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By Ashley N


What we say seem to just get lost in space. 

Our opinions don’t get heard by the public. 

Is it because we don’t have fancy clothes or nice cars?

Is it because we don’t speak the way you think we should? 

Or is it the fact that we just don’t fit into your ‘perfect lives’? 

Well a matter of fact… we are all in this imperfect world, we are just as important as you and you’re really trying to discriminate against us? 

Wow! 

You must be kidding, thinking that you’re on to, when you’re really not 










Up

By Tashania B

Thinking it was just a dream. 
How racism is going around, less money for black schools, and raising the money for them. 
When will they wake up?  
Realize black is not being heard and see
White forcing black to be grey without right to blend. Blacks getting killed every day, gang bangers shooting, and suffocation under white wings that’s supposed to bless us one day. 
These suffering people need to be herd and need to speak up for themselves 
Black needs to be heard.
These thing in black lives need to be seen uncovered from cold files. 
People who are out there please step up and let’s be heard in life.
 Live, healthy and take air in. Hold fist up proudly.
I imagine protesters walking and speaking. Up.
Youth walking and speaking. Up.
Just Wake. Up. Please. 










I see a change in ChiRaq

By 

They call us chriaq 
Like Iraq a place of war 
But let me tell you this 
"Chiraq" is not just gang bangers, drug dealers, and crimes it's more than that. 
We got kids trying, thriving to let on our run down neighborhoods. Why are they giving money to white neighborhoods, I thought segregation was over I guess I thought wrong, I thought we were all equal in the eyes of God. 
Apparently not. 
Chriaq's not just abandoned buildings because through all those negative words against chiraq I see something positive I see people taking care of each other. That one lady who everyone calls auntie, friends laughing, children playing. 
We need to step up and stop being chiraq and be ChiROQ because we all rock together no matter what, Austin, Humboldt Park, South Shore, Chatham, Englewood, all the South side neighborhoods we rock together. 
Yesterday, today, tomorrow, and forever, we rock, ChiRoq, stand up because we're chiroq. 

I thought everyone was equal 
But doesn't my words matter 
You always jump to conclusion 
Why don't you sit down and listen 
Just because I am black does not mean that I got a gun up in my pocket 
That I've been doing drugs, that am a born criminal. Am better than that 
Why when I'm walking down the streets you stop me and beat me down instead of asking me what my goals in life are. Just because am black doesn't mean I don't have a future 
I mean I get your point we see black people killing black people. 
BOOM. You start to feel cold you feel like you getting then you realize that you’re on the floor.
But just because one person messes up doesn't mean I can't do better. 

Now, I wake up early in the morning thankful to be alive 
I can breathe in the wonderful breeze. 
I can look forward to another good day 
But at the same time am scared 
Scared of seeing all those wonderful things taken from me by a gun
Having my mother and sister cry 
No one to look up to as a big sister 
Thinking of that I just want to lock myself in the closet and never came out 
The feeling of your bright future being taken away by a 9mm gives you the chills. 
I once had a dream that I was walking all alone on a beautiful night 
As I approached my house I feel like someone's watching me 
I turn back and see no one so I pick up my pace trying to reach my house faster
A dark figure stops in front of me points something cold on my forehead 
His deep voice saying "give me your money"
I wake up breathing heavily thanking god it was just a dream and that he continues to protect me and my family.










Its’ My Life and I Live IT NOW. I want Black lives matter

By Tania S 

Its my life let me live it. Its my breath let me breath it. Its my voice let me use it. We all have a life that we should live. Let our parents cherish us but let us walk and be free. Don’t see us as the freaks, but as the next friend that you can meet.
Walk with me, laugh with me.
Get to know, even though were black and your white, your rich and were poor, we all feel the same and bleed the same so why treat us as were not human like you?
Don’t shoot and kill, but laugh and live.
You want your life we want ours too. Don’t just look on the outside can’t you understand we cry, laugh, and see just like you. We hope and pray like you, we are similar in many ways, but yet you seem to look away. 
We all hope and pray that one day you’ll see that we are human. Its our life let us live it. 
We walk out the houses with our hearts pounding scared to see what life has laid upon us.
 Were seen but not heard
Silent but deadly to you in the darkest hour, right? 
Nobody is watching you so don’t watch us 
Let my voice live on and be heard.




