrong thing. I wish I could tell him about my parents getting a divorce. I know peeps get divorced all the time, but it wasn’t supposed to happen to my folks. They loved each other. Then, my dad just bounced with some hoochie who had more cheddar. Now, I come home every day to my mom locking herself in her room and crying. I’m never goin’ out like that for no dude. Never. I guess I should just keep quiet and not make it worse.

“Listen, Mariposa, stop pouting. It’s not attractive. School can’t be that bad.”

“I’m not pouting. Don’t do that, Ezekiel.”

“Do what?”

“Don’t make it seem like I’m being a baby. You just don’t understand, okay.”

“Okay,” he said. “Look, I know it must be hard for you that I’m dating Jessica. It’s just you’re more like a li’l sister to me. You don’t have to diss me.”

“You’re such a jerk,” I said.

“When’d you get to be such a jerk?” he asked.

Ezekiel was silent. I stared down at my cuticle, which was bleeding now.

“Twenty-fourth and Mission,” announced the bus driver over the intercom.

I left without looking back.

If I had stayed with him one second longer, I would’ve burst into tears. All I wanted was for him to love me back. To see in me what he saw in Jessica. I wanted so badly to live in her skin. She can’t even rhyme. Yeah, she won the talent show last year, but that’s before I came to this school. How can EZ go for her? I wanted him to love me.

I couldn’t keep the tears from streaming down my face. I wished I could run home to my dad so he could make it all better with a look, a word or even a hug. But even he’s gone. I guess all men just leave one day and never come back. The bus pulled away and I stole a glance at the back of EZ’s head and sighed. I saw my own reflection in the back window and began to question who I was and why I was in this world.









Chapter 2

The Chronicles

of J-Ho




“Give me the pepperoni pizza with ham and pineapple please,” I told Stella the bearded lady, standing behind the counter in the cafeteria of Stanford High School.

“We only got cheese or vegetable pizza, sweet cakes,” said Stella.

Decisions are never my thing. Besides, Stanford’s cafeteria looked more like a mall food court than a public school lunchroom. If I had gone to my neighborhood school, I would’ve had an open campus and I could be eating a beef burrito from the local taqueria. Instead, I have to choose between veggie wraps, which are really just sorry-ass burritos, soy burgers and tofu tacos. All the food is healthy, but it has no flavor. Can I have a little culture in this mix? I hate choices. It wouldn’t be so bad if my only friend, Liza Ortiz, wouldn’t have left me solo to be with her boy toy, Rio. Liza and I have known each other since fifth grade and I always become second fiddle to her dudes.

Stella and I both gave Bethany Doll a disgusted look as she stood in line behind me, sportin’ her fresh manicure, dove gray cashmere sweater, Prada bag and shimmering blonde hair. “Umm, I’ll have the veggie wrap with pesto,” said Bethany Doll, twirling her hair around her finger. Bethany lives in Pacific Heights, which the colored peeps call Pacific Whites, and she would never be caught dead in anything that wasn’t designer. Unlike the rest of us, who buy the knockoffs on Market Street from street vendors. She can’t go anywhere without her sorority in tow. I get all the blonde bimbettes, but how did Evita Romero with her Spanish accent ever get with all these Wonder Bread White girls?

Bethany then turns to Evita, “Isn’t she the one that you told me Sadie can’t stop talking about?”

Evita just shakes her head in agreement, then rolls her eyes at me.

Is she talking about Sadie Matthews, Ezekiel’s sister? You think of all the people in the school I would at least be cool with Evita and Sadie. In my hood, homegirls usually stick together. I’m quickly learning that at Stanford High different rules apply. Rules that I’m still trying to learn.

“Well, why don’t you talk to her. You’re both Mexican, don’t you live in the same neighborhood?” said Bethany.

“I’m Nicaraguan, not Mexican. What she is, I couldn’t care less,” said Evita. “I’ll save everyone a seat at the table since I already have my lunch.” She couldn’t get out of there fast enough and she never once looked me in the eye. So much for lookin’ out for your own.

Bethany was clueless to the fact that she got under Evita’s skin. “Um, Stella I’m waiting for my veggie wrap,” said Bethany with a voice of entitlement.

“Wait until Mariposa gives me her order,” said Stella.

“Oh, I’m sorry, Maria, I didn’t see you,” said Bethany.

I know Bethany saw me. I wanted to rip her a new one, but Stella saved me the trouble. Since I started Stanford High School, the only person I really liked was Stella and, of course, Liza when I saw her. I just didn’t seem to fit in with my Ben Davis work pants, tight tee, last season’s PUMA sneakers and, as always, my ghetto fabulous attitude.

“I’ll have the carne asada burrito,” I said, rolling my r’s and my eyes at Bethany.

Directing her comment to Stella, Bethany said, “Be careful you don’t get any man beard in that wrap. Shouldn’t you be wearing a hair net for that?”

Why did she have to go there again and make fun of Stella? She never bothered anyone. It takes courage for a woman to sport a beard. I couldn’t do it. But freakin’ Bethany didn’t have to be so mean.

“Some of us keep it natural. Others spend their parents’ money to compensate for what God didn’t give them,” I said.

Stella laughed as she stroked her beard and handed Bethany her food.

“Here’s your burrito,” said Stella.

Bethany lost interest in Stella as Ezekiel entered the lunchroom. Girls watched him in hopes that he would say hello. Guys wanted to be his friends, hoping that they too could become girl magnets. As always, he managed to capture the attention and the hearts of everyone in the room.

Addressing her fan club, Bethany said, “There’s Ezekiel, the amazing rapper I’ve been telling you about. Let’s go say hi, girls.” She and her ducklings made a bee-line toward Ezekiel.

EZ just had this unexplainable charm that could win anyone over. But good luck he’s sprung out on Jessica. White girls at this school won’t give a sistah the time of day, but enter a good-looking brotha and they love them some chocolate. But given the shortage of Latino and Black men, I wish the White girls would step aside.

Ezekiel stepped onto the cafeteria stage with Mr. Mintz, the school drama teacher. Bethany and company just stood below, waving their arms to get his attention. I swear, at that very moment I wanted to line her up with her ducks and start target practice.

“Excuse me, Stanfordites, I have an announcement to make,” said Mr. Mintz.

The students continued to chat, uninterested in what he had to say. Mr. Mintz looked to Ezekiel for help. EZ grabbed the microphone and saved the day for the dorky Mr. Mintz.

“Peace, my peoples,” he said. The room went hella quiet in two seconds. He handed the mic back to Mr. Mintz. Ezekiel then just stood there like a guard as Mr. Mintz prepared to speak.

I saw Liza sitting next to her boyfriend Rio. Rio is pretty fine with his half-Mexican, half-white self. Not my type, but I can see why Liza was drawn to him on a physical tip. Somehow he managed to eat his cheesesteak sandwich with one hand and the other he had gripped around Liza’s neck. Like she was his possession. Sickening. I noticed there was a seat empty on the other side of Liza and I decided to join them.

“We don’t care, Mr. Mintz, don’t you get it,” yelled Rio. The rest of his stoner crew just threw napkins at the podium when Mr. Mintz wasn’t looking in their direction.

I put my tray on the table next to Liza. “Hey Liza, thought I’d join you since it’s been two weeks since we’ve spoken.”

“I’m sorry, but—” said Liza, unable to finish her sentence as she was cut off by Rio.

“No, you’re not sorry. Tell her the truth,” said Rio.

“That is the truth,” said Liza.

Rio pulled her head closer to his scrawny chest. Then he pushed his head toward me. “She’s had more pressing engagements,” he said. Then he high-fived his buddies and they all laughed.

Liza smiled halfheartedly, like it was all show.

“Liza’s a big girl, I think she can speak for herself,” I said. “Are you all right, Liza? You usually call.”

Liza looked away from me. Rio gave her this controlling look that made me want to jump across Liza and just kick his butt.

Liza looked back at me and with this sudden burst of confidence said, “Yeah, I’ve had better things to do.”

“Oh, so it’s like that?” A part of me knew deep inside that Liza was fronting. Another part of me was really mad that she would prioritize some dude over our friendship.

Liza hurt my feelings, plain and simple. I could take being ignored or being made fun of by anyone else, but not her. All those times I made my mom let her stay with us when her own mother was being verbally abusive. My own secret thoughts I told her and never trusted anyone else to tell. All the times when I could’ve chosen to be with the cool kids, but instead stood up for Liza’s half-White and half-Filipina ass when the kids in the school yard called her “poor White trash.” I took many hits for Liza, all in the name of friendship. I always thought that’s what you did for your homegirls. You defended them in public, and then when you were alone you told them the truth.

I sat there surrounded by people, but I felt small and alone. Bethany and her crew kept jumping up and down to get EZ’s attention. EZ winked at me, which somehow eased the pain of Liza’s words. Bethany just rolled her eyes at me, then went back to drooling over EZ.

“This year’s talent show auditions will happen a week from this Thursday after school. This year we have a special treat, as the winner will attend the Hip-Hop Leadership Camp this summer in Los Angeles, all expenses paid. Our judges will be none other than our own Ezekiel Matthews and…”

“Go EZ, go EZ,” chanted the students, not really caring about what Mr. Mintz was saying.

“…And the famous Missy Elliott. I’ll post a sign-up sheet on my door after lunch. Now, I’d like to turn the mic over to last year’s winner—Mr. Ezekiel Matthews,” said Mr. Mintz, gladly giving up the mic.

The crowd went wild. Everyone cheered Ezekiel on as he prepared to work the mic.

Rio then got up and Liza followed as she bussed both of their trays. As Rio was walking off, Liza mouthed that she would call me later. I shook my head that I understood, but knew better than to count on it. Honestly, I missed our afterschool hanging out. I would write songs and she would show me her latest b-girl moves. We won two talent shows in junior high school as MC Patria and Pinay-1. Drowning in this sea of whiteness, I could really use a friend like her.

Enter, J-Ho in her most hip-hugging jeans. She walked the cafeteria as if it were a fashion runway, parting the crowd as Moses did the Red Sea. All the boys dropped their jaws as they got a full view of her thong, which was color coordinated to match her purple baby tee and platform heels. If it weren’t for her skin being so Wonder Bread White, I even might have bought that J-Ho could at least be part Latina. Ezekiel motioned for her to join him. He pulled her onstage and immediately they were in a lip-lock. Ezekiel cued the DJ and launched into “The Heavens Had a Plan” as a serenade to J-Ho.

Baby, I can’t wait till that last school bell rings,

When you and I can bounce from these walls, do our thing.

Not that I don’t mind sneakin’ kisses in the hallway,

Whisper fantasies of you that I been thinkin ’bout all day.

Tell by your smile that you been thinkin’ ’bout me too,

Tell me what you want, girl, I’m the man that can bring you,

The flowers, the rings and the love you deserve,

Ain’t nobody but you can inspire these words.

My highest high, my lowest low, you ride or die by my side.

You shine so bright, color my world so I ain’t no longer blinded.

Conquer the world, just be my girl, and then with you I’ll divide it.

My highest high, my lowest low, you ride or die by my side.

You shine so bright, color my world, so I ain’t no longer blinded.

Baby, the heavens had a plan when our two worlds collided.

I must confess when we first met, wasn’t your heart I was after,

You was just another girl that I could add to the chapter.

But when you flowed up on the mic it was my heart that you captured.

Caught me off guard, soft lips rhyme hard, it turned me on and enraptured.

Curves for days, skin tone don’t fade, and sweet like sunshine laughter,

Takes care of me like royalty and does whatever I ask her.

No competition for the crown cuz we both microphone masters.

My highest high, my lowest low, you ride or die by my side.

You shine so bright, color my world, so I ain’t no longer blinded.

Conquer the world, just be my girl, and then with you I’ll divide it.

My highest high, my lowest low, you ride or die by my side.

You shine so bright, color my world, so I ain’t no longer blinded.

Baby, the heavens had a plan when our two worlds collided.

The crowd hollered and cheered for the horny, sappy couple. Personally, I’ve seen EZ do better, but he’s whipped and even brothas can get a little sappy sometimes. There’s a small group of Eminem wannabes that were waving their hands as they would join in the chorus. Ezekiel’s always clownin’ them as they try so hard to be Black and down with hip-hop. Kinda funny given that he dates one of them. Folks are so up in his mix that EZ could’ve dissed them and they still would have thought he was cool.

I could deal until EZ just kept rubbing up on Jessica. Surprisingly, she pulled away when he got too close. I was miserable watching him gas her over and over. Why did he have to love her? That should be me. Didn’t all those weeks at camp mean anything to him? I couldn’t take it. I had to jet.

Sadie Matthews, Ezekiel’s little sister and Lauryn Hill look-alike, slid into the chair next to me. Up to this point, I had been able to avoid her since we have no classes together. She’s so smart, I’m sure she’s in all the advanced classes. Whereas me, I got all the remedial courses except for history. Knowing my history only makes me a stronger emcee. My father used to say, “You need to know where you came from in order to know where you’re going.”

Sadie just kept staring at me, and I never could understand why. Hearing that she’s been talking about me today from Bethany, though, made me think she doesn’t like me. Maybe EZ told her to be my friend. She probably felt sorry for me. Just ’cause we’re both freshmen and have a little melanin doesn’t mean we’ll get along. Sadie’s a geek; well, I used to be one too until I came to this privileged school. Still, I’m not as good of a student as Sadie, especially now with all the craziness in my house with my dad leaving my mom. I just can’t get motivated.

“Do you mind if I sit here? I just can’t participate in another lovefest for my brother,” said Sadie. “And can Jessica be more hooched out? Can a girl please represent by doing more than standing there all mute. I like it when girls are natural and confident.”

I thought everyone loved EZ. I was really shocked by Sadie’s reaction to him. Aren’t younger sisters suppose to worship their older brothers? And I don’t wear makeup, my skin is a little scarred from breakouts and my confidence sucks at the moment. Sadie is one of those Bayview/Hunter’s Point girls who don’t put up with anything. I was surprised that she could think for herself after seeing her kissing up to her trigonometry teacher in the hallway. Most freshmen are in algebra or maybe geometry, but trig?

“Nah, I’m just sittin’ here by myself enjoying the hooch factor,” I said.

“She bugs you too?” said Sadie.

“I just think it’s easier for a pretty girl.”

“So you must have it real easy.” Sadie looked at me with the sweetest smile, which made me feel uncomfortable for some stupid reason.

“I’m not pretty. I’ve always been smart, at least until I came here. Now, I can’t seem to bust higher than C’s in any of my classes,” I said.

“You’re pretty, just not by White girl standards. It’s your toughness that scares people away.”

“Sadie, now you sound like your brother. What’s he been saying?”

“He thought we could really kick it and be friends. He claims you’re a tight emcee. That’s yet to be determined until I see what you got. I’m an emcee too, but my folks wish I would give it up and just sing in the church choir.”

I wished Ezekiel was the one calling me pretty and fine. Sadie does seem pretty cool. I kind of liked feeling sorry for myself, but she’s so positive. I guess that’s good that he thought about me. I wanted to be open, but given everything going on in my life right now it’s hard to trust. Which isn’t easy knowing that she talks to Bethany and Evita, my two least favorite people after J-Ho and Rio.

I’m curious to see if Sadie’s raps are any good. Maybe if we became friends, I could see Ezekiel more often. It’s not like I couldn’t use a friend with Liza not being around and all. She and I were like the “dynamic duo” since elementary. We just understood each other. People never knew what Liza or I was. We always got asked, “What are you?” Since Liza is Filipina and White and on the fair side, in many ways she understood my issue with being a Black Latina. When people thought Asian or Latina, they didn’t picture either of us. We stood up for each other and never tried to put the other in a box. We used to joke about how none of the families on television look like ours.
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