
The Shock of My Life

Ah ​h ​hhh! What the hell is go ​ing on?!

Why is my skin darker?!

Oh no, this can’t be Eric, 

This has to all be a bad dream.

Okay, get a hold of your ​self,

Let me smack my ​self and see what hap ​pens.

Ahhh damn, this is re ​al ​ity,

How did this hap ​pen? Why did this hap ​pen to me?!

As I’m star ​ing at my ​self in the mir ​ror in my bath ​room,

A bunch of things are run ​ning through my mind.

Is this some kind of sick joke be ​ing played on me?

I don’t get it, I’m a black man.

Okay, maybe it’s just my face and not the rest,

Ah ​h ​hhh! Oh my good ​ness! I’m black all over!

What the hell am I go ​ing to do?!

I can’t go to work like this, no freak ​ing way!

This isn’t good, not good at all,

There’s no way I can tell any ​one this.

Maybe I can just be black at home,

Go to sleep tonight and wake up to ​mor ​row back to nor ​‐
mal.

This can’t be some les ​son that’s be ​ing taught to me right?

I looked up to the man above and asked him this.

This is all start ​ing to make sense now,

All of those con ​ver ​sa ​tions I had with War ​ren.

See, War ​ren is my best friend, he’s a black man,

Who al ​ways tells me his ex ​pe ​ri ​ences that he deals with.
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I tend to take them like a grain of salt a lot of times,

Think ​ing to my ​self, it can’t be that bad to be black.

They have cre ​ated hip-hop cul ​ture, great mu ​sic,

Cre ​ated cloth ​ing brands, set trends, that’s the big ​ger pic ​‐
ture.

I un ​der ​stand that there are things that hap ​pen reg ​u ​larly,

But to sit here and be ​lieve all black men deal with it, hard

to com ​pre ​hend that.

Okay let me grab my wash cloth and try to wash my face,

Al ​right, it’s not com ​ing off, this is go ​ing to be my life.

I’m a black man for how ​ever long the man above sees fit,

This is go ​ing to be very in ​ter ​est ​ing, that’s for sure.

I called War ​ren to tell him what hap ​pened to me,

He def ​i ​nitely didn’t be ​lieve me and laughed out loud.

I told him to come to my house to see for him ​self,

To ​day, I was def ​i ​nitely go ​ing to be late for work.

When War ​ren got to my apart ​ment, I opened the door,

His jaw dropped and he was as ​ton ​ished at what is hap ​pen ​‐
ing right now.

He was speech ​less, didn’t know what to say,

It’s not like he could ask me how this hap ​pened be ​cause I

don’t even know.

All he could say is, wel ​come to his world and it’s go ​ing to

be crazy,

That he will be sure to make sure I ex ​pe ​ri ​ence every ​thing

he does.

Now things were about to get real, and now I was ner ​vous,

The fact that I don’t know what’s to come is what scares

me.

I live in a pre ​dom ​i ​nantly white neigh ​bor ​hood, not many
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black peo ​ple live here,

So be ​ing black in this neigh ​bor ​hood spells trou ​ble for me.
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