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MAN SPEAKS:

I think there is a difference between a Caucasian person, and a white person. A
Caucasian person is one who's skin just happens to be lighter than yours. They are
just trying to get through life in America just the same as black people are, and
they don't treat you any different than anybody else. But a white person? When a
white person walks into the room or on public transportation, you can tell by the
way they look at you that they KNOW they're white and you're black. It's the
smugness in their face when they look at you. They come to events in our
community and act like they should have special treatment, or some merit badge
for coming off their high horses and spending an evening with the help. And
when you enter into majority white areas, they look at you like you're lost. What
you are about to hear, will not be pleasant for your ears. When I speak of white
America, I do not speak of every white citizen in America. I speak of the majority
of America, who influence the laws, while giving their consent to protect their
privilege. It's pretty much the same I feel about cops. I know they're not all
assholes. I know some who actually do a lot of good in the black community. If
my loved ones, or I, were in danger, I would surely call them. But as for the
majority of them, I don’t trust cops! I know it's harsh. I know it's wrong. But I
would not be true to myself if I stood here and told you that I trusted ANY cop
that I didn't know personally before he put on that badge. Any time I see that
uniform and badge I immediately go into a really dark place, and I begin to
unconsciously think about all the time those bastards have harassed me since I
was fourteen years old.

A few months ago, I had just left the barbershop, and I was headed to the Urban
World Film Festival. The year before was an amazing time with a lot of movers
and shakers...so I knew I couldn't walk up in there looking basic. I hit up H&M
for a new outfit, and I went in my closet and pulled out the "good shoes". It was
one of those days you look in the mirror and pop your collar. I was FRESH! Even
the ratchetivity of the New York City subway couldn't fuck with my swag. As Jay
Z’s “Beach is Better” blasted through my headphones, I glided down the steps to
the subway at 207th street like I was walking in slow motion in a music
video. Needless to say, I was feelin myself that day. I hit the bottom of the steps,
and I was immediately stopped in my tracks by the police table at the bottom of
the subway. Three white officers and one black stood at a table with a sign that
said “NYPD will be conducting random bag searches. All searches are
random. We do not need your permission to search your property”. The two
white guys in front of me walked through the turn-style with ease, butl
froze. And in that moment, past experiences rushed into my head like it was
yesterday.

I was driving one night in Pittsburgh. Pulled up to a stop sign behind a rustic-red
Chevy that was going 15 miles an hour, on a 20 mile an hour street. I stayed
patient for two blocks. The shit got annoying so I went around him. After that,
he began to speed up. So I sped up to get away from him. He began to speed

up again, pulling up close to my bumper. Being very much aware of what
neighborhood I was in, I decided to punch it and get the hell out of there.



He sped up again, getting close to my bumper. This guy could be
anybody. Maybe it was the bloods from Garfield looking for a random person to
do a drive by on. After this four block chase, | pulled up to an intersection and
was surrounded by police squad cars. | had been followed by undercover cops.
The guy in the Chevy yanked my car door open. All of the other cops had their
guns drawn on me. As he pulled me out of my car, | heard him say OWhere the
fuck were you going so fast? Get your black ass on the fucking groundO. They
slammed me on the ground, one of the officers put his foot on the back of my
neck. Another officer put a gun to the back of my head and said OMove one inch
and I10Il blow your fucking head offO. They began to search my car. | informed
them that | wasnOta criminal. | said, Olm an actor and a teacherOOne of the
officers said OBullshitQ!1 told them if they looked one block down the street there
would be a billboard with my picture on it advertising my one man show. | tried
to convince them that | was Oone of the good onesOThey radioed to a squad car
to check it out. The squad car radioed back and confirmed it. They helped me off
the ground as the undercover officer said OSorry about the buddyO. He informed
me that a car had bea stolen, and my car fit the description. | was driving a 2003
Dodge Neon. Who the fuck risks getting caught by stealing a dodge neon. As he
gave me my license back, he left me with, what he thought was sound advice,
OStay out of troubleO.

| snapped back into the present with the possible police searchin the subway. |
began to sweat. My heart was pounding. | just knew | was going to get
searched. | stood straight up and did my OIOm one of the good onesO walk as best
as possible. As | passed the table with my new outfit and fresh haircut, | looked at
the officers and nodded my head. They stared at me until | walked through the
turn -style and proceeded to laugh about whatever they were laughing about
before. | sat down on the train. It felt as though | had just avoided a possible life
or death situation. | know that if they had chosen me, | would have expected an
answer as to why | was being stopped (which usually ends badly for black men
when encountering the police).

The two white guys were sitting on the train in front of me and | decided to ask
why they were so calm as they approached the police. One of them looked at me
with a confused face and said OBecause they had done nothing wrong and had
nothing to worry aboutO. They laughed it off and went back to their
conversation. Ironically enough, they both had on hooded sweatshirts, and | was
dressed-to-impress. | am sick and tired of walking around egg shells, and trying
to be less aggressive just to make them feel more emfortable. | started to ask
myself how | started this shitE.this apologizing for the color of my skin.  Why
did | immediately know what to do in that situation? The non-threatening smile
and walk was my default. | had done it before | even got a chance to
think. Thinking back to childhood, | remember many moments when | was out
with one of my friendOs parents.



Before we would walk into any public establishment, my friendOs mother would
always say, ODonOt go up in here showing y'all's colorO. It was something that was
imbedded into the men of my generation at a very young age.

When | was seventeen years old, | entered into a competition in Pittsburgh for
young black men called OThe Mister African American CompetitionO. It was a
chance to win $1000, feature articles in all of PittsburghOs newspapers, and to meet
a lot of cute girls in our sister pageant OMiss Black TeenageO. Well | won and |
remember it being one of the best nights of my life. The only thing that | never
liked about it was they made us smile throughout the evening. They made us
practice our smiles every Saturday leading up to the pageant. They told us that
we had to practice smiling, so as we walked down the street people wouldnOt be
sacred of us. We could come off as nonthreatening, and white women wouldnOt
be so scared to stand next to us on elevators.

| no longer care what white people think about me. EVERY race of people have
socio-paths who do horrible things, and | am tired of taking responsibilit y for the
individual black men who chose to live like animalsEwhile white boys are not
being treated like they could potentially shoot up an elementary school with an
AK-47. | don't give a damn whether white people believe these stories or
not. These things happen! You can justify it whatever way you want, but this shit
doesn't happen to white men. People act like racism is some huge dragon
that lives up in the Hills of the deep south. Racism is just a fantasy of superiority.
It's a bed time story that America told its children over and over again and they
forgot to tell them it was all a lie.

And because white people have never experienced the lower end of the stick of
racism, they can't fully recognize when it is and isn't happeningEyet they have so
much to say about whether or not it still exists. The victims blaming of this

countries most recent vile racial crimes shows that white people arenOt really tired
of racism. White people are tired of OtalkingO about racism. They want us to look
at Barack Obama, Michael Jordan, and Oprah Winfrey and believe that everything

is ok with us because those three made it Therefore racism must be over.

Whether white America wants to acknowledge it or notEthings are very lopsided
in this country. If we keep ignoring race in this country, something bad is going
happen. If black men do not start getting treated as men, if the police do not start
treating us with respect in our own communities, if we don't start receiving some
justice at the hands of these brutal murders of unarmed black boys,Eour patience
WILL run outEand it can possibly steer this country into another civil war. If the
police will not protect us, then it is time for us to start protecting ourselves. Lights
down.
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The stage is dark
except for a spot that
is downstage center.
A light skinned black
man (early 40's)
enters stage left and
he starts pacing back
and forth in the
spotlight. He is
wearing jeans, a black
T-shirt and carrying a
backpack.

So | was gonna go, and then | wasn't gonna go and
then...well | decided to go, buwas...l was just
gonna bring my camera and take pictures and listen.

The man removes a
DSLR camera from
his backpack.

It was a community discussion about Ferguson and
the current state of black men in America, and |
was...l was afraid it was just gaato turn into

another us against them, black versus white, never
ending argument. And | was also hesitant, because |
didn't think | would have anything to share, cause I've
got all these holes, holes in my identity, from the lack
of black culture, blackx@eriences, black role

models, I've got all these holes.

(Pause)

A friend of mine recently sent me this cartoon called
"The Talk", on the left it showed a white kid with

wide innocent eyes, whose dad was having a talk with
him and there were cartoon spbdubbles of birds

and bees floating above their heads. On the right there
was an image of this little black boy with wide, fear
filled eyes, having a talk withis dad and in the

bubbles abové#ieir heads, was a gun and lady
liberty....... | got the birdand bees talk...from my

white dad, never got the other one.

(Pause)



The stage lights come
up and he walks
downstage right of a
chair.

In my mind, I half expected the Ferguson discussion
to be filled to the rafters, hot and humid with angry
people screaming, fists raised, in a heated frenzy! But
what I found was a diverse group of eight or ten
people, sitting quietly in a circle of chairs. But still, I
decided to fall back into the corner, and just take
pictures.

The man picks up his
camera and starts
shooting and then
eventually he sits
down, holds his
camera in his lap and
nods and smiles
politely at the people
around him.

The energy was...calm, but like the calm before the
storm calm. It kinda felt like we were waiting for
something; people, passion, anger, answers...hope. A
brief announcement was made, a welcome and
invitation to use the space and the time to share our
truth. After an agonizing moment of silence, it began.
A woman near the front spoke with intensity and
clarity, a restrained river of anger and pain flowing
beneath every word. A women near her, exploded,
her frustration with society collected on the walls like
beads of perspiration. A woman to my right talked
about her fear for the lives of her unborn sons, and
then she started to cry. This man to my left spoke
about the fact that his master’s degree and high
ranking job served as a flimsy shield against racial
profiling. And a young man to my right said that he
felt that the media was the culprit, in consistently
depicting negative images of black men in TV and in
Film. And then a woman...a white woman sitting
straight ahead, I'm giving her a qualifier because she
went out of her way to announce that she was Italian;
she spoke about getting stopped and frisked at the
airport several times...four to be exact.



She spoke about the intense humiliation as they rifled
through her belongings; she talked about feeling like
a criminal. She said on the fourth occasion she asked
them wtly they singled her out. They told her that she
fit a profile.

(Pause)

And then she saiceVerybodygets singled out at least
once in their life, itQsotabout race, wall go
through it."

The man puts his
camera down and sits
up straight.

(quickly)
And then my voice leapt forth from my chest before |

had a chance to grab it.

The man leans
forward.

(loudly)
ARE YOU FUCKING SERIOUS?!

The man covers his
mouth and sits up.

(to himself)
Shit! Did | just say that?

The man nods,
gathers himself and
leans forvard in his
chair with confidence.

What we're talking about here is consistency,
Repetitiveprofiling...Constant
harassmentConsistencyAnd what you're saying is
S0.....S0 dismissive!

The man tilts his head
to the left as if
listening and then sits
up straight.

10
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She asked me to explain sow she was being
dismissive.

The man leans forward
again.

Because when you're talking about issues of race, you
can't just say that we all go through the same thing...

(quietly)
Because we don't.

The man sits up and
tilts his head again.

She said she was just trying to have an honest
discussion about race, that she wasn't trying to
dismiss anyone's experience.

The man leans in
again.

(quietly)
Dismissal steps quietly.

(Pause)

I was adopted by white parents and raised in an all-
white, middle-class community and outside of my
never ending identity crisis, my early life experience
as a black American was extremely safe, extremely
protected and extremely dismissed. When I was as a
kid, maybe eight, which was around the time that my
racial differences were really starting to fuck with my
head, I would try so hard to articulate my feelings to
my mom and dad, but they just didn't have the
experience or understanding to support me. There
was this incident at school, where a kid was reading
from a history book about Africa and he
mispronounced the River Niger, you know how that
ended, and all the kids turned towards me and
snickered and my spirit just melted all over the floor.



I went home that day crying and my parents
responded with, "oh they didn't mean to hurt you",
"when I was a kid, I had goofy hair and the kids made
fun of me too". And my all-time favorite "Color.
Doesn't. Matter".

The man snaps his
fingers.

Dismissed!

The man sits up and
looks to his left.

A woman to my left angrily shouted that white people
always want dismiss what they can't see!

The man turns to the
right.

And then a man to my right said if profiling wasn't
real then there are a whole lot of delusional black
men wondering the streets.

The man looks
straight ahead.

And then a woman straight ahead said that there is
not one black person in this room that has not
experienced some kind of issue with racial profiling,
it’s an epidemic! And if you can't see that you're
blind!

The man
contemplates
something for an
uncomfortable
moment and then
leans in slowly.

(quietly)
I haven't.



The man takes a deep
breath.

(cautiously)
I'm forty threeyears old and I've never been stopped
and frisked, I've never been accosted by the police,
profiling has...not been part of my experience.

The man looks down
for a moment and
gathers his thoughts.

I've been imagining lately how | would even react if |
everwas stopped and frisked. What would that feel
like as a forty three year old black man what was
raised with middleclass white privilege, how the hell
would that end up? I've been having a lot of
conversations about this lately, questioning black
friends about their experiences with racial profiling. |
even called my parents and asked them if | ever
brought up any incidents, but their memory banks
came up empty too. The more | read and watched
what was going on in Ferguson, and in the rest of the
county, | started to feel disconnected from my race
because of my inability to relate to the experiences of
other black men, and it kinda made me feel...like a
fraud....... | remember a few years ago, in Brooklyn,
someone gave my partner a copy of Thde Black
Book, it was a survival guide for black males in the
U.S. He said some lady gave it to him because there
were important things in it for him to know. He left it
on the bookshelf and one afternoon, | picked it up,
wondering what words of wisdom were itirRg

inside. What | found were critical rules for the black
man; what to do when confronted by the police. | put
it away, because | felt like it had nothing to do with
me.

(Pause)
And that disturbed me, it really did. | was speaking
with my therapist abat all of this and she was
shocked, not about my feelings necessarily, but about
the critical pieces missing from my past.
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As a black woman who had raised five black boys,
she was worried about me, because as she observed,
I'd been dodging the butkeof societal targeting all

my life, and she was concerned that | wasn't prepared,
that my parents had not prepared me. The image of
dodging these bullets all my life really stuck in my
mind.

(Pause)
But can you dodge bullets that you can't even see?

Theman pauses for a
moment.

A few months ago, | was walking around the lake
with my partner. He's bigger than me and darker than
me and has an altogether polar opposite experience
with race then | do. There was a white woman
standing near us at a crosswalkgd when the light
changed, she bolted and he immediately stated that
she was trying to get away from him. | stopped for a
moment and tried to process what he said because it
wasn't what | saw at all. | asked him why he always
thought white people weremaing from him and
looking at him negatively. | said that maybe he
should consider that the woman was just late for an
appointment or running behind for work and that he
had no proof that she ran because he was black. She
may have been, she may not haverhdut what was
real were his feelings and he was angry and hurt
because

(Long pause)

The man drops his
head.
| dismissedhis feelings.

(Pause)
And you know what was really going on? | was
upset, because from one black man to another, |
couldn't understand what he was feeling, and |
thought I should, and | felt those holes inside me,
those gaping holes and | fell right inside one.
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The man looks up.

But the thing about holes is that you always know
when you've fallen into one. So I dragged myself
out and stopped at the side of the lake for a
moment to breathe...and then I told him what I
wished that my parents would have said to me
when on so many occasions when I was a child; I
told him that although I couldn't relate to what he
was feeling, I heard him and I was sorry.

(Long pause)
Cause that's where the healing begins...that's where it
begins.

END OF
PLAY



They Shootin! or I aint neva scared: A reverberation in 3 parts
By Idris Goodwin
October 9, 2014
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[ cant open the pane into the house
because then I got a pissed off

bird in my living room

so [ go outside

it’s after midnight
and chilly

[ am wearing baggy sweats
unlaced boots,
a sweat shirt

[ fumble with the window

the bird more frantic,

banging and

pecking and

flapping its wings against the glass

It’s dark
and [ am a hooded black man fucking around with
a window outside a white house in an floating ivory palace

a well meaning city of literature
this lowa city, this university town
where [ have been pulled over so many times I have a PHD in talking to cops

[ take my hoodie off, the night crisp air
is dark and so am I

thump and bang
pecking and flapping
terrified

fumbling my hands, trying to conceal the flathead screwdriver

[ more I try to free this animal
the more imprecise my fingers

when a car rolls by, I stop,
dart into the garage

my mind flutters
The image of tattered flags blowing
gently- swaying



I focus instead on the window

wedging it from the outside

like the imaginary home invaders I fear

the mob of white l[owans who suddenly

have a change of heart

who look to decorate their own telephone poles

a car rolls by

slow,

daring me to go back to the window
rusty,

face another day of hooded sweatshirts
and bloody headlines

thump and bang

against the glass

Part Two: 4 true race man

I'm at a high school somewhere in rural lowa
Doing my spoken word thing

After my performance a young high schooler asks me:

Does it always have to be about race?
I'd love to say “absolutely not”

That I ignore the fact

that the middle aged lady in Kentucky who said colored people

mistook me for the other black
guy in the room

[ wanna be eternally hopeful

18

the young high school student just asked me if had to be about race and I really wanna

say

“From hence forth [ will stop cataloging the crimes of white people
stop writing about the dead and martyred for the sake of the children

and for their future”

But that’s not what I'm going to say



[ will say

“Yes.
None of this is theoretical
the skin is real

the skin is a passport
it can be revoked
stamped

expire

it can be broken
the skin is the body’s largest organ

Young man, Its always about race because I helped create a child

In a wilderness that devours black,

this wild that waits, right now
ready to tunnel through the air at skin shattering velocity

[ am full of theories
and I see boogie men
But the thing is: they’re real

so everyday | wake up ready, with curled fist
squeezing the life out of hope

Its about race because I am here at your all white school
To present my diverse perspective

Because your school paid me to do so

Because they were given a grant to promote such activity
Why? Why am I here today if not to talk to you about race”

And he will heamyquestion
he will think before he awers

And the grant his school received to bring me here today
Will have been money well spent

And | will leave 3
Rewriting everything | wish 10d saidifferently

Part Three: They shootinO!

| am walking through thgrass
Underneath an endless sky

19



There is not a building
Nor airplane
No Freeway or Gas station

There are no Human beings in sight

Just breeze
And the tall grass
And the clouds

It’s beautiful
And I am walking though the scenery doesn’t change

In the distance I begin to see these masses
they are large, dark and still

As I walk the focus tightens

But they’re still a blur

More or less

And just a few steps before my eyes will adjust
And fully identify them

I hear the steel tracks receive kinetic rotation
A smoke billowing whistle

And I turn to see the train blow by
And I hear a voice scream the unintelligible
Then another and another

And then one after another after another
Rifles clutched in hands
peek out from every window

And I open my mouth to yell
And sounds emerge but it’s not my native tongue
It is strange and different

The rifles speak their language
Hurling epitaphs prodding
the bodies to run and fall

I can hear the laughter from the train

The counting, and daring and betting to see how many more
Than last time

counting up numbers with each shot

20



The bodies fall around me

The locomotive thinks itOs shooting buffalo

But theyOre killing men for sport

To harm a community they want gone

Whose land they wish to demolish and lay morekisaipon

But itOs okay
IOm just dreaming
| have to be

Who else would leave such a mountain of flesh
Stockpile so many skulls
Who would take aim at defenseless mammals

Stain these blades of grass

Sin in the wide upon
Underneath the gaze of the endless sk
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NIKKI, in a confessional.

NIKKT
Making love to me was the equivalent of what? Phone sex?
Less than twelve hours earlier, he hikes up my mini and
hoists me up on the kitchen sink and, well...you know. And
then we talk sweet everythings in each other’s ears and he
whispers real clear "I love you." And in joy we fall asleep.
And it’s good. Like all the problems, the deceit, the not
listening, the blow ups are all history. And we are back.
In the pocket.. And then. Morning comes. And as he’s
picking up his clothes. And not looking me. And as I roll
over still in post-coital bliss and trying to pull him in to
me one more ‘gin, he lays the sermon on me. "Last night was
a mistake, I was drunk." And when I question what he means
he says that making love to me was the equivalent of phone
sex. And he leaves. I lay there for a moment. Minutes.
Hours. Stunned in my nekedness. Pained in forgetfulness
remembering that this is the dude I’ve come to know him as.
I decide I'm going to give him a piece of my mind. I get to
his apartment door. "Act!"™ I say in my head. Play the game.
He answers the door and I am as pleasant as possible,
smiling from ear to ear. He makes me spaghetti in a frying
pan mixed with garlic and butter. We are peaceful. I eat it
happily. Maybe I won’t have to cuss him out for what he said
today after all. Maybe we can be calm and civil and dare I
say, loving? I ask him "Can we talk?" He says "No." "We
need to talk." "It’s always the same. You talk and talk and
I listen and listen and then we fight." I insist. He
resists. But I win. "After a year of being together, why
would you say our love making is like phone sex?" "Because
it’s true." "How can that be true when you say you love
me?" "I like you. A lot. But I don’t have passion for you.
You’re a good fuck, though." "Limp dick bastard!", I
scream. And.. he slaps me. I reel, dazed. Then kicks. I
reel, this time fighting in my mind to stay calm. I'm not
going to let his ugly win. He wrestles me to the ground,
puts me in a sleeper hold so I can’t breathe, wraps his
arms around my chest trying to squeeze the life out of me.
Then he says it. "Bitch." I switch. His ugly becomes me.
Slugs me. So I can barely breathe me cuz I'm too busy
fighting him biting him for my dignity. Through his front
door he pushes me. Onto Addison Street we spill. Good old
white boy Wrigleyville.

Still he slaps. Kicks. "Bitch." And no one steps in. No one
stops this white man. My white man. White boyfriend
sonavabastardman. From slapping/kicking/Bitchcalling little
BLACK me. Flashing lights. Sirens call. Yes! Po-po. Five-o.
From down on Halsted Street. Yes! I will be rescued.

Saved! " What’s the problem, sir?" My raving lunatic

white boyfriend becomes suddenly cool. "Well officer, blahdy

(MORE)



NIKKI (contOd)
blah blah blah blahdy blah, etcetera etcetera
couldnOt  hear a fucking word cuz IOm thinking, where did
that motherfucker go that was just beating the shit out of
me? The blahdy blahs stop and | wait patiently for the
officer to turn to me. Address me. Ask me what happened
Miss. Offic er Snow never once asked little BLACK me what was
the problem maOam. From my white manOs word Officer Snow and
all his boys swoop down on me like white on rice. My
breathing becomes shallow, quick, from the weight of these
six, yes, six, white, yes white, cops, | keep screaming, '
canOt breathe! | canOt breatheI | canOt breathe!" A cop
shouts back "If you canOt breathe then how can you talk?" |
panic harder. So much so that even my white man boyfriend
gets scared "Please Sir.
She has panic attacks please sir, sheOs got an irregular
heart. Please, sir, tell your officers to get off her. .
SheOs only 115 pounds sir. Please sir, please." IOm
thinking, where was his empathy sympathy feeling me when he
was doing the same exact shit ? Now he cares? Still even his
pleas fall on silent ears, the visual to these cops of this
angry BLACK woman on this must - be innocent WHITE man clearly
has taken over. Cuffs cuff my wrists. They take my 115
pound cuffed BLACK ass and throw me in the back of the
squad car. | sit. Winded. Broken. Unclear of all that just
happen. Another white cop comes within inches of my face as
| am working my ass off to catch what little breath is left

in me. He says, "you want to go home or go to jail?" 1 open

my mouth to speak. Nothing comes out. He slams the car door

on my opened mouth. Carts me off to holding. Down on

Halsted Street. Where | am surrounded by more and more cops.

"You sure are a cute little thing." They say. "l canOt

believe you hit a cop, bit a cop..." | scream "I didnOt hit

a cop! DidnOt bite a cop! YouOre Iy|ngI "Whoa! Watch that

mouth you felsty little girl or IOIl add that to this list."
Another says, "YouOre just so damn cute" They repeat. "So

damn cute." Sweat on my brow i n the now | am afraid.

Anything can happen. They could beat me. Rape me. Kill

me...l choose my words carefully... "But officer," | say,

calming myself, trying to reason through whispered tears,

"l didnOt do anything. My guy beat the shit out me and

someone called the police and nobody asked me what

happened. They just sat on top of me. Six, yes six, cops

sat on top of me...I couldnOt breathe. | just couldnOt

breathe." They throw me back in holding and | keep

insisting on my phone call. At last | finally get one. |

didnOt call my family, or a close girlfriend. | call My

White Man because somewhere in me | know if need be they
gonna listen to him before my Black daddy. I try to tell him
that cops are eyeing me, looking at my breasts , the curve of
my hips, my ass and didnOt listen to

(MORE)



NIKKI (cont’d)
a goddamn thing I’'d said. He ignores my words, tells me
he’11 call my brother to come get me, and then hangs up the
phone. Dial tone. No care. No concern. When the fuck will I
ever learn? They return me to my holding cell. Later they
throw me in the back of a paddy wagon. They take me to a
woman’s facility. There are women cops. I think we are
sisters! I try to smile. Be nice. Be kind. You’re not like
these people, I hear in my head. You don’t belong here. They
take my fingerprints. Pose me for my mugshot. I smile, cause
why wouldn’t I? I'm taking a damn picture for posterity.
"You ain’t cute, bitch." A lady cop says to me. "Wipe that
fucking smile off your face." Another says. I learn real
quick that I have to jump hard. Play the animal. Or I will
get swallowed. "Empty your pockets." I comply with a snarl
so they’1ll know not to fuck with me further. "Spread your
legs." They go up in me, touching me, feeling the outside
and inside of me for weaponry. For a while. A long while.
The invasion ends.
Wait, what just happened? They throw me in a cell. The other
cellmates try to talk to me, "What’s your name, girl?" "What
you in for, girl?" "You quiet, you must be a fighter, girl."
I say nothing. Even if I wanted to, I can’t.

I fall asleep. A knocking on the cell door wakes me up.
"Your brother’s here, girlie. Get the fuck up." My brother
takes me to his house. His wife draws me an epsom salt bath.
Nobody says a word.

Morning. 7 am. I can barely move despite the epsom. I go to
work. I go to the change room. Softball sized bruises are
coming in on my face, arms, back, legs. White oppression
from every direction.

That night finally put the fear of God in me that that White
Man could kill me. For 3 months. Couldn’t eat. Got diarrhea
anytime I got anywhere near the police station. I lose
nearly 20 pounds. Am rail thin.



Walking by the police station once | catch a glimpses of

the arresting officer, the one who told me | was so
cute, who leered at me and stared at my breasts and hips
and ass. | am close enough that he decides to speak. |

hold my head high, like Coretta when they shot Martin,

like Betty when they killed Malcolm. And he whispers,

"You still scratchinO and bitin O cops?" And then | get
it. These cops are bitches.

| keep going through life assuming that everyone is

beautiful and good and wanting to do right by other

people. But maybe. Just maybe. There is a su ch thing as
ugly. That people are evil. That people fall short of

each other all the time and it is the way things are and

the way they are supposed to be. That cop failing me

makes me stronger. But it almost makes me more afraid

too. That maybe | donOt ne ed nobody else. That | have to
be ready to kill. | wanted those cops to be something
they were totally incapable of being -- protectors. Shit,

I donOt need them. No one can take anything away from

me.

Their protection doesnOt add to my life, | canOt let it

t ake away from life. They havenOt taken away from my

body or my soul or my intellect or my spirit or my God,

nothing. And, I am lucky. All he did was look at my

hips, my breasts my ass, he didnOt touch me, rape me,

kill me. And then agaln to be in the spac e of thinking

of "at least he didnOt" is a sickness too. But | am in

the "at least he didnOt" club. OCuz at least | wasnOt

Shereese Francis, 4 cops sat on her on a bed and unlike

me, she _ stopped breathing. At least

I wasnOt Rekia Boyd, shot in the head fo r just standing

next to a man holding a cell phone a cop thought was a

gun. At least | wasnOt Miriam Carey, shot to death for

allegedly speeding away from a White House check point.
At least , atleast..

END OF PLAY
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At center stage we see a young man, around 33 years old, sitting at a small desk
writing. Next to him is a box, partially open though we cannot see what'’s inside. The
young man smiles as he finishes writing. He places the piece of paper in an envelope.
He stands from the desk and steps forward to recite what he has written.

AMEN Dear Beautiful Soul...
Amen smiles.

AMEN I first want to say that [ love you and I think you’re great. I really do. I don’t
know you yet, because technically you're not a person...not in the physical sense. In
fact, you're not even conceived. You're just an idea. That’s how my Dad described
where babies come from. [ was about six years old and I looked up at him and said
“Dad, where do babies come from?” He smiled and said “Amen, babies are ideas
waiting to be born. They live in two parts. Half of the idea is with a man, and the
other half with a woman. One day, when it’s right, a man and a woman will come
together and say ‘you know, we both got good ideas, let’s make one together.” And
not too long after that, the idea is born.” | remember asking him “but Dad, not all
ideas are good. Some are bad.” He says, “no idea is good or bad when it’s born. It’s
only how we raise it.” [ asked him “was [ a good idea? Am [ a good idea so far?” “Yes,
Amen, you are a wonderful idea.”

Amen pauses for just a second...then...

[ figured I'd take the time now to talk to you, feed you with some love because you
are a wonderful idea. You come from a long line of wonderful ideas and people who
know how to make ideas grow. My parents sure did. Their parents did, too. Now
understand, ideas take time. That’s your first lesson. Ideas take time, and
sometimes it ain’t the right time for your idea. Ideas can be pretty scary at first,
because you don’t know what’s gonna happen. [ mean, think about birth. Every time
a baby is born you're looking at a roll of the dice of life. And that can be scary. And
imagine if your idea is a good idea. Imagine if your idea is something that could
change the world. Sounds great, right? To some, but other people may not want the
world to change. They may want it to stay just like it is because it works for them.
Even if the world truly does need changing, you gotta know when to change it. Ideas
take time.

Amen thinks, smiles, then continues.

Lesson two: a smile is everything. Now, this is probably the corniest lesson I'm
gonna give you, but yo, it’s so true. Smiles are like Hall passes in school, you have
one and you can go anywhere. It's amazing. It’s like a universal symbol of people
saying “I'm just over here feeling good.” You know what’s funny? When you smile at
somebody and they are too shy to smile back, but they kinda let a small smile out. |
thinking “now you know you wanna smile back. It’s okay. Smile on the inside then.
That’s cool. At least you smiling, right?” If you just walking around smiling, the



world opens up and gets a little easier. Because people know that you got something
we all want. Now, this next lesson is serious. Very serious. When you are at a party,
and they say “throw your hands in the air, and wave them like they just don’t
care”...do that shit. Do that all the time. Your hands should go up, and stay there.
Wave them around like you just don’t care because in that moment, in that one tiny
space of a moment, you will know what freedom feels like. And man, that is an
addictive feeling. Eyes closed, hands making the air move and become wind, feet
planted firmly in the spirit of not giving a fuck. That is freedom. And don’t let
nobody tell you otherwise. In fact, don’t let nobody tell you NOTHING without you
investigating it for yourself. See, the problem is people always saying that they know
something, and don’t really know. They’d rather sound smart than be smart. Smart
is rough. People hate smart people. Hell, smart people hate other smart people
because they can’t be superior anymore. Smart is power, and the one thing fake
power hates is real power. So be smart, even when it gets hard.

Amen stops smiling.

And don'’t be afraid of hate. A lot of people talk about love but not about hate. I talk
about balance. That’s what I believe. If you love God, you gotta hate the devil. If you
live freedom, you gotta hate bondage. Hate, like Love, is dependent upon the user.

It's like...like a light sabre. Some will use it for good. Those are the ones you hang
with. The ones who use their feelings for a greater good, but how do you know? How
do you know what'’s the greater good? I'm glad you asked. When life is affirmed.
When life matters, you can use death to make sure life can go on. On earth, we call
that sacrifice. The only emotion I don’t fuck with is fear. That one is like the bastard
step-child of emotions. You know the first thing | was afraid of? Those seventeen
year cicadas. Every seventeen years, these little insects that have been living
underground all this time suddenly boar holes from the earth and start flying
around. Thousands of them. They come out for like three weeks or something, just
to mate..mate and die. Ain’t that crazy? They’re big and they run into you and the
sound they make while they’re flying...you get no sleep. I didn’t want to go outside.
Dad says, “Son why are you so afraid? They not even thinking about you. You know
what they’re thinking about? Sex. All they wanna do is have sex. They’'ve waited
seventeen years for this moment. They’re just teenagers, looking for a good time
before they die. If they run into you, remember it was you that was in the way. You
blocking their sex mission. They don’t bite or scratch or attack. All they want is love.
Now get on outside and play.” [ remember walking outside that day, seeing all those
cicadas flying, and I thought to myself “they not thinking about me; they just want
sex.” And I stepped outside...and nothing happened. [ was in the cicadas’ world and
they couldn’t care less. And I was safe. | had always been safe, even if they were out
to get me I am bigger and stronger than them. But they weren’t out to get me. You
know what blocked me? Fear. Somehow, whether it was through TV or movies or
whatever, [ had learned to be afraid of things that look different from me. Even if
they ain’t worried about me. Even if they just want sex.



Amen gets serious.

Oh yeah...and sex...sex? Yo, sex is the most unfair thing ever. Sex is like Willy Wonka,
just tempting you with chocolates and candies, knowing you want them. Who
doesn’t? And he’s got something for everyone. You like fruit flavored candies? Sex
has got them. Chocolate, or vanilla? Sex got that too. Shoot, if you like, Sex can make
you a chocolate vanilla swirl that’ll blow your mind. And you'll be hooked. I'm a tell
you right now..TAKE YOUR TIME when it comes to sex. Be like a cicada. Wait
seventeen years before you go crazy. Sex is tricky. Like I lost my virginity, right...and
[ was thinking “is this what everyone is so hype about? This is why people lose they
minds? Over this? I'll pass.” Yeah, and then it hits. It’s like someone flips a switch and
sex becomes liquor. It just tastes better with every sip. And then...you’re a wino.
Losing your money and your mind over something that animals do in seasons or for
reasons and you're a lifetime junky. I love sex. I feel like I could do it forever...but I
won’t. [ haven’t. It's consequences to that shit. | mean, sometimes a person look like
they a good idea...but nope, they’re not. Ideas, like books, gotta be judged by their
content. You think you picking up a decent family tale, come to find out she’s a
graphic novel. Or you think she’s a graphic novel and she turns out to be a murder
mystery. Sounds crazy? Good. Remember that. Don’t let your hormones take you off
your game. Hormones, pheromones...nothing moans, you hear me! Leave the moans
alone for a while. Sorry. Went a little far on that one.

Amen eases up a bit.

It's about love. Love, man. That right there is complex. It means so many things to so
many people, and most of us don’t know how to do it, or how to do it right. If love
was a light sabre, we’d have to be Yoda to get it down pat. People say they know
what it is. That’s kinda true. [ gotta admit, [ don’t know if [ know fully what love is. I
do know that Love and God are synonymous. The only thing you’ll ever see is Love’s
backside, and that’s if you're brave enough to peak when Love walks by. And [ must
admit, Love got the finest ass | ever seen. It don’t make you want to just go and fuck
her. [t makes you want to...Be Her. Love makes you wanna lose yourself and just
become formless. Love makes you want to go back to being an Idea.
Uncompromised...free. Love always wants to be free. Love and freedom have been
going steady for a while. And if you want freedom, you have to love so fiercely that
you would lose yourself...sacrifice...and hate not being in the presence of Love so
much that you’d give anything...just to see that fine ass backside.

Amen becomes somber, serious.

So um...I guess this is the part where I got to tell you why you’ll never be born. At
least not through me. I know, right? All this time telling you life lessons for a life you
won’t live. Messed up, | know, but not without reason. I've been thinking about you
for a while now. Like for three or four years maybe. I thought about what it would
be like to see you for the first time. To hold you. What it would be like to calm your
cries. How I'd smile when you tried to speak, and applaud when you took your first
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Amen goes into a box, pulls out a vest lined with explosives, and puts it on.
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Walking Next To Michael Brown

(Confessions of a Light-Skinned Half-Breed)
by Eric Holmes

Act 1

The intervention
If I were walking next to Michael Brown I would’ve said the magic words.
Officer Wilson’s on one side.
Michael Brown’s on the other.
And I’m in between.
Hands up in a gesture of bi-racial peace.
Officer Wilson meets my eyes.
Green eyes I inherited from my Black grand daddy who I never met.
Who died when I was 8.
Who never had the chance to tell me how proud he was. Of me. At this moment.

And then I’d say the magic words:

“But, officer, there must’ve been a miscommunication.”

Officer Wilson lowers his gun. “Thank you,” he says. “Thank you, son, for your calm
demeanor and respect for an officer of the law. May I see the receipt for your friends’
cigars.”

And I’d say, “But of course! “Mr. Brown? Would you care to show Officer Wilson the
receipt for those cigars?”

And Mr. Brown would say, “Behold, officer! Forsooth the receipt for my cigars.”

Wilson takes the receipt, inspects it —but not closely—hands it back.

“Well. Everything looks in order. All’s well and good then, boys. Tally-ho!”
“Tally-ho, Officah!”
“Tally-ho, boys!”
“Tally-ho! Officah!”
“Tally-ho! Tally-ho!”
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Then we watch Officer Wilson walk away into the fog, twirling his nightsicid
whistling OFrere JacqueX@d when he gets home his wife entreats ODarren, dear, Why

were you late?O And he says ONone of your bees wax is why 10m late!O

And then they make love. Sweet love. The kind with lots of kissing in it. Even though he
nevertakes his holster off itOs slow, warm, affectionate. And when she climaxes she
levitates 3 and half feefff the bear skin rugndbeams of lighshootthrough her eyes

and fingersAnd when she falls asleep she dreams of rainbows and doves and Lionel
Richie Songs

Finished, @ficer Wilson puts on a robe and walks downstairs to his slaokes a cigar,
and writes a check to the United Negro College Fund.

All becausd said the magic words:

(But, officer? therenustOve been a miscommunicationO

ACT 2
If Charlie Rose asked me to speak on the subject of Race And America
(which would never happen but | like to fantasize about wearing a tweed jacket on PBS)
1Od have to admit the truth.
The truth is IOve never been racially profiled.
No oneOs ever, not oncalled the cops on me.

Exceptfor that one time...

10d tell Charlie Rose about that one time, around the time | was the age of Michael
Brown, whenl got so drunk | thought it would be good idea to break into a f@@end
apartmentt 2 in the morning donOt even remember how | got up to her second floor
balconybut when | did she had a phone in one hand and a butcher knife in the other. If



she stabbed me it wouldn’t have been because I’'m Black -- but cuz I’'m a goddamn
moron.

I’d go on tell Charlie Rose that I wasn’t taken to jail.

I wasn’t even cuffed.

Didn’t have my face pressed to the hood of a police car unlike my darker brother and
cousins — and it’s not like I haven’t done some real stupid shit, Charlie.

I put a “Vote Kerry” sticker once on a cop car during an Iraq War protest. This was the
same protest where I joined drum circle in the middle of an intersection and the cops
escorted, that’s right, ESCORTED us to the sidewalk.

No arrests.

No tear gas.

No gun shots.

Ferguson MO this was not.

“Now let me ask you something, Chuck” That’s how I’d say it. Chuck. Cuz at this point
we’re like. Totally BFF.

“Now let me ask you something, Chuck: Have I escaped police harassment because |
grew up in a town that’s only 4 percent Black?

Or is it because my parents have post graduate educations?

Or maybe it’s because I stayed out of trouble like a good boy

Because I went to a high school with a state renowned theatre program

Unlike Normandy High where Michael Brown graduated -- which has no theatre
program?

Because no one ever took my blackness seriously no matter how hard I tried to like
Public Enemy 10 years after they were cool .

Have I’ve never been accosted by the police because I look just like another Tall White

Guy who keeps a tan in February?”

Chuck’s smile encourages me to continue.
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So | continue:

OBut what if | grew up in Ferguson, Chuck®W®n that is 70 percent Black, maybe it
wouldOve been different.

Maybe | wouldOve rocked that St. Louis Cardinalda@#pe sidewith a little less irony.
Maybe | wouldOveut on some weight

| wouldOve put om more convincing swagger so that from a distanagbe--just
maybe- Officer Wilson, through his tinted windshieltouldOvesee Michael Brown
walking next to Anothefall Black Dudeweaing a red habbscuringhis green eyes.
And maybeBjust maybe- when Officer Wilsorpulled upto the curb and grabbed
Michael Brown bythe throat, wouldOve run out of time.

BecauséOfficer, there mustOve been a miscommunicationO takes about steesand
Michael Brown was shot 6 times:
OOfficer (bang!) there musta (bang!) been a (bang!)
miscommuni (bang!) cation (banbang!O
ThatO$ shotsn 4 seconds. Compare that to the following phrases. Each one, by itself,
takes less than:2
OWhat the fue@!O
OBut I0m just goin home!O
OWhat | do?!O
OWhy you followinO me?!O
Ol ainOt do shit!O
Ol said IOm goin home!O
OIOm unarmed!®
OMy hands are up!O
Ol said IOm unarmed!O
Ol canOt breath!O
Ol canOt breath!O
ODONOT SHOOT!O
ODONOT SHOOT!O
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“DON’T SHOOT!”

And then Charlie Rose says:

“Yes. Thank you. Now do it just like that when we’re rolling.”

ACT 3

Setting: My dead grandfather in his living room watching TV.
He’s wearing a robe

And beneath his room is a black shirt which says, in white letters:

“NO ONE CARES ABOUT TRAGIC MULLATO PROBLEMS!”

He rises.
Turns off the TV.
Goes to his den.
Smokes a cigar

And composes this response:

Dear Mr. Rose,

I’'m writing in response to your most recent guest, Eric Holmes, who shared his thoughts
on Race and America. Mr. Holmes is my grandson. And as a Light Skinned Half-Breed
I’m afraid he could never, red hat on or off, be murdered because of his quote-unquote
“Blackness.” How can a bougie from the burbs contribute to a serious conversation about

the crisis of the Black Male Body?

We’re talking about a young man who, while living in New York City, was a 25 minute
path-train ride away from his Black family in East Orange and saw them a total of 5

times. That’s 5 times in 7 years. This is the same man who has the audacity to check



! H#

“African-American” when he applied to the University of lowa — that’s right!—/-o0-wa--
where he continues to peddle is soft-shoe “post-blackness” on White academics who
don’t know any better. And let’s not forget how many times he’s let a White bigot use the
word “nigger” in his presence without the slightest protest. How can he? How can he
protest when deep down he knows that he can’t speak for a group who he only visits 5
times in 7 years -- so he can collect a few bawdy antidotes for his next dinner party.
“Leave the protesting to White Liberals,” he thinks. “Let them with nothing to lose
summon the bravery.” And I’m sure it’s with equal antipathy that he reacted to the news
of Michael Brown because Black America is not my grandson’s experience; it’s his

material.

Just look how often he visited his grandmother’s apartment in Harlem to fill up on
nostalgia for a time he was never apart of. And then he’d hail a cab downtown -- back to
the White world—a world where he has the freedom to go to a party in Brooklyn and
choose, yes, choose when to drop hints of his inheritance when he thinks a pretty white

girl will be charmed by the novelty of humping an octoroon.

Maybe this is a good place to point out that all of Mr. Holmes’ girlfriends, much like his
Father’s wives (who are the subject of my next tirade) were White. This isn’t surprising.
My grandson’s mixed-race offers White girls the perfect opportunity to rebel without
rebellion. He’s punk rock without the Mohawk. How eagerly I can imagine his college
girlfriend racing to the phone to call her mother. And after she tells Mommy that her new
boyfriend is a Half-Breed, Mommy asks if she received the flannel pillow cases she

ordered.

This change of subject is about the extent of my grandson’s experience with racism.
Racial profiling is not an issue of nuance. We’re talking about what people SEE. We’re
talking about what an armed police officer SEES, sometimes from a hundred yards away,
in a moment of crisis. And this is a police officer who is trained and paid to assume the
worst case scenario and to act quickly. Officer Wilson did not murder Michael Brown

after a long and rigorous exchange on the ontological complexity of Race and America.



No. He saw black. He shot black.

Sincerely,

Luther Holmes

Act 4

After Officer Wilson wrote his check to the United Negro College Fund he todksoff
robe andyot dressed fathe night shift. At 2:17 AM he was dispatched to a Single White
FemaleOs add=She called 9-1 reporting a Young Black Male, probably drunk,
throwingstones at her window before scaling a tree teeker second floor babay.

And thatOs when she grabbed a butcher knife.

Fortunately, the Single White Femaéxognzed thegreen eyes otight Skinned Half
Breedand screamedvhat the fuckOs the matter with y¥ou scared the shit out of me,
dude! ItOs 2 in the morning®Ds dark outside! | called the cops! O

And before the Light Skired Half Breed could say OsorryO the front door kicked open.

OBut, officer, there musta bedh @

End Of Play
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I’m not interested in giving you a history lesson, there are scholars out there way more
knowledgeable than | am; don’t want to talk politics or sociology; economics or
psychology, again there are social justice professionals, activists and doctors that have
given lecture after lecture have written book after book, blog after blog- tons of
information out there that you can help you contextualize this world we live in. Google
it. | want to share how | feel.

| think about Mike Brown. | think about him being shot to death and then left in the
street for four point five hours, uncovered for the entire neighborhood to see. | think
about the countless other names- the ones we know and the ones undocumented-
beaten, tased, violated, shot, murdered at the hands of our so-called servers and
protectors. | think about my girlfriend and my mother worried night after night —hoping
and praying that when | go out | come home because they know I’'m the prey and it’s
open season out there. Love and Worry seem to always go hand in hand but it is a very
specific “worry”, the fear that comes with knowing that you’re not protected by those
that are hired to protect you - not only that but they are targeting you and it’s illegal to
protect yourself against those hired to protect you.

So how | feel.

Fuck you is how | feel. | know that’s not a very sophisticated or in depth response but,
Fuck you. I'll write something eloquent for another play. | wanted to write some
inspirational, soul shaking, “l done seen the mountaintop”, type monologue. Something
that could heal the four hundred years of untreated trauma; cure us from the disease of
white supremacy; humanize us in a way that we’ve never been humanized before. But,
Fuck you, is all I could come up with. Your shoulders are probably burning a bit, feeling
fatigued. Keep them up for me.

There are some people, of all races, colors and creeds, that believe that it is MY
responsibility through “proper living” to combat white supremacist thinking. Some that
use the term, post- racial and color blind as if they were real things. Since we’re on this
magical mystical fantasy ride lets imagine together. Imagine a world where every single
black or brown American only wore their Sunday best; all prayed to a Christian god;
never said a cuss word; didn’t do any drugs- not even prescription; and broke no laws.
Never engaged in any violence whatsoever, unless of course they were being good
patriots and killing black and brown people in some other country. All worked and never
got on public assistance, no matter what the state of the job market or economy was;
every black person was married if they had children and were 100% faithfully
monogamous. All graduated high school regardless of the poor school funding and poor
living conditions and at the very least had a bachelor’s degree and was never in debt.
Imagine if Black people were morally, spiritually and financially better than any and
every White person that has ever walked the earth. Perfect. Better than any human
being as ever been.
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PLAYWRIGHTS BIOS

Nathan Jamesis a proud native of Pittsburgh, PA, where he began his career
with Kuntu Repertory Theater. He has most recently appeared Off-off Broadway
in a one man show written and performed by Nathan, Growing Pains, at The
Gene Frankel Theater. Prior to Growing Pains, he appeared as Ellis in August
Strindberg’s “Easter”, (in which The New York Times considered him a “Standout
actor”) and in the Off-Broadway production, Playing with Fire, with The Negro
Ensemble Company and The August Strindberg Repertory Theatre for which he
and his cast had been nominated for an AUDELCO Award 2012 for “Best
Performance by an Ensemble”. Nathan is a recent recipient of the August Wilson
Playwriting fellowship from the August Wilson Cultural Center, and his play
Contrary to Popular Belief was featured in the Reader’s Theater at the National
Black Theater Festival, The Blackboard Reading Series, The Standardized reading
series at Center Stage NY, and in the Cultural Conversations Festival at Penn
State University. He has been commissioned to write and perform poems for
some of America’s premiere black pioneers, most notably Mae Jemison, Roy
Ayers, and Angela Davis.

Nathan Yungerberg lives between Brooklyn and Oakland. His plays: The Son of
Dawn and Pousada Azul have had readings at the Playwrights” Center in
Minneapolis, The Lorraine Hansberry Theater and Z Below in San Francisco, The
National Black Theater, Classical Theater of Harlem and the Blackboard Reading
Series in NYC. Nathan was a season 4 playwright for The Fire This Time festival,
which featured his ten minute play Orchids and Polka Dots. He participated in
the 3rd annual 48 Hours in Harlem Festival with his ten minute play Brush
Strokes, which went on to the win the third annual Ken Davenport 10 minute
play festival in NYC.

Idris Goodwin is a playwright, Hip Hop artist, spoken word performer and
essayist. He is the author of the award winning and widely produced play How
We Got On (Playscripts, 2013) and the pushcart nominated essay collection These
Are The Breaks (Write Bloody, 2011). He’s performed on HBO and Sesame Street.
His two latest plays And in this corner....Cassius Clay (for StageOne Family

Theater) and This is Modern Art (for Steppenwolf, co-written with poet Kevin
Coval) will have world premiere productions in 2015. Idris teaches performance
writing and Hip Hop aesthetics at Colorado College.

Nambi E. Kelley s newest play For Her A Piano premieres at Peaguses Theater in
Chicago, Fall 2015. Her play Xtigone recently world-premiered at the African-
American Shakespeare Company in San Francisco. Her adaptation of Native Son
world premiered at the Court Theatre in Chicago in Fall 2014 and was extended
several times. Commissioned work includes projects at The Goodman Theatre,
Steppenwolf Theatre, Court Theatre, American Blues Theatre, Health Works
Theatre (Chicago), and internationally with LATT Children’s Theatre /Unibooks
Publishing Company (South Korea) Teatri Sbagliati (Italy), and The Finger
Players (Singapore). Professional Writing Affiliations include: Goodman Theatre



Playwrights Unit 2011 -12, Steppenwolf Theatre Company New Plays Lab
Playwright -In-Residence, Goodman Theatre/Ellen Stone Belic Institute/
Fellowship Recipient, Goodman Theatre Lil a Wallace Fellowship, La MaMa
Playwrights Symposium Playwright -In-Residence, Spoleto, Italy under the
tutelage of Pulitzer prize winner Lynn Nottage.

Glenn Gordon (NSangou Njikam) is an actor and playwright from Baltimore,
MD. He is a current member of the Emerging Writers Group at The Public
Theater. His acting credits include Henry V (Classical Theatre of Harlem), Deep
Azure (Congo Square Theatre Company), Revenge of a King (NYC Fringe) and
The Actor's Rap. He wrote and performed Re:Definition, as a part the Hip Hop
Theater Festival. Glenn is also cefounder of The Continuum Project, Inc., a
company using the Arts and African Ancestry DNA testing to foster healing and
empowerment in communities. He has traced his ancestry to the Tikar people in
Cameroon.

Eric Micha Holmes is currently a second year MFA Playwriting candidate at
University of lowaOs Playwrights Workshop. Former residencies and fellowships
include Space At Ryder Farm (The Stick Up and LaGuardia Performing Arts
Playwriting Lab ( Falls ForJodie) His work has been seen and developed at New
York Theatre Workshop (Nimpsey Pinf, Lark Play Development Center,
Ensemble Studio Theatre, Manhattan Theatre Source, Sonnet Repertory, Stony
Brook Southampton Playwriting Conference, Space 55 in Phoenix and
University of Washington where he was a guest artist. His monologue, W.F.C.,is
published by The Good Ear Review. Holmes co-founded Team Play, a theatre-
for-young adults education program at Primary Stages Theatre Company and
served on the LARK Play Development CenterOs LitwWing.

Dennis A. Allen Il  was born and raised in Hempstead, New York. His

play TheMud is Thicker in Mississippias a winner at the 35 annual Off Off
Broadway Samuel French festival in 2010 directed by DennisO

frequent collaborator Christopher Burris. HeOs been the recipient of the Himan
Brown Creative Writing Award two years running, and has developed and
produced plays with Sanctuary NYC, Variations Theatre Group, The Bowery
Poetry Club (Sticky), JACK, Liberation Theatre, Nation al Black Theatre and the
Classical Theatre of Harlem. He has kept up his cutting exploration of racial
interaction and black identity in plays like Where the Sun DonOt Shienew work
inspired by Raisin in the Surat the Harlem9!s 2013 48 hours in

Harlem ,MOTHER at the 2013 Fire This Time festival, collaborative writing
projects with The American Slavery ProjectOs 201Pnheard Voices2014
Schomburg Junior Scholarstheatrical reading of Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr.'s

QL etter from BirminghamailO, and The Nw Black Fest'sHands up: Six Playwrights,
Six TestamentsHe is a recipient of Atlantic Theater Company's inaugural 2014-15
Launch Commission. Dennis received his MFA in playwriting from Brooklyn
College in 2013.
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