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FOREWORD

by Elaine Welteroth


The ache for home lives in all of us, the safe place where we can go as we are and not be questioned.

—Maya Angelou, All God’s Children Need Traveling Shoes



“YOU AREN’T LIKE MOST Black girls.” I can still feel my veins fill with adrenaline and my body tense up, preparing itself for the inevitable blow that would come next. “You’re just, like, so . . . articulate.” There it was. The familiar backhanded compliment, like an unwanted gift you’ve received too many times before. Under different circumstances these could be reflexively classified as Fighting Words, demanding correction through confrontation. But in this context, survival instincts beg you to reconsider.

There I was, a college student working two jobs to put myself through school, peering into the oblivious blue eyes of my employer whose willful ignorance blinded her from seeing me and my intelligence as part of a broader Black community, rich with achievement and, yes, #Blackexcellence. Yet, the painful force of her unexamined prejudice was equaled only by the knowledge that fighting it would be futile—and even more grim, it’d likely leave me unemployed.

We were folding jeans inside a retail store at Arden Fair Mall in Sacramento—a small town that projected itself onto freeway billboards as the proudly diverse metropolitan capital of California. And yet it was the place I witnessed more narrow-mindedness than any other, before or since. Not just from white people who were unacquainted with the notion that Black people indeed spoke “proper” English, but also from Black people who did not always immediately embrace those who did (for reasons rooted in long, menacing histories and divisive tactics designed by oppressors to form deep fissures within the communities of the oppressed).

It is in these jarring moments that our reality seems to divide itself into two, like those split-screen scenes from nineties TV shows. There is the reaction you perform—the diplomatic response they can see and hear and digest without offense. One that allows you to keep your job and, by sheer force of will, eventually becomes just a foggy recollection, a bad dream you try hard to forget over time. Then, there is the internal monologue, replete with the clever clapbacks your conscious mind knew better than to reach for in the heat of the moment, that you will later feed yourself in the mirror and share freely with friends in “safe spaces” fit for unpacking collective rage.

But beyond the bravado and beneath the performative diplomacy, there is a different voice altogether welling up from the deep chasms between who we are and how we are seen. The voice hidden behind the languages we learn to speak in order to navigate spaces that insist on seeing only parts of us; the parts made most visible through the media’s gravely limited projections of us.

This book is written from that voice. The voice that is at once questioning, analyzing, processing, and protesting the world around it—all while earnestly asserting its rightful place within it.

In Greyboy, Cole Brown recounts with poignancy not only his search for an integrated Black identity to inhabit, but he sets out on a literary quest to expand the definition of Blackness altogether by teasing out the nuances of existing in-between the identities he and those in his world have been assigned. The essays before you offer beautifully constructed windows into the world of what it means to be, as he describes himself, “a token” in the age of Trump.

As a reader, I found myself smiling and nodding, feeling in my bones the relentless urgency of his mother’s warnings each time he leaves her home. I rode the waves of self-betrayal when his belonging at the Black Table was at odds with his similarity to the preppy white kids he grew up with—until, of course, life painfully reveals the lie of sameness we are sold. I laughed along as he fondly recounted the great loves of his life, remembering the days of my own First Love and how hard my young heart had fallen.

As a Black writer all too familiar with occupying white spaces, I presume one reason I was trusted to write this message to you is that in my book, More Than Enough: Claiming Space For Who You Are—No Matter What They Say, I, too, reflect on growing up in a near-constant state of whiteness only to enter adulthood grappling with what it means to find myself more often than not as The Only in room. The token Black friend. The token Black body in the office. Or, as the great Shonda Rhimes cleverly coined us across industry: F.O.D.s (First. Only. Different.).

It is hard to miss the many parallels between our experiences. Though in as many ways as our stories are similar, they diverge primarily on the fundamental characteristics of gender and of a certain socioeconomic privilege. However, even in these seemingly narrow divides between two otherwise similar millennials lies a multitude of nuanced experiences that defy any notion of a monolithic Black identity. As one of the many titles he considered for this book suggests, Black Boy, Silver Spoon (which I happened to like), Cole comes from a world of privilege that I wasn’t exposed to until well after college. A biracial Black girl who grew up in a working-class white town in California, I did not summer on Martha’s Vineyard, nor did I have access to private school education, or the elite Jack and Jill circles he was born into. And yet, I relate deeply to the in-betweenness that Cole writes about.

I have always believed in and championed young voices for their ability to convey something about the world that we might not otherwise see. While his adult life is only just beginning, Cole’s writings chart a specific kind of coming of age that explores the arc of coming into one’s consciousness and finding a voice of one’s own. A voice that, for the first time, strives to articulate itself without compromise, while embracing all the competing parts that make up its whole. This is a story of one young man’s journey to develop and define a strong, affirmed Black identity in a world that wanted to define that for him. I, for one, find that to be a very brave and important act.





A NOTE

TO THIS DAY, I wrestle with what to call the thing you’re holding, how best to convey what it contains. It isn’t a memoir, though it’s often about me. It isn’t a study, though it’s often about others as well. It isn’t an anthology, though it has much of that same stitched-together, patchwork appearance. It isn’t academic, objective, or authoritative.

What it is is a scrapbook, a collection of stories—some mine, some not. I compiled the stories over hours of formal interviews and years of informal encounters with people like me.

Token: a member of a minority group included in an otherwise homogeneous set of people.1

These are the collected stories of tokens and the world of white wealth we operate in. In some cases, names and identifying details have been altered. Taken together, I hope the stories provide some insight into the lives we lead.
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MY KIND OF PEOPLE

A BLACK BOY ON a white porch, flanked by white sand, white people, and a tequila shot (blanco). I’m on vacation. It’s spring break (woot, woot!) and Juicy J blares in the house behind me, overtop of the palm’s rustlings. Three months ago, my college roommate asked me if I’d join him and his family in the Bahamas this year. Of course, I’ll join you and your family in the Bahamas this year, Andrew! So, earlier this week, I boarded two planes and one speedboat to arrive at the porch I excused myself to moments ago. It is beautiful here, but these pale beaches and swirling seas backdropped a squeamish first dance with paradise.

I jittered with anticipation on day one, floating up to this bucolic scene. A man greeted our group, his dark lips parting for pearly whites. He lassoed us to shore, then he steadied each one who stepped off the vessel. Tattered tee, sandals nearly worn away, slim but defined, with veins snaking his forearms; his bright smile guided us to shore. Welcome to the Bahamas! Is it your first time? As a matter of fact, it is! Island hospitality at its finest. He didn’t offer his name and I didn’t ask. He shook my hand—four fingers forward, three pumps, wrist uncocked —then gave the others the same. By then, one of his mates had joined us, same dark complexion, but pudgy and stouter. This man sherpa’d our bags into a nearby trunk. I reached for mine, but he shooed me away. If you insist. I climbed in and we rolled on, but my gaze followed the men as they trailed off and settled back into themselves. I saw the way they mimicked, joked, and nudged; dapped each other up and brought it in for the real thing. Such a shame, I thought, that they must stow these selves away when my hosts are near.

Our driver steered us through a shimmering town. It hugged the coastline, its white-blasted cottages made unique by colored shutters. Tourists crawled over the place—jogging, ordering lemonade, checking watches to see if it was time to drink yet. Some waved. An invisible border came and went, and we left the town behind, entering a far shabbier section. I learned later that blow-ins deemed the inhabitants of this island the Locals. Their chocolatey skin flagged to which side of the line they belonged. To the right, an open grill wafted the scent of searing meat, a few brothas sprinkled about its vicinity slumped into plastic chairs. Madame grill master summoned us over with a spatula, calling out something indecipherable, but we ignored her entreaties. Further down the road, a family huddled near each other. A stick-figure of a girl stumbled out to the street playfully as we sputtered past, her mother eyeing us from the patchy shoulder, an infant boy in her arms—unblemished, inky skin like his momma’s. Pavement turned to dirt turned to rock and sand as we carved our way through thick bush. When we emerged, an oasis sat on the other side. Home sweet home.

Days bled together, and soon certain features felt familiar. The island is small, so small that a couple days is enough to encounter all the other sun-soakers she harbors. Casual bonds come and go, as vacation pals crawl from the sea, doomed to vanish from memory when the tide of reality returns. Soon after arriving, I became nighttime besties with dozens of these recent migrants. I knew few by name but many by nickname or reputation. I knew all by face. By my calculations, I was the only Black tourist here.

Mostly, Manhattan elites flock here, an entire universe of power and wealth that existed fictitiously as recently as last week.2 There are Republicans, and white liberals, and women with tastefully done nose jobs, and men with pot bellies that they carry proudly the same way that their grandfathers’ grandfathers strode forward from ivory palaces in France and England. There are flowy haircuts, and paisley swimsuits, and buoyant buildings referred to as boats for modesty’s sake. One thing there is not? Prosperity for Black folk. Its absence has made me increasingly uncomfortable in a place so starkly divided.

In the course of our daily routines, few forces prove strong enough to lure us out of bed—exploration, flirtation, the beach. Early on, we learned another Georgetown student was around here somewhere, a girl a few years younger who was vacationing in her family’s home. We dropped by. Despite its compactness, every new turn on this island revealed hidden glories lovelier than the last. I didn’t know the girl well and had never met her folks, but how warm and welcoming they all were to me, a stranger in their midst. No, I’m fine, thank you. . . . Yes, it is my first time. . . . It has been absolutely wonderful, thank you. . . . No, I’m from Philly actually.

We toured the grounds. The girl’s great-grandmother bought this house. The family provided verbal CliffsNotes on its history. What year was that again? . . . Oh wow, that far back, huh. I stilled my responses to nods and uh-huhs, not knowing what to contribute. I recalled the portraits of the European military men in the house we stayed in, with whom her great-grandmother may have shared a voyage, traveling with conquest on the brain. I remembered what little Pop had told me of my own great-grandfather, born in 1869, son to a slave. It seemed a downer to mention what my people had been up to at the time.

The tour moved on. Renovations were stalled—the dock or the kitchen or the something or the other. You wouldn’t believe how long it takes to get things done in this place. A clueless nod in agreement. But then, a pivot to the upside. Gratitude. How fortunate were we all to escape here in the first place? It’s almost hard to believe, I chimed back in. We took turns praising, in an off-the-cuff sort of way, the utopia we’d happened upon. Others echoed. It’s so . . . authentic! Unlike vacations past, wasted at other mondo resorts littering the tropics. So grateful to have come upon something so real.

My unease leapt to the surface. Two days gone by and I’d scoured the island’s beaches and inland alcoves. Where, I wondered, was all this authenticity hiding? Surely not in the forty-four-dollar quesadilla I purchased and ate for lunch, against my better judgment.3 It couldn’t have been the Scottish gin, nor the Swedish tonic. Kitesurfing? Kanye West? Cocaine? Which of these did the Arawak and Caribbean peoples add to our spring break zeitgeist?

Those questions too seemed like downers. I filed them away.

The tour concluded. We said our see you later’s. No need to make plans. We’d bump into each other one way or another.

Hours slipped away, roasting in the convection heat. Can you get my back? We alternated turns shuttling snacks and entertainment from home to seashore. Dinnertime approached. Left with an hour to kill (’round here, poor time is always killed, never spent), Andrew and I ambled along the beach, having fallen behind the rest of our crew. After a near-perfect few days, I was enchanted by the place, just as he warned I would be. Yet a question nagged, left me unsettled. Why was it, I wondered aloud, that people paid such astronomical sums to come here, specifically? It’s beautiful, of course, special even, but there’s a million beautiful, special specks dotting the Atlantic. Cole, I gotta imagine there’s some weird slave-master fetish at work here.

Ah, so I hadn’t lost my mind. Or perhaps we both had.

Andrew doesn’t miss much. That, and his innate inability to give a fuck what people think, is what’s drawn me to him since we met freshman year. He’s of a waspy caste but regards it with the utmost skepticism, as all should regard the forces that mold them. I’ve never known him to take this side of life too seriously. But his observation, delivered in a tone so matter-of-fact, cast him off from that community. I questioned if that distance had been earned. What did it say of the man, my close friend, that he could instinctively pinpoint the perversion of those others? Others so similar, in so many ways, to himself ?

But soon, a more pressing question intruded: What did it say of me?

If he was right, we were meant to play opposite roles in this production. Colonizer and indigenous. Massa and nigga. Visitor and Local. Yet here I was frolicking about with the gall to enjoy myself. My people were out there beyond the dirt road, sandwiched between his family’s oasis and the coastline. Must I escape to them? Was each moment spent in the presence of Andrew and his family a betrayal of the Locals, my own distant relations?

The hazy heft of it all stayed with me through the night. It clouded my brow through the dinner, the pregame, and the earliest moments of our time at the local bar, until rounds of tequila shots produced a fog of another kind. But then the question crept back when I woke the next morning, head pounding from it and other influences. I laced up my sneakers to run it off. And that’s how I found her.

I ran. Off the porch. Down the dirt. Past the makeshift BBQ joint. Turned along the beach. Dirt. Pavement. Locals. Locals. Tourists. Tourists. Wait. Could it be? A woman, Black even from a distance. Sun-kissed brown skin, only one shade darker than my own, but smooth like putty. A colorful sundress draped her frame and gold trinkets glinted off her wrists—the uniform of the tourist class. She rested comfortably under the arm of her beau, a precisely quaffed white man who himself looked like an Italian model. The two fit so snugly they might melt into each other. I craned my neck to keep my eyes fixed on her, but right-foot, left-foot was complicated in my thoroughly hungover state, and a crack in the pavement sent me tumbling to earth. I shot my eyes up before rising, praying she hadn’t noticed, then felt a pang of remorse when indeed, she hadn’t. She was unshakeable—totally at ease. Her comfort was captivating.

My savior! My totem! A sign in desperate times. I weighed the wisdom of sprinting over to her right then, the way our people do when few in number. How lovely it would be to learn her name but call her sista instead, then to half-jokingly lament our shared, picturesque predicament. I started, but she and her man were fixed in a moment too serene to interrupt. I scurried along, storing her away in my mind, filling the space where confusion recently perched. She, I knew, would be the one to reassure me of my place in this space. This island would bring us back together soon. But even soon would not be soon enough.

The day dragged on after her. The routine of it, for the first time, felt sluggish. Just when I thought I might go mad, there she was again, seated at the restaurant when we entered for dinner. I perked up at the sight of her, tried not to let the others sense my excitement. I chose a seat at the end where I could face her through the meal. She sat just one table away from our group, close enough that I could hear the soothing hum of her voice when she ordered her filet, medium rare, with asparagus on the side instead of mashed potatoes. Where was the quiver of deference I’d heard in my own minor requests? Who knew they allowed substitutions in this joint! She instructed, smiled, laughed, and enchanted freely, bewitching me all along.

I flipped channels constantly between my table and hers. I waited, eager for the wave that would invite me to approach. So many questions bubbled up inside me, and her comfort was at their heart. How was she so at ease in this place? So unlike me; Alice in a tropical rabbit hole.

I fantasized through appetizers, but then the entrees came. The restaurant warmed up. And she removed the silk headscarf that she’d let swing across her forehead and down the nape of her neck. For the first time I saw her hair, close-cut and bleached blonde. I was dumbfounded. The woman I’d so carefully imagined wore her hair natural in tight curls or spun-up dreads. She was a frontline revolutionary. She was going to bridge me to that affirmed Black identity I’d forgotten to fit into my carry-on, abandoned back in DC. The fantasy I’d thrown myself into ever since that morning’s stumble lay shattered around my feet.

I reassembled the pieces. I could forgive. We were in this thing together after all. I desperately needed her to remind me who I was. What I was. She wouldn’t have to offer much. A thin grin, a knowing nod, a wink, any of those silent notes of solidarity our people had sent each other for centuries. I just knew she had it waiting for me, that those brown eyes were as eager to lock with mine as mine were hers, filling us both with longed-for familiarity.

Servers cleared dinner, served dessert, cleared dessert. Nothing.

The anticipation rose into my throat; I croaked when conversation turned to me. One more chance. Our group stood to leave the restaurant. Party time. I walked as though inching down the gangplank. She needed to recognize me. Slower now. Arc your path. Come up behind her man. Brush up past her shoulder. Make yourself seen!

A glance toward, a glance away. Not a trace of recognition, of we’re in this together. I strode out of her life before she’d ever entered mine.

What the bougie was that!? The floodgates breached, and fury poured in. Who did she think she was? To stand me up, the audacity. It was that white man of hers who had turned her, I reassured myself. She’d strayed too far away, and these white folk had captured her. It wasn’t comfort that I saw, it was duplicity. She’d forgotten our common language. Snubbed me? I snubbed her! How could I ever have mistaken her for one of us?

We rolled the golf cart down the block and to the bar. I half-collapsed through the doorframe, finding a welcome reprieve in more tequila shots. Plus, other girls from other colleges with spaghetti straps and long eyelashes. Another round? Absolutely. Text me tomorrow! Will do.

Liquor has a way of driving the scenic route before returning you to your problems. Hours of parodied dance battles passed, and I stepped out to the balcony in need of a reset. I’d caught myself glancing at the entryway every minute since I’d entered. Despite my resignation, some part of me hoped, even expected, that she would burst through the door any moment. She would make a beeline for me, provide some totally rational explanation for the cold shoulder, then we’d go about the business of confiding in one another. Thank God, I thought I was the only one, she’d say.

I scanned the street below hoping to find her swaying her way up it. No such luck. But then, just as I was about to plunge back into the drunken fray, I heard a scraping cackle that drew me back to the balcony’s edge. It belonged to one of a handful of local guys across the road, loosely assembled, trading low punchlines and loud laughter. I Tom-peeped for a moment longer than was appropriate and smiled along. I spied myself in them too. They reminded me of my boys from back in high school and the rapid-fire shit talk we exchanged. The icy glares they shot at onlookers, the way they crumbled to bent-over belly laughs, only to snap back as though the joy evaporated before their very eyes. I knew the steps to that dance.

I heavy-footed down the stairs, stumbling on the last but catching myself and recovering quickly. I staggered wavily in their direction, not looking at the group, but not not looking either. Waiting for one of them to glance and our eyes to catch. To fire off that head nod that I’d suppressed for days. To be recognized. But nothing. A glance toward. A glance away. I hooked a left for the golf cart, suddenly nervous.

I dropped into the driver’s seat and made a show of searching the dash and the gap where the glove box would be. I don’t know what I looked for, but it wasn’t in my pockets either. Oh well. Now to rise and catch them nonchalantly on the way b—

What the fuck you doing?

That bass could only belong to one of them. A gruff greeting, I assumed, to match their raspy chortles. I perked up, turning with a smile. A dark, round man with sagging jowls and the makings of a beard splattered across his face haphazardly. His cartoon-like features were nearly inviting, until I met those eyes. They were ablaze. The nod he gave was not the one I’d longed for. It signaled look down. I followed his eyes to his chin and to the chrome pistol he gripped, pointed at my belly. Sandwiched between his belly and mine so as to remain invisible to any onlooker who might stray onto the balcony and look down.

Whoa, whoa brotha, what’s good?

What’s good was I’d climbed into the wrong cart. His cart. All these damn things were the same model, I couldn’t have been the first to make the mistake. I motormouthed an apology. I even shot off a slight smile, hoping to rekindle the lighthearted man I’d first seen. Silly, drunk Cole, my eyes pled.

Get the fuck outta here. Run back upstairs, boy.

The gun was overdone. He seemed to know that. He sheathed it and stepped aside. But boy stung, as he intended. If he understood my intention, his expression didn’t show it. The rest of his crew collected around us by then, muttering warnings, daring me to respond. I kept my eyes low, moved between them sheepishly.

I followed the man’s instructions and clambered up the steps to the happy-go-lucky world above. My time grew fuzzy quickly. More drinks and a few slurred you wouldn’t believe what just happened’s banished the encounter. The night was young and there was still nectar left to be drawn from it.

But the next day the incident returned from exile, when one of the mothers we were traveling with brought it up over lunch. I heard what happened last night. At first, it didn’t register. But her grim demeanor brought flashes of the moment back. She was referring to the gun, how rattled I must’ve been in its wake. I laughed that off and assured her I was just fine. Not the first time I’ve been threatened with a gun, and compared to the last, this was a breeze.

That was actually true. It wasn’t the gun that threw me; it was the gaze. I’ve stumbled about this island for days now, praying my people—the other tourist, the Locals—would find something familiar in me. Yet when my eyes finally met theirs, only aggression came back. There was no recognition between me and his crew. No laughing off the mistake and departing as pals. Only the instruction to run along, as though nothing but folly could’ve pulled me to their orbit in the first place. Are these my people at all?

Or actually, more accurately, am I theirs?

Now hindsight proffers memories through kaleidoscopic lenses. I recall my arrival to this paradise and the greetings they offered. Those handshakes and smiles were reserved for the visitors who expected as much; reserved for the foreigners who paid for as much. Can’t you see me? I want to shout back, Dap me up Goddammit! I had assumed they ignored me because foreigners were near; now I realized that to them I was the foreigner.

Then the blonde-headed beauty with the brown, baby-oil skin. I was looking for her to supply what I was missing—an assuredness in belonging in this place, in our own bodies. I saw her golden bleached hair as a betrayal of our common ground, but perhaps it was a confirmation. She knew who she was and knew who I wasn’t as well. Maybe she saw the duplicity in me that I accused her of. And maybe she was right.

And finally, the macho Local with steel to scare, telling me to run along as if I’d taken a wrong turn when stumbling into his reality. His world, in his mind, was not a place I belonged nor had ever known.

I am forced to confront a frightening truth. Perhaps it’s not them, it’s me. Perhaps I truly belong to neither side of this world.

I look to one end of it and see Andrew and his family. They have welcomed me in with a warm embrace, fed me, and provided a place to rest my aching head when overwhelmed by the hard work of partying. But I don’t feel one with them. I can’t. I can never be my travel companions because never in history have I been my travel companions. It would have been unthinkable for my great-grandfather to purchase one of these grand manors, just as it’s unthinkable today for most all of my kind to ever see these shores. Despite their graciousness, I resist the space they offer in their midst.

The space that I rush to instead repels me. Am I not Black the way these Bahamians are Black? My instinct and desires say I am, but clearly I’m not in their eyes. I know the compassion, care, and understanding carried in You good, brotha? well enough to feel its absence when it’s not offered. The bed I rest in and the roof that shields it scream loudly for all to hear where my loyalties lie. The chocolatey woman who creeps into my room midmorning, silently cleaning up my careless mess, or the others who poured and served those very tequilas in beachside bars last night all bear witness, You are not one of us. Who am I to claim otherwise?

And then I realize that I am well acquainted with this ambivalence. I’ve forgotten it for a time, but this was the high school struggle. The middle school struggle. I thought I’d left it there. Filled out my personhood and decided where I landed. Yet here I am, three years, two flights, and one speedboat away, and that same conflict comes creeping back, demanding once again that I stake a claim.

Perhaps there is a third way—to project my ambivalence onto the world, to accept that I am wholly outside of, or equally in-between, these two possibilities. Safe and sensible. I must be both or neither, certainly not one or the other. Perhaps I am my own thing, a token, a greyboy, which is to say a mutt, or one caught in the between place.

But that too wreaks of betrayal. Am I allowing this island’s gentle breeze to caress me out of my Blackness? Should I not say it loud, I’m Black and I’m proud!? And would the words carry any weight without those around to echo my chant?

Any comfort there is to be had then resides in one final truth: I am not entirely alone. There are others who faced the same dilemma and have found their way to live with it. Perhaps they are my people.


How do you sound, your words, are they yours? The ghost you see in the mirror, is it really you, can you swear you are not an imitation greyboy, can you look right next to you in that chair, and swear, that the sister you have your hand on is not really so full of Elizabeth Taylor, Richard Burton is coming out of her ears.

—Amiri Baraka







NOT REALLY BLACK

CRISSCROSSED ON THE CARPET, cousins gathered ’round, lights low. I sit up near the TV set, within its glow, close enough for Ma to warn against eyes getting fried. There are serious-looking men on the screen conjuring terms I don’t understand. The camera cuts between them, each spectacled and stern. I stare eagerly, gleaning what I can from their expressions: not much. Payne steps up—Daddy then—talking through the bushy caterpillar on his lip. I giggle and bubble with glee. The station is tuned to public access television—it’s hardly the Oscars—but it beams down from the mountaintop, and my father is what it shows.

So goes my first memory. One of few from the “city” I was born in. Fort Wayne, Indiana; America’s first vertebrae. Payne was a big fish in that pond.4 He was Moby Dick in the kiddie pool of my mind. He occupied that same screen where the big kids puppeteered Mario and Zelda, slinging eloquence, his suit fitting boxy with room the way suits did in the nineties. The population of my whole young world could be counted on munchkin fingers and toes and each of them was stacked in that living room, captivated.

The image struck me. It had impact. Like most young boys, in the early years, I shuffled myself into Dad’s image; placed each atom with intention; took seriously what he seemed to; crossed my legs and wore zip-up ties; walked with my shoulders first. He pressed his temple like Malcolm. I pressed my temple like him.
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