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I	Have	a	Nightmare

I	keep	waking	up	 to	 this	horrible,	horrible	nightmare.	 I	am	drenched	with	sweat.
My	head	is	spinning.	All	night	long,	I’m	tossing	and	turning.	With	every	night,	the	dream
becomes	more	intense.	I	am	hesitant	to	fall	asleep	for	fear	of	this	repeated	dream.	As	I	lay
in	bed,	knees	to	my	chest	rocking	back	and	forth,	I	search	the	dark	room	staring	at	four
walls.	 I	 feel	 the	walls	 closing	 in	on	me.	As	 I	 try	 to	 interpret	 them,	 the	more	engulfed	 I
become	trying	to	figure	it	out.

I’m	 staring	 at	 the	 ceiling,	 forcing	my	 eyes	 to	 stay	 open.	 The	more	 I	 try	 to	 stay
awake,	the	heavier	my	eyelids	become.	I	feel	myself	drifting	off.	I	slap	and	talk	to	myself
to	stay	awake.	My	eyelids	are	too	heavy	to	stay	open.	I	fall	asleep	then	suddenly	wake	up.
Drool	 is	 slowly	 oozing	 from	 the	 side	 of	 my	 mouth;	 I	 wipe	 it	 with	 the	 sleeve	 of	 my
Victoria’s	 Secret	 pajamas.	 I	 fall	 into	 a	 deep,	 deep,	 almost	 comatose	 sleep.	 The	 dream
seems	real,	animated,	and	vivid.

I	am	an	active	participant.	 I	go	 through	neighborhoods	and	unfamiliar	 territories.
I’m	 suspended	 in	 air	 like	 a	 super	 hero	 gazing	 over	 tall	 buildings.	 Unexpectedly,	 I	 feel
myself	 ascending	 further	 into	 the	 sky.	Gravity	 is	 pulling	me	 to	 a	 planet	 that	 resembles
earth.	As	I	approach,	I	realize	it	is	almost	a	carbon	copy	of	earth.	I	feel	myself	descending
to	the	ground.	As	I	land,	I	stumble	to	catch	my	balance.	I	brush	myself	off	and	straighten
up.	I	look	around,	up,	and	down	to	see	if	there	is	any	sign	of	life.

As	 I	 approach	 buildings,	 I	 stare	 long	 and	 hard	 to	 see	 if	 I	 recognize	 anything
familiar.	I	proceed	to	walk	slowly	up	the	street	not	knowing	where	I	am	going.	I	look	over
my	shoulders	making	 sure	 that	nobody	was	 following	me.	The	night	 air	 is	 stale	but	 the
smell	is	familiar.	The	neighborhood	is	different	and	yet	the	same.	As	I	search	the	high-rise
buildings	 to	 find	someone,	anyone,	 there	 is	no	one	 to	be	found.	Some	of	 the	houses	are
vacant,	 yet	 others	 appear	 to	 be	 inhabited.	 I	 see	 images	 of	 faces	 peeping	 through	 the
windows	staring	at	me.

As	 my	 nerves	 grow	 more	 and	 more	 intense,	 I	 bite	 my	 nails	 in	 anticipation	 of
anything	unexpected.	 I	grow	tired	from	walking.	 I	come	across	a	bench	with	writing	all
over	it.	I	attempt	to	read	the	words,	but	it	is	too	dark;	the	street	light	is	too	dim	for	me	to
see	much	of	anything.	I	sit	there	for	what	appears	to	be	hours	staring	at	parked	cars,	trees,
and	debris	blowing	in	the	street.	I	peer	up	and	down	the	street.

Suddenly,	 I	 see	 someone	coming	 towards	me.	 I	 lean	 forward	and	squint	 to	get	a
better	visual.	The	image	is	moving	closer	but	its	walk	is	slow	and	calculated.	I	look	away
for	 a	 brief	moment,	 and	 as	 I	 turn	my	 head	 back	 around	 to	 see	 if	 the	 image	 has	 gotten
closer,	it	is	standing	immediately	in	front	of	me.	I	jump.	A	lump	swells	up	in	my	throat	but
my	mouth	is	too	dry	to	swallow.	My	eyes	move	over	its	bare	feet	and	up	towards	it’s	body.



I	look	in	its	pale	face,	but	I	cannot	make	out	who	or	what	it	is.

The	image	of	its	face	is	distorted.	The	image	appears	deformed.	I	try	to	move	but
its	body	is	hovering	over	me	preventing	me	from	moving.	I	begin	to	breathe	harder	and
harder.	I	cannot	catch	my	breath.	I	try	to	run	but	it	blocks	me.	I	try	to	scream	but	no	sound.
I	beg	and	beg	for	my	life,	but	 it	 just	 looks	at	me	as	 if	 it	does	not	understand	what	I	am
saying.	My	breath	is	cold	in	the	still	air.	I	shiver	as	I	try	to	breathe.	I	become	cold	and	start
to	shake	nervously,	convulsing	as	if	I	am	doing	the	Harlem	Shake.

It	suddenly	sits	next	to	me	and	begins	saying	something	that	I	cannot	understand.	I
sit	still	as	not	to	make	any	sudden	movements.	As	tears	begin	to	well	up	in	my	eyes,	I	fear
that	 my	 untimely	 death	 is	 imminent.	 The	 figure’s	 presence	 is	 massive,	 powerful,	 and
menacing.	As	I	try	to	muster	up	all	the	strength	that	is	left	in	my	body	to	scream,	it	opens
its	mouth	and	nods	its	head	and	says,	“What’s	up?”	I	nod	back,	confused	and	bewildered.
My	heart	is	pounding	in	my	chest,	and	my	knees	wobble	and	knock	against	each	other.

I	sit	very	still,	not	knowing	what	to	expect.	The	longer	I	sit	there	the	more	anxious
I	become.	But	as	I	am	about	to	run	and	leap	back	into	the	sky,	people	begin	to	walk	out	of
their	homes	and	from	behind	buildings.	The	eyes	that	were	peering	through	the	windows
now	have	faces,	but	their	faces	are	distorted	too.	As	they	approach	us,	the	thing	next	to	me
says	 to	a	 figure	 that	 is	 standing	 in	 front	of	us,	“What’s	up,	my	nigga?”	And	 it	 responds
back,	 “What’s	 up	 nigga?”	 Next	 thing	 I	 know	 there	 is	 a	 field	 of	 these	 images	 walking
around	like	zombies,	calling	each	other	“niggas.”

I	couldn’t	believe	it.	What	the	hell!	My	eyes	buck.	I	stand	up	pacing	while	biting
my	nails.	What	the	hell	is	happening?	Frantically,	I	take	this	opportunity	to	run.	I	can	feel
the	sweat	dripping	down	my	cheek	and	the	heat	emanating	from	my	head.	The	coolness
from	the	air	brushes	past	my	face.	 I	 think	I	am	running	my	ass	off	because	my	legs	are
moving	like	crazy.	I	am	sweating	like	a	Russion	race	horse	at	a	Kentucky	Derby.	When	I
look	around	to	see	how	far	I	have	gone,	I	realize	that	I	am	in	the	same	damn	place!	I	sit
back	on	the	bench	with	my	head	in	my	hands	thinking	about	what	is	going	to	happen	to
me.	I	ponder	and	ponder	until	it	finally	hits	me.	I	whisper	softly	in	the	cool	still	air,	“I	see
niggas.”	No	matter	how	far	I	thought	I	was	running,	I	couldn’t	seem	to	get	away,	for	they
were	all	around	me.

Could	 it	be	 true	 that	niggas	exist?	The	mere	 thought	of	niggas	never	crossed	my
mind.	 So	 why	 is	 it	 that	 I’m	 dreaming	 about	 them?	 Are	 niggas	 just	 a	 figment	 of	 my
imagination,	 or	 are	 they	 real?	 Why	 would	 niggas	 make	 their	 presence	 known	 to	 me?
Should	I	be	afraid	of	niggas?	I	sit	in	a	daze	trying	to	interpret	what	is	happening.	I	come	to
realize	that	in	my	dream	these	images	or	niggas,	as	they	call	themselves,	are	perpetrating
as	human	beings.

It	seems	like	these	particular	niggas	have	the	ability	to	camouflage	themselves	by
wearing	many	disguises.	These	niggas	are	growing	by	the	numbers	right	before	my	very
eyes.	 The	 image	 sitting	 next	 to	 me	 says,	 “If	 you	 haven’t	 seen	 a	 nigga	 before,	 brace
yourself	because	it	is	an	ugly	sight.	Legend	has	it	that	you	cannot	look	a	nigga	straight	in
its	eyes	for	fear	of	being	turned	into	one.”	This	alien	like	form	says,	“You	want	to	know
whether	or	not	niggas	exist,	well	 I’m	here	 to	 tell	you	we’re	alive	and	kicking.	We	ain’t



going	anywhere!”



Here	a	Nigga	there	a	Nigga	everywhere	a	Nigga	Nigga

The	alien	continued,	“Niggas	have	been	here	since	the	beginning	of	time.	This	is
the	 planet	 where	 niggas	 hail,	 Planet	 Negroid.	 Changing	 into	 a	 nigga	 can	 happen	 at
anytime,	 anywhere,	 and	 any	 place.	 On	 this	 planet,	 no	 one	 is	 nigga	 proof,	 and	 all	 have
niggerish	tendencies.	Some	here	want	to	believe	niggas	don’t	exist,	but	if	you	sit	back	and
watch	the	behavior	of	the	mutant,	then	you	too	will	see	who	and	what	a	nigga	is.

You	see,	my	dear	friend,	different	situations,	circumstances,	conditions,	and	state
of	being,	helped	 to	 transform	the	 thinking	process	of	 these	once	normal	beings	and	 turn
them	into	inhumane,	brutal,	sadistic,	cancerous,	 infectious,	and	diseased	alien-like	forms
that	slowly	eat	away	at	all	mankind.	It’s	called	social	conditioning.

All	niggas	want	to	belong	to	something;	that’s	why	we	have	so	many	transforming
into	these	mutants.	They	acclimate	to	their	surroundings.	Not	all	niggas	are	bad;	however,
not	all	are	good	either.	Some	of	us	bark	louder	than	we	bite	and	some	of	us	bite	to	kill.	So
be	extremely	careful	and	approach	with	caution	because	it	 is	almost	impossible	to	know
who	a	nigga	is	until	he/she	begins	acting	like	one.	Most	niggas	don’t	know	they	are	niggas
until	it’s	too	late,	and	some	perpetrate	as	if	they’re	different,	only	to	later	find	out	they	are
one	in	the	same.

Don’t	 be	 fooled	 either.	Niggas	 are	 chameleons.	 They	 camouflage	 themselves	 so
well	that	they	can	take	the	shapes,	form,	and	size	of	anything	and	any	human.	A	nigga	can
be	black,	white,	 red,	yellow,	or	brown.	 It	can	be	male,	 female,	gay,	 lesbian,	straight,	bi-
sexual,	 transgender,	down-low,	fat,	skinny,	slim,	built	 like	a	brick	shit	house,	big	boned,
tall,	 short,	 medium,	 and	 midget.	 A	 nigga	 can	 be	 old,	 middle-aged,	 adult,	 young	 adult,
adolescent,	 teenager,	 and	 a	 child.	 They	 are	 fine,	 gorgeous,	 beautiful,	 cute,	 handsome,	 a
dime-piece,	attractive,	okay,	ugly,	and	tore	up	from	the	floor	up.

A	 nigga	 can	 be	 seen	 in	 all	 social-economic	 and	 educational	 levels.	 They	 are
billionaires,	millionaires,	rich,	wealthy,	elite,	socialites,	upper	middle	class,	middle	class,
lower	middle	 class,	working	 poor,	 poor,	 homeless,	 vagabond,	 and	 tramps.	 They	 live	 in
mansions,	 estates,	 projects,	 trailer	 parks,	 penthouses,	 single	 family	 houses,	 two-family
houses,	 halfway	 houses,	 group	 homes,	 foster	 homes,	 nursing	 homes,	 mobile	 homes,
prisons,	 churches,	 dorms,	 high-rises,	 apartments,	 duplexes,	 multiplexes,	 and	 even	 in
cardboard	boxes.

They	attend	Ivy	League	schools,	parochial	schools,	private	schools,	public	schools,
trade	 schools,	 beauty	 schools,	 Montessori	 schools,	 and	 some	 are	 even	 home	 schooled.
They	are	geniuses,	gurus,	Rhode	scholars,	smart,	average,	below	average,	slow,	mentally
challenged,	 borderline	 retarded,	 retarded,	 and	 brain	 dead.	 They	 hang	 in	 groups,	 gangs,
clubs,	mafias,	posses,	mobs,	teams,	crews,	circles,	sets,	and	cliques.



If	 you	 grew	 up	 around	 niggas,	 you	 tend	 to	 take	 on	 the	 same	 niggerish
characteristics	 as	 your	 surroundings.	 This	 is	 called	 “niggartitis”.	 Niggartitis	 is	 an
extremely	contagious	disease	that	affects	the	neurological	system.	Some	call	it	“insane	in
the	 membrane.”	 Niggartitis	 is	 a	 behavioral	 disorder	 that	 causes	 one	 to	 do	 and	 say
inappropriate	 shit	 at	 inappropriate	 times.	The	behavior	 is	extremely	dysfunctional	 to	 the
point	 where	 it	 can	 potentially	 be	 fatal.	 Innocent	 humans	 often	 get	 caught	 up	 in	 their
bullshit.	 Because	 their	 brains	 are	 not	 operating	 at	 optimum	 efficiency,	 signals	 and
information	 tend	 to	 cross	 and	 get	 lost	 in	 translation,	 thereby	 causing	 the	 mutant	 to	 be
confused	and	violent.	As	a	 result	of	 this	confusion,	niggas	develop	misplaced	priorities,
misplaced	hatred,	disassociation,	displacement,	discontentment,	and	disconnection.	They
act	out	by	hurting	themselves,	others,	and	their	communities.	Everyone	around	here	either
knows	someone	who’s	a	nigga	or	is	a	nigga	him/herself.

Niggas	 are	 making	 their	 presence	 known	 more	 now	 than	 ever	 before.	 On	 my
planet,	you	will	find	modern	day	niggas.	These	niggas	are	the	epitome	and	byproduct	of	a
controlling,	 unjust,	 manipulating,	 scheming,	 back	 stabbing,	 stealing,	 raping,	 and
murdering	system.	It	 is	 the	basis	of	 their	belief	system.	Regardless	of	what	environment
they’re	in,	niggas	will	always	fight	to	maintain	supremacy	and	dominate	over	whomever
they	believe	are	weak	and	will	use	any	means	necessary	to	take	anything	and	everything.

Niggas	 and	 flies	 have	 two	 things	 in	 common,	 they	 love	 shit,	 and	 they	 are
everywhere.	They	can	walk	over,	under,	on,	and	between	shit	and	still	believe	they’ll	come
out	 smelling	 like	 a	 rose.	 Niggas	 unconsciously	 become	 trapped	 in	 a	 vicious	 cycle	 of
ignorance	that	is	sometimes	never	broken	and	oftentimes	passed	on	from	one	generation	to
the	next.	Because	some	of	these	aliens	are	genetically	predisposed	to	niggerish	behavior,
they	 will	 make	 your	 life	 miserable.	Misery	 always	 loves	 company.	 They	 can’t	 survive
without	it.	If	a	human	has	peace	in	his	or	her	life,	a	nigga	will	see	and	smell	happiness	and
try	to	find	ways	to	bring	him	down	until	he	is	no	good	for	anyone	else	or	until	that	person
is	stressed	out	to	the	point	of	having	a	breakdown.	The	nigga	is	not	happy	until	all	aspects
of	 that	 man’s	 life	 is	 destroyed.	 If	 the	 human	 allows	 the	 nigga	 to	 deposit	 his	 negative
energy	into	him,	then	he	should	also	be	prepared	to	suffer	mentally,	physically,	spiritually,
and	financially.

Niggas	tend	to	think	they	are	just	as	entitled	to	your	shit	as	you	are.	They	will	rob
and	 kill	 you	 for	 your	 own	 shit,	 and	 then	 justify	 why	 they	 did	 it.	 They	 don’t	 see	 their
behavior	as	abnormal.	Niggas	believe	their	way	of	living	is	the	only	way.	In	their	minds,
everything	is	for	the	taking,	including	your	life	and	livelihood.	You	will	never	be	able	to
understand	the	mind	of	niggas.	When	you	think	you	have	found	a	rational	answer	to	their
irrational	behavior,	you	realize	that	irrational	behavior	can	never	be	rationalized.

Niggas	 are	 extremely	 reactionary	 and	 impulsive	 too.	 They	 can’t	 understand	 the
love	of	life	because	they	don’t	value	their	own	lives,	nor	do	they	understand	their	place	in
the	 world.	 They’re	 confused,	 mis-educated,	 and	 uneducated	 fools	 who	 chose	 not	 to
understand	the	concept	of	working	and	enjoying	the	fruits	of	their	own	hard	labor.	Most
niggas	don’t	want	 to	work.	They	sit	back	on	their	 lazy	asses	expecting	the	world	 to	 just
hand	shit	over	to	them.	They	have	a	sense	of	entitlement	because	they	never	had	to	work



to	acquire	 shit.	They	believe	everybody	on	 the	planet	Negroid	has	 to	contribute	 to	 their
livelihood.

Niggas	are	leeches	who	will	suck	every	vital	nutrient	from	any	source	that	is	seen
as	 essential	 to	 the	 existence	 of	 mankind.	 Their	 strategy	 is	 to	 divide	 and	 conquer	 any
structure,	family	unit,	relationship,	link,	bond,	and	social	order	that	are	seen	as	good	and
strong,	and	impose	a	system	of	anarchy.”

The	 alien	 continued,	 “You	 will	 find	 mostly	 all	 niggas	 tend	 to	 stay	 in	 close
proximity	 of	 each	 other,	 which	 is	 their	 comfort	 zone.	 Niggas	 are	 very	 territorial.	 They
believe	they	own	the	rights	 to	certain	neighborhoods,	 land,	dress	codes,	music,	customs,
religions,	political	systems,	businesses,	etc.	It’s	common	for	niggas	to	be	so	close	that	you
will	 find	 them	sleeping	under	 the	same	roof	and	even	 in	 the	same	bed.	They	are	 lovers,
grandparents,	 parents,	 aunts,	 uncles,	 children,	 cousins,	 partners,	 associates,	 connections,
acquaintances,	contacts,	and	best	friends	(BFF’s	and	Homies).

Because	of	close	proximity,	niggas	tend	to	hurt	the	ones	closest	to	them.	They	are
generally	the	ones	fucking	you	the	hardest	from	the	front,	back,	left,	and	right	side.	Don’t
be	 surprised	 to	 find	 that	 the	nigga	 fucking	you	 the	hardest	 is	your	own	 family	member.
They	don’t	recognize	or	understand	the	concepts	of	commitment,	duty,	or	allegiance.	You
have	to	remember	that	these	are	niggas.	They	are	not	loyal	to	anyone.	Here	a	nigga,	there
a	nigga,	everywhere	a	nigga,	nigga.”



Type	I,	II,	III	Niggas/Will	the	Real	Nigga	Please	Standup

The	alien	leaned	forward	as	to	prevent	the	niggas	around	us	from	hearing	him.	He
whispered:	 “All	 niggas	 fall	 into	 three	 types:	Ride-and-Die	Niggas	 belong	 in	 the	Type	 I
disease	category,	Uncle	Toms	are	Type	 II,	 and	Real	Niggas	are	 type	 III.	The	higher	 the
type,	the	worst	pain	that	nigga	can	inflict.

The	first	type	of	niggas	will	gladly	tell	you	they	are	niggas.	They	call	themselves
“Ride	and	Die	niggas.”	If	 they	 tell	you	 they’re	niggas,	believe	 them.	Don’t	stick	around
trying	to	figure	out	why	they	call	themselves	this	and	don’t	ask	them	questions	about	their
perception	 of	 themselves.	 If	 they	 don’t	 have	 a	 problem	 being	 called	 niggas,	 then	 they
won’t	have	a	problem	treating	you	like	one,	either.	Type	I	niggas	can’t	tell	you	any	more
about	themselves	than	they	can	tell	you	about	what	it	mean	to	be	niggas.	All	they	know	is
that	it	don’t	bother	them	being	referenced	as	niggas,	nor	do	they	have	a	problem	calling
others	niggas.	Because	 they	don’t	know	the	core	of	who	they	are,	 they	won’t	be	able	 to
express	 their	 innermost	 feelings	 and	 thoughts	 to	 you.	You	will	 always	 see	 these	 niggas
walking	with	their	eyes	open,	but	don’t	worry,	they	don’t	see	shit.	Ride	and	Die	niggas	run
in	packs.	Their	group	 leader	 is	blind	and	his	 followers	are	also	blind,	 thus	you	have	 the
blind	leading	the	blind.	They	always	have	to	play	follow	the	leader.	They	hang	in	gangs,
mafias,	social	clubs,	teams,	groups,	congregations,	assemblies,	and	teams.

A	 Ride-and-Die	 nigga	 is	 a	 liar,	 killer,	 and	 thief.	 He	 will	 steal	 ginger	 out	 of	 a
gingerbread	man.	You	can	see	the	ginger	around	his	mouth,	and	he	will	swear	he	didn’t	do
it.	He	will	not	confess	until	he	gives	you	no	other	choice	but	 to	show	him	the	evidence
proving	his	guilt.	The	nigga	can	get	caught	in	the	act	and	will	still	continue	the	charade.
He	will	resort	to	pledging	his	life	to	convince	you	of	his	innocence.	This	nigga	will	lie	for
no	reason.	He	will	continue	to	lie	until	he	convinces	himself	of	his	own	lies.	He	lies	for
attention	and	the	arousal	of	watching	people	react	to	his	nonsensical	bullshit.	There	is	no
finesse	when	he	 speaks.	As	 a	 result	 of	 a	 disconnection	 from	his	 brain	 to	 his	mouth,	 he
impulsively	 says	and	does	unnecessary	 stupid	 shit	 just	 for	 the	 sake	of	 saying	and	doing
unnecessary	stupid	shit.	Whatever	 is	on	his	mind	he	says	without	consideration	of	other
people’s	 feelings.	 He	 believes	 it	 is	 necessary	 to	 purge	 and	 impose	 his	 anger	 on	 those
around	him.	You	can	easily	identify	this	kind	of	nigga	because	he	is	dangerous	to	himself
and	 those	 around	 him.	 He	 is	 also	 the	 loudest	mutherfucker	 in	 the	 room.	 His	 presence,
smell,	dress,	talk,	and	walk	agitate	not	only	other	niggas	but	humans	as	well.

In	 the	twenty	first	century,	 these	mutherfuckas	are	making	their	presence	known.
They	 are	 growing	more	 rapidly	 and	 becoming	 harder	 to	 exterminate.	 Other	 niggas	 are
afraid	 to	 be	 around	 them	 because	 Ride-and-Die	 niggas	 are	 emotionless	 and	 diabolical.
They’re	evil	specimens	who	will	openly	admit	and	sing	it	loud	“We’re	niggas	and	we’re
proud.”	They	live	on	edge	at	all	times,	including	in	their	sleep.”



The	alien	asked,	“Have	you	ever	seen	a	nigga	sleep	with	one	eye	open?”

I	said,	“No”

He	 said,	 “That’s	 some	 scary	 shit.	 You	 better	 believe	 that	 all	 closed	 eyes	 ain’t
sleeping,	 either.	 Ride-and-die	 niggas	 don’t	 develop	 a	 concise	 plan	 because	 they’re
impulsive.	 They	 don’t	 use	methods	 of	 engagement	 for	 attacks.	 They	 just	 react	 without
thinking	about	the	consequences	or	repercussions	of	their	behavior.	They	will	tell	you	that
they	live	for	today	and	tomorrow	is	not	promised.	Preparing	for	tomorrow	is	not	an	option
for	 them.	These	 niggas	 are	 less	 likely	 to	 have	 a	 retirement	 plan,	 life	 insurance,	 and	 car
insurance.	They	wreak	havoc	on	their	families	and	communities.	They	also	lay	claim	to	a
street,	block,	community,	and	neighborhood	as	if	it	actually	belongs	to	them,	and	yet	they
don’t	have	a	pot	to	piss	in	or	a	window	to	throw	it	out.

Ride-and-Die	niggas	sell	drugs	to	their	own	people	and	claim	that	if	they	don’t	do
it	 then	someone	else	will,	 so	 it’s	better	 for	 them	to	make	 the	money	 than	someone	else.
They	don’t	see	that	at	every	completion	of	that	drug	transaction,	they	have	sold	their	souls
to	the	devil.	That’s	why	a	lot	of	them	end	up	in	prison,	dead,	and	becoming	their	own	best
customers.	 They	 would	 rather	 sacrifice	 their	 freedom,	 lives,	 and	 sanity	 for	 man-made
riches.

They	believe	in	the	snatch	and	grab	philosophy.	If	they	see	it	and	want	it,	then	they
will	grab	and	snatch	 it	 right	 from	under	you.”	The	alien	pulled	a	 shiny	 trinket	 from	his
pocket.	He	called,	“Here	nigga,	nigga,	nigga”	while	waving	the	item	in	the	air.	He	called
again,	“Here	nigga,	nigga,	nigga.”	Suddenly	 images	started	appearing	out	from	nowhere
like	feins.

The	alien	asked	one	of	them,	“How	much	is	this	item	worth	to	you?”

The	nigga	responded,	“It	depends	on	how	much	it’s	worth.”

The	alien,	“It’s	worth	more	than	what	you	got.	It’s	worth	your	soul!”

The	 nigga	 hesitated,	 snatched	 the	 trinket	 and	 began	 running.	 The	 alien	 started
laughing	 and	 said,	 “You	 see,	 if	 a	 nigga	 thinks	 something	 is	worth	having,	 regardless	of
how	small	it	is,	he	will	risk	his	life.	It’s	not	the	value	of	the	item	he’s	interested	in;	it’s	the
pleasure	of	taking	it	and	not	seeing	you	with	it.	He	believes	he	is	just	as	entitled	to	your
shit	 as	 you	 are.	 It’s	 universal	 thinking	 amongst	 all	 niggas	 that	 material	 things	 are
valuable.”

One	of	the	niggas	responded,	“Hell	yeah	material	things	are	important!	I	work	to
enjoy	 the	 fruits	 of	my	hard	 labor.	 I	 pay	 the	 price	 to	 drive	 a	 nice	 car	 and	 live	 in	 a	 nice
home.	I	send	my	children	to	good	schools	and	I	enjoy	going	on	vacations.	What’s	wrong
with	that?”

The	alien,	“There	 is	nothing	wrong	with	 that	unless	you’re	 in	debt	because	of	 it.
There’s	nothing	wrong	with	paying	three	times	the	value	of	what	your	home	is	worth	just
for	the	sake	of	living	in	what	you	believe	to	be	a	safer	and	cleaner	environment.	There’s
nothing	wrong	with	you	buying	into	the	illusion	of	what	money	can	do	for	you	if	you	are
comfortable	with	that	way	of	thinking.	But	what	will	happen	when	your	job	lays	you	off



or	downsizes?	What	happens	when	you	can	no	 longer	 afford	 to	pay	 that	high	mortgage
and	car	note?	All	your	life	you	have	relied	on	someone	else	to	get	you	to	your	destination.
You	may	have	an	education,	but	you	are	 still	 indebted	 to	 someone	else	 to	 feed	you	and
your	 family,	 and	 to	 provide	 you	with	 a	 pay	 check.	You	 have	 become	 so	 dependent	 on
someone	 else	 for	 your	 survival,	 that	 you	 have	 lost	 sight	 of	 what’s	 really	 important—
family.

People	 stress	 themselves	 out	 trying	 to	 figure	 out	 how	 to	 keep	 shit	 rather	 than
letting	it	go	to	have	a	peace	of	mind.	A	house,	car,	and	even	a	fucking	job	can	be	replaced.
Look	around,	you	have	people	killing	themselves	because	they	can’t	take	the	pressure	of
losing	a	lifestyle.	Their	success	is	tied	to	impressing	others.	When	they	can	no	longer	keep
up	with	a	lie,	it	becomes	difficult	for	the	nigga	to	deal	with	being	ordinary.	Material	shit	is
tied	to	happiness,	and	happiness	is	tied	to	the	perception	of	success.

Look	around,	what	have	we	come	to?	Our	children	have	learned	so	well	from	us
that	they	too	are	sacrificing	their	souls.	You	have	girls	dressing	like	sluts	to	get	attention
and	fucking	anyone	who	drives	a	nice	car	and	wears	nice	clothes.	You	will	see	a	female
showing	the	crack	of	her	ass	and	titty	meat	to	reveal	all	her	goodies	to	a	bunch	of	niggas
who	could	give	less	than	a	damn	about	her	brain	cause	they’re	blinded	by	how	much	ass
and	 tits	 she’s	 showing.	She	becomes	 an	object	 to	be	used	 and	 later	 thrown	away	 to	 the
next	nigga.	Because	she	failed	to	value	herself,	the	niggas	in	the	street	didn’t	see	the	value
in	her	either.	She	can’t	think	for	herself	and	is	led	to	believe	that	she	will	be	rewarded	if
she	sleeps	with	eighty	niggas	and	a	monkey.

You	 have	 boys	 killing	 each	 other	 over	 a	 street	 corner,	 cars,	 jackets,	 shoes,	 and
money.	They	have	become	so	diabolical	that	laws,	respect,	consideration,	loyalty,	and	life,
have	no	value.	They	are	willing	to	die	and	kill	over	a	neighborhood	they	don’t	own	and
never	invested	in,	a	joy	ride	in	a	car,	shoes	that	will	eventually	wear	out,	and	money	that’s
not	enough	to	last	a	day.	They	will	die	over	bullshit	before	they	die	over	a	right	to	be	free,
right	to	vote,	read,	write,	walk,	talk,	and	to	protect	another	human	life.

We	have	become	so	individualized	that	everywhere	you	look	it	has	become	a	dog
eat	dog	way	of	life.	Where	are	the	real	fathers	and	mothers?	Neighbors	are	afraid	to	say
anything	to	kids	because	the	parents	will	curse	you	out	if	you	try	to	chastise	their	bad-ass
kids.	You	have	bad-ass	kids	breaking	windows	out	of	vacant	houses,	dope	addicts	stealing
copper	 and	 eating	 the	 aluminum	 off	 the	 houses,	 and	 niggas	 selling	 drugs	 out	 of	 them.
These	same	stupid-ass	kids	will	die	over	a	neighborhood,	and	the	same	stupid-ass	kid	will
destroy	it.”

The	alien	called	 to	one	of	 the	niggas	eating	 the	aluminum	off	one	of	 the	houses.
The	nigga	turned	to	look	at	us	with	aluminum	crumbs	all	over	his	mouth.

The	alien	screamed,	“Hey	nigga	that’s	my	mutherfucking	house!”	and	gave	chase.
The	 nigga	 ran	 so	 fast	 you	 could	 see	 dust	 following	 his	 shadow.	The	 nigga	was	 like	 an
energized	crack	bunny,	 too	fast	 to	catch.	The	alien	came	back	screaming,	“You	see,	you
see	what	I’m	talking	about!	He	was	eating	my	shit	right	in	front	of	people	and	nobody	said
shit.	My	house	looks	like	a	skeleton	stripped	to	the	bare	bones	because	of	that	nigga.	All
of	 these	 people	 are	 standing	 around	watching	 the	 shit	 and	 saying	 nothing.	 This	 is	 your



neighborhood	too.	It’s	just	a	matter	of	time	before	it’s	your	house	and	don’t	come	crying
to	me	because	I’m	not	going	to	say	shit	either.”

From	anger	and	having	to	run	up,	down,	and	around	corners,	the	alien’s	color	had
changed.	Heat	was	emanating	from	the	top	of	his	head.	After	about	 two	hours,	 the	alien
calmed	down,	his	skin	returned	to	its	original	color	and	he	was	able	to	continue	with	his
speech.

He	said,	 “They	know	exactly	who	 to	pick	don’t	 they?	Ride	and	Die	niggas	pick
those	whom	 they	 believe	will	 offer	 the	 least	 resistance	 and	 look	 the	most	 vulnerable.	 I
must	 be	 looking	 vulnerable	 as	 hell!	My	 house	 has	 been	 raped	 and	 its	 inside	 has	 been
turned	inside	out	because	that	nigga	over	there	needs	money	to	support	his	drug	habit!	If
you	can’t	afford	your	addiction	bitch,	go	to	rehab!	Why	do	I	have	to	pay	for	his	addiction?
It’s	going	to	cost	me	more	to	replace	stuff	than	he	got	for	selling	it	to	the	highest	bidder.
His	disease	is	going	to	get	him	fucked-up	out	here.

Why	do	Ride-and-Die	niggas	think	they	are	entitled	to	your	shit?	Robbing	means
nothing	to	them.	It’s	a	job	to	them.	Your	life	means	nothing	to	them.	Although	all	niggas
love	power	and	control,	these	don’t	have	any.	Using	a	gun	or	knife	on	an	unarmed	victim
gives	them	power.	These	spineless	cowards	are	thirsty	for	shit.	They	will	kill	over	small
shit,	 and	 they	will	 kill	 just	 for	 the	 sake	of	 killing.	The	value	of	man-made	 shit	 is	more
important	to	them	than	life	itself.	They	calculate	the	value	of	life	by	putting	a	price	tag	on
it.	There	is	no	rhyme	or	reason	behind	their	thinking.

Then	 there’s	Type	 II	niggas,	Uncle	Toms	or	House	niggas.	They	are	products	of
their	environment	and	dangerous	but	 in	a	 totally	different	way	from	Type	I	niggas.	Tom
niggas	 are	 generally	 conformist	 and	 people	 pleasers.	 They	 are	 pretenders,	 phonies,
cronies,	shams,	and	frauds.	Their	behavior	resembles	that	of	bitch-ass	niggas	and	spineless
mutherfuckers.	They	must	carry	red	lipstick	at	all	times	in	order	to	kiss	the	ass	of	the	real
nigga.”

The	alien	asked,	“Have	you	seen	a	nigga	walk	around	smelling	his	upper	lip.”

I	responded,	“Why	would	he	smell	his	upper	lip?”

The	alien,	“Because	the	scent	of	the	Real	nigga’s	ass	has	left	a	permanent	stench
on	his	upper	lip.	To	me,	it	smells	like	straight-up	ass,	but	to	a	Tom	nigga,	the	Real	nigga’s
ass	has	a	welcoming	fragrance	that	keeps	him	sniffing	for	more.	The	stronger	the	stench,
the	 harder	 and	 longer	 the	 Tom	 nigga	 sniff’s.	 He	 sniff’s	 his	 ass	 like	 a	 cokehead	 sniff’s
cocaine.	A	Tom	nigga	sniff’s	so	far	up	the	Real	niggas	ass	you	can	see	his	legs	dangling
from	behind.	You	can’t	 tell	where	his	head	begins	and	his	ass	end.	He	has	been	socially
conditioned	 so	 properly	 by	 environmental,	 educational,	 political,	 and	 religious	 systems
that	assimilating	and	imitating	the	behavior	of	Real	niggas	is	deeply	ingrained	his	psyche.
He	has	 learned	 from	an	 early	 age	 that	 in	order	 to	blend	 into	 a	 particular	 neighborhood,
community,	hood,	estate,	club,	gang,	pose,	he	must	take	on	the	same	characteristics	of	his
surroundings	otherwise	he	will	be	a	social	outcast.	This	nigga	has	developed	the	“Monkey
see	monkey	do”	complex	syndrome	and	the	“Keep	up	with	the	Joneses”	disorder.

A	Tom	nigga	will	do	anything	to	fit	 in	and	blend	in	the	world	of	the	Real	nigga.



This	nigga	likes	to	brag	about	what	he	has,	the	money	he	makes,	what	he	drives,	where	he
lives,	who	he	knows,	and	his	education.	He	believes	he	can	blend	in	any	social	setting	or
class	without	detection	of	being	a	fraud.	This	nigga	serve	absolutely	no	purpose	to	his	own
kind.	His	mind	is	shaped,	cultivated,	and	controlled	by	real	niggas.	Some	say	you	can	take
a	nigga	out	of	the	hood,	but	you	can’t	take	the	hood	out	of	the	nigga.	Well,	it’s	true.	This
confused	nigga	has	lost	sight	of	who	he	is	and	cannot	see	he	is	being	used	as	a	guard	dog
for	the	Real	niggas.	The	guard	dog	has	been	trained	so	well	that	he	will	turn	on	his	own
kind	to	protect	not	only	his	self-serving	interest	but	the	interest	of	the	Real	nigga.	If	you
have	to	kill	the	Real	nigga,	you	must	first	kill	the	Tom.

You	see,	Toms	will	change	every	aspect	of	their	lives	to	incorporate	the	morals	and
values	of	the	Real	nigga.	Because	they	internally	hate	themselves,	they	will	often	change
their	appearance,	begin	walking	and	talking	just	like	the	Real	nigga.	When	they	speak,	it’s
difficult	to	distinguish	between	them	and	the	Real	nigga.	You	see,	Toms	think	Real	niggas
talk	proper.	Toms	will	also	change	their	hair	to	create	the	illusion	of	having	“good”	hair,
long	 hair.	 They	will	 change	 their	 lips,	 hips	 and	 tits.	 They	 change	 their	 appearances	 so
much	that	they	no	longer	have	the	look	they	were	born	with.	Because	Toms	do	not	possess
the	 ability	 to	 think	 for	 themselves	 or	 by	 themselves,	 they	 will	 rely	 on	 someone	 else’s
testimony	on	what	beauty	actually	is.	Despite	the	flaws	all	niggas	have,	Toms	will	always
find	beauty	in	Real	niggas	before	they	see	it	in	themselves.

They	are	faultfinders	amongst	their	own	kind,	it’s	easy	for	them	to	point	the	finger
and	blame	them	for	all	their	strife.	They	have	been	psychologically	conditioned	to	believe
they	 are	 better	 than	 those	 with	 less	 education,	 money,	 and	 class.	 Tom	 niggas	 love
perpetrating.	Their	noses	sit	high	in	the	air	as	they	look	down	on	others.	In	the	meantime,
they’re	screaming	to	gain	attention	and	prove	to	Real	niggas	how	different	they	are.	Toms
believe	that	place	over	there	is	a	better	place	to	live.”

The	alien	pointed	at	a	neighborhood	far,	 far	way.	It	was	beautiful	but	showed	no
life.	He	said,	“The	grass	appears	to	be	greener,	but	let’s	go	over	there	and	see	if	it	really	is.

Once	a	Tom	nigga	gets	an	education	and	starts	making	money,	he	moves	out	of	the
community	he	grew	up	in.	An	Uncle	Tom	nigga	develops	the	‘I	got	mine,	and	you	better
get	yours’	attitude.	He	will	backstab	and	bootlick	to	get	to	the	top.	He	doesn’t	believe	in
opening	doors	for	people	who	look	just	like	him,	and	he	will	forget	where	he	came	from.

You	can’t	 trust	 him	any	more	 than	you	can	 trust	 the	Real	nigga.	An	Uncle	Tom
uppity	nigga	loves	him	some	Real	niggas	though.	He	loves	them	because	of	the	control	the
Real	niggas	have	over	the	lives	of	others.	A	Tom	believes	that	if	he	stays	true	to	the	Real
niggas,	then	he	will	reap	the	benefits	of	taking	a	piece	of	the	Real	nigga’s	pie.	In	his	mind
he	is	an	elite	socialite.	But	in	the	minds	of	Real	niggas,	he’s	still	a	nigga,	an	uppity	nigga
though.	We	then	leaped	in	the	air.

The	alien	says,	“I	use	to	live	here.”	He	pointed	to	a	decent	looking	neighborhood.
The	 houses	 were	 small	 and	 surrounded	 by	 a	 lot	 of	 land.	 There	 were	 no	 sidewalks.	 It
looked	like	one	would	have	to	walk	a	mile	just	to	put	the	trash	at	the	curb	and	retrieve	the
mail.	The	 alien	 continued,	 “Someone	wrote	 graffiti	 on	my	house	 that	 read,	 ‘No	Niggas
Allowed.’	I	agreed	with	them	and	said,	‘I	too	believe	that	no	niggas	should	be	allowed.’



They	told	me	to	move,	and	I	told	them	to	move.	They	said	they	were	better	than	me,	and	I
said	 I	was	better	 than	 them.	They	 told	me	 to	go	back	 to	where	 I	 came	 from,	and	 I	 told
them	I’ve	been	here	longer	so	they	must	go	back	to	where	they	came	from.	They	said	they
were	chosen	by	God.	I	said	I	was	chosen	by	God.	We	stood	there	for	approximately	four
hundred	years	arguing	back	and	forth	about	which	one	of	us	was	the	greatest	of	all	time.

Have	you	notice	that	regardless	of	who	they	are	and	where	they	live	and	what	their
social	 economic	 status	 is,	 you	 can’t	 teach	 niggas	 to	 be	 civilized	 and	 have	 respect	 for
anyone.	Do	you	know	Toms	and	Real	niggas	are	firm	and	steadfast	in	what	they	believe?
Trying	to	get	them	to	know	me	before	they	judge	me	is	almost	impossible	for	they	have
made	up	in	their	minds	they’re	never	going	to	like	me.	They	call	everyone	else	ignorant
but	ignore	the	fact	they	are	the	ones	operating	out	of	ignorance	and	fear.”

The	alien	grabbed	me	and	off	we	went	again,	ascending	into	the	sky.	The	alien,	“I
want	 you	 to	 meet	 the	 Real	 niggas.”	 When	 we	 landed,	 we	 were	 surrounded	 by	 gold,
diamonds,	 pearls,	 and	 rubies.	The	 alien	 looked	 at	me	 and	 said,	 “This	 is	 the	 shit	 people
were	killed	over.	The	people,	who	occupied	and	owned	this	land	for	many	centuries,	today
control	no	more	of	its	resources	than	you	and	I	do.	The	Real	niggas	used	a	process	called
genocide	 to	 systematically	 destroy	 the	 actual	 owners	 of	 the	 natural	 resources.	 They
deliberately	injected	these	people	with	a	deadly	disease	that	almost	wiped	them	out.	Once
Real	niggas	 steal	your	 land,	 they	 then	have	 the	nerve	 to	 sell	 it	back	 to	you	at	 triple	 the
value.	These	niggas	are	so	conniving	they	try	to	convince	everyone	they	have	more	of	a
right	to	your	land	than	you	do.	They	have	always	been	and	will	continue	to	be	birthright
stealers.	They	are	the	most	diabolical	niggas	on	planet	Negroid.	They	are	hardcore	killers,
liars,	 and	 thieves.	 You	 can	 never	 underestimate	 the	 power	 of	 Real	 niggas.	 They	 are
demonic	and	will	kill	 their	own	mothers	and	 fathers,	 sisters,	brothers,	children,	cousins,
and	 friends,	 to	 obtain	 and	maintain	 control	 over	 people,	 land,	 and	 resources.	They	 love
looking	at	the	demise	of	those	whom	they	deem	are	beneath	them.	Although	money	gives
them	power,	the	real	power	lies	with	control.

Real	 niggas	 profit	 off	 the	 misery	 of	 others.	 They	 control	 everything	 from	 the
importation	of	drugs	and	guns,	 to	poor	health	care,	 substandard	education,	 to	war.	They
create	 an	 illusion	 of	 trying	 to	 stop	 the	 use	 and	 sale	 of	 illegal	 drugs,	 but	 are	 the	 main
distributors	profiting	by	allowing	 it	 in	different	communities.	 In	 the	meantime,	 the	 little
nigga	man,	which	is	generally	the	“Ride	and	Die”	niggas,	are	getting	arrested	and	going	to
prison.	And	 guess	what,	 the	Real	 niggas	makes	 a	 profit	when	 they	 go	 to	 jail,	 and	 they
make	a	profit	off	the	same	niggas	when	they	get	out	of	jail.	The	common	thief	is	the	real
niggas	money	maker	 too.	 It	costs	 thousands	of	dollars	 to	house	niggas	 in	 jail.	Who	you
think	pays	for	that?”

I	said,	“The	citizens.”

The	alien	said,	“Damn	right.	The	system	is	designed	to	keep	a	nigga	going	in	and
out	 of	 prison.	 They	 can	 squeeze	 slave	 labor	 from	 prisoners.	Why	 do	 you	 think	 they’re
trying	to	privatize	prisons?”

I	 said,	“Prisons	are	 like	dormitories,	 the	more	niggas	 they	put	 in	 them,	 the	more
money	they	make.”



The	alien,	“You	damn	right,	and	the	more	money	they	make,	the	more	investment
in	 prisons.	 That’s	why	 prisons	 are	 like	 dorms.	 They	 are	 designed	 to	make	 a	 nigga	 feel
comfortable	and	make	him	feel	like	he’s	at	home.	So	the	dumb	nigga	will	fall	for	the	trap
each	and	every	time.	Since	jail	is	not	as	bad	as	it	used	to	be,	he	can	keep	doing	dumb	shit
without	fear	of	going	to	prison.	Most	of	the	time,	prisons	have	everything	they	didn’t	have
at	 home.	 Hell,	 sometimes	 prison	 life	 is	 better.	 And	 because	 the	 real	 niggas	 control
resources	 and	 education,	 they	 can	 control	 what	 that	 man	 does.	 Niggas	 have	 been
conditioned	to	be	obedient.”

In	a	teacher-like	voice,	the	alien	said,	“It’s	elementary,	my	dear.	You	see,	the	white
collar	niggas	made	millions	at	 the	expense	of	the	working	class.	They	have	made	others
rich	and	others	poor.	Their	worth	is	much	greater	and	valuable	than	your	regular	common
thief,	and	that’s	why	the	penalty	is	less.	The	good	thing	for	the	Real	niggas	is	that	the	petty
niggas	doesn’t	know	how	much	of	an	asset	 they	really	are.	They	will	keep	going	in	and
out	of	prison	without	ever	knowing	 they	are	commodities.	Believe	 it	or	not,	crime	does
pay.	 Some	 prisons	 make	 you	 feel	 real	 comfortable	 in	 hope	 that	 they	 will	 have	 repeat
customers.	Because	 these	niggas	don’t	 think,	 they	buy	 into	 the	bullshit	 of	 rehabilitation
and	recovery.	When	they	go	back	into	the	same	environment,	around	the	same	fucked-up
people,	 places,	 and	 things,	 they	 will	 generally	 get	 caught	 up	 in	 the	 same	 fucked-up
situation	that	landed	them	in	prison	in	the	first	place.	You	see,	addicts	believe	that	if	they
confess	their	sins	then	recovery	begins.	Rehab	starts	with	the	addicts	thinking	process.	If
these	niggas	are	not	willing	to	change,	 then	they	will	continue	to	do	drugs	regardless	of
who,	what,	when,	or	where.	They	will	continue	until	their	death.”

I	asked,	“Why	is	it	that	addicts	feel	the	need	to	confess?”

The	alien,	“That’s	when	the	healing	begins.	But	if	you	ask	me,	I	don’t	want	to	hear
the	shit.	I’ve	been	sober	all	my	damn	life,	except	on	the	days	I	decided	to	get	drunk,	and	I
haven’t	 received	a	mutherfucking	pat	on	 the	back,	a	 letter	 saying	“good	 job,”	or	“thank
you	 for	 staying	 sober	most	 of	 the	 time”,	 but	 I	 have	 to	 hear	 this	 nigga	 talk	 about	 how
blessed	he	is	for	staying	sober	for	two	mutherfucking	days.”

I	said,	“It’s	an	accomplishment.	It’s	hard	getting	off	drugs,	and	when	addicts	do	get
off	they	should	celebrate	their	sobriety.”

The	 alien,	 “Fuck	 that.	 They	 choose	 to	 be	 addicts,	 and	 I’m	 not	 feeling	 sorry	 for
them.	All	of	us	have	problems.	My	problems	don’t	make	me	go	out	in	the	world	and	use
drugs?	To	me	 it’s	 a	bunch	of	bullshit.	Niggas	 love	drugs	because	 the	 shit	 feels	good.	 It
keeps	 them	 from	 focusing	 on	 day-to-day	 responsibilities.	 Addicts	 love	 illusions.	 They
believe	 that	 drugs	 help	 them	 escape	 from	 harsh	 realities,	 but	 all	 it	 does	 is	 create	more
harsh	realities.	There	 is	no	escaping.	The	 issues	addicts	suffer	 from	prior	 to	using	drugs
are	 the	same	fucked-up	 issues	 they	have	once	 they	start	using	drugs.	All	 they	do	 is	add
more	problems	in	their	lives.”

I	said,	“I	think	they	should	be	allowed	to	use	drugs.	It’s	their	lives	their	fucking	up
anyway.	Some	niggas	like	using	drugs,	therefore,	they	don’t	believe	they	have	a	problem.
It’s	not	until	their	lives	spiral	out	of	control	that	they	may	or	may	not	recognize	that	using
drugs	is	a	problem.”



The	alien,	“But,	when	have	you	ever	seen	a	drug	addict	only	fuck	up	his	life?	This
nigga	will	impose	his	sickness	on	everyone	around	him.	He	will	steal	and	rob	to	feed	his
habit.	So,	it’s	not	just	his	life	he’s	fucking	up,	it’s	also	the	lives	of	his	family,	friends,	and
community.	It’s	all	by	design.	But	don’t	worry;	niggas	who	constantly	get	high	up	don’t
see	shit.	They’re	like	monkeys,	they’ll	go	along	with	the	program	if	you	train	them	right.
We	know	the	Real	niggas	could	get	rid	of	most	drugs	if	they	wanted	too,	but	it’s	too	much
money	in	the	drug	game	to	eliminate	it.

I	said,	“Most	people	don’t	think	marijuana	is	a	drug.”

The	alien,	“Get	the	fuck	out	of	here!	Marijuana	is	not	a	drug	it’s	an	herb.	Shit,	the
Indians	smoked	it.”

I	 said,	 “Look	 around	 nigga!	 Where	 are	 the	 damn	 Indians!	 Think	 nigga	 think.
Niggas	are	putting	more	chemicals	 in	the	shit	 today	to	make	people	more	addicted.	But,
why	do	smoke	marijuana?”

The	alien	with	sophistication	said,	“For	its	calming	effects.	It	relaxes	me.”

I	 said,	 “Hum,	 it	 sounds	 like	 you	 too	 need	 a	 drug	 to	 escape	 harsh	 realities.	 You
sound	just	like	crack-heads,	heroin,	pcp,	meth,	cigarette	and	alcohol	abusers.	So,	you	need
a	drug	to	help	you	relax	and	cope?”

The	alien,	“Yep.”

I	looked	at	the	alien	and	he	was	blowing	smoke	out	of	his	mouth.	His	eyes	were
red	and	glossy.	He	became	so	relaxed	that	I	asked,	“Do	you	understand	the	words	coming
out	of	my	mouth?”	The	alien	slowly	nodded	his	head.	As	he	nodded,	his	head	fell	back,
his	mouth	fell	open,	and	he	began	snoring.	I	sat	there	for	approximately	two	hours	waiting
for	this	nigga	to	wake	up.

When	he	finally	woke	up,	he	cleared	his	throat	and	said,	“You	know,	Real	niggas
have	you	believing	they	are	trying	to	help	when	in	fact	they	give	less	than	a	damn.	They
keep	you	sick	and	give	you	generic	cheap	shit	 that	keeps	you	going	back	for	more.	The
only	cure	Real	niggas	sees	is	to	their	bank	accounts.	While	they	are	getting	richer,	the	poor
are	getting	poorer	and	more	addicted	to	 their	bullshit	drugs.	Whether	 it’s	 legal	or	 illegal
drugs,	we	have	been	convinced	that	no	one	can	do	a	damn	thing	about	it.	Once	they	get
you	to	believe	that,	they	can	easily	eliminate	you	because	you	no	longer	pose	a	threat.	You
become	no	more	than	a	modern	day	slave	and	a	puppet	to	the	puppet	master.”

I	said,	“Look	who’s	talking,	the	slave	himself.”

The	alien,	ignoring	my	comment	continued,	“You	see	my	friend,	the	biggest	drug
dealer	is	not	the	guy	standing	on	the	corner,	the	biggest	thief	is	not	the	one	stealing	ginger
out	of	the	gingerbread	man.	The	biggest	thief	and	drug	dealer	is	the	one	claiming	to	look
out	for	the	greatest	good	for	the	greatest	number.

They	 know	 exactly	 what	 they	 are	 doing.	 They	 deliberately	 plant	 foreigners	 in
different	communities	to	allow	them	to	extract	and	control	resources	in	an	attempt	to	break
down	the	infrastructure	of	that	community.	And,	the	only	way	you	can	destroy	something
is	 to	 attack	 from	 within.	 Unfortunately,	 the	 people	 in	 this	 community	 have	 been	 so



brainwashed	 they	 can’t	 see	 what’s	 happening	 around	 them.	 The	 Real	 nigga	 has
systematically	 taught	 them	 how	 to	 hate	 themselves.	 He	 has	 taught	 them	 how	 to	 use
ruthless	 tactics	 to	 come	 against	 each	 other	 to	 the	 point	 of	 killing	 one	 another	 for	 his
personal	gain.	He	knows	 that	 the	people	 in	 that	community	will	not	 support	each	other.
They	will	complain	a	 lot	but	will	do	absolutely	nothing	 to	 take	back	 their	communities.
The	 politicians	 are	 puppets	 and	 money	 hungry	 blood-sucking	 vermin	 who	 are	 also
draining	the	neighborhoods	dry.

People	 will	 sit	 back	 and	 allow	 them	 to	 continue	 to	 rape	 communities	 and	 its
resources.	The	Real	niggas	know	how	to	implement	methods	of	engagement	to	take	your
shit.	Their	strategy	comes	primarily	from	the	use	of	their	pen.	Whereas	the	Ride-and-Die
niggas	will	use	guns,	the	Real	niggas	use	pens.	Once	they	convince	you	that	you	are	a	part
of	their	system,	they	will	put	up	a	glass	and	concrete	ceiling	to	prevent	you	from	getting
too	far.	And	if	you	just	so	happen	to	learn	their	tricks	and	use	them	against	them	to	your
benefit,	they	will	change	the	mutherfucking	game.

The	other	niggas	behavior	and	actions	pale	in	comparison	to	that	of	the	real	niggas.
Real	 niggas	 know	 how	 to	 use	 force	 and	 political	 power	 to	 control	 people	 and	 gain
economic	dominance	over	all.	While	they’re	continuing	to	grow	by	the	masses,	they	make
sure	that	the	others	are	wiping	themselves	out.”

I	asked,	“How	can	the	Real	nigga	control	what	someone	else	does?

The	alien,	“It’s	easy.	Real	niggas	know	how	to	get	other	niggas	 to	fight	amongst
themselves.	Sometimes	the	Real	nigga	uses	the	House	niggas	to	get	all	the	other	niggas	to
do	what	they	wants.	They	can	pretty	much	get	the	House	niggas	to	do	anything	if	the	price
is	right.	In	fact,	the	House	nigga’s	loyalty	is	not	to	their	people,	it’s	to	the	Real	niggas	and
that	almighty	dollar.	Real	niggas	also	know	we	will	kill	our	own	kind	over	material	shit
and	a	neighborhood.	The	Real	niggas	will	stand	by	while	dangling	a	trinket,	“Here	nigga,
nigga,	nigga,”	and	slowly	niggas	will	turn	against	each	other	to	get	the	object.

The	excitement	they	get	from	seeing	you	hurt	brings	him	great	joy.	You	will	often
find	them	screaming,	“Yes!	Oh	yes!	Hell	yes!”	while	busting	a	nut,	skeet,	skeet,	skeet,	on
your	forehead	as	you	tumble	down	to	the	ground.	When	your	marriage	fails,	these	niggas
will	say,	“I	told	you	that	shit	wasn’t	gon	last.”	And	when	you	fall	from	grace,	they’ll	say,
“I	told	you	that	nigga	wasn’t	shit.”	It	is	not	in	their	nature	to	think	or	say	positive	shit.	If
you	allow	these	niggas	room	to	control	your	 life,	 then	you’re	more	of	a	nigga	than	they
will	ever	be.

These	 Real	 niggas	 started	 wars	 in	 order	 to	 lay	 claim	 to	 something	 that	 do	 not
belong	to	them.	They	will	justify	killing	children	if	it’s	a	means	to	an	end.	They	call	them
collateral	damage.	They	will	send	your	children	to	war	to	take	control	over	other	peoples’
resources	and	then	justify	their	actions	by	saying	it	was	for	the	preservation	of	mankind.
What	they	really	mean	is	the	control	of	mankind.

Another	thing	about	Real	niggas	is	that	they	have	a	way	of	making	niggas	feel	like
it’s	their	fault.	They	put	you	in	a	house	they	claim	you	qualify	for,	and	years	later	your	shit
is	 gone	 within	 a	 matter	 of	 seconds.	 They	 give	 you	 a	 decent	 paying	 job	 and	 without



warning	close	the	motherfucker	causing	you	to	lose	your	home,	car,	and	everything	it	took
years	to	get.

I	remember	going	to	work	one	day	smiling	and	enjoying	the	sun.	I	walked	in	the
office	and	the	real	nigga	patted	me	on	the	back	and	smiled.	He	asked	me	how	I	was	doing
and	 if	 I	was	 having	 a	 good	 day.	 I	 handed	 him	 a	 special	 birthday	 cake	 and	 sang	 happy
birthday	 to	 the	mutherfucker.	After	 the	 celebration,	 he	 invited	me	 into	 his	 office	 again,
jokingly	slapped	me	on	my	back	and	offered	me	a	seat.	A	few	minutes	later,	he	told	me
how	my	service	and	contribution	to	the	company	was	valuable	but	he	had	to	lay	me	off.
After	 I	caught	my	breath,	 I	 told	 the	nigga	he	could	have	 told	me	 this	 shit	before	 I	 sang
happy	birthday	to	his	ass	and	before	he	ate	my	mutherfucking	cake!	I	went	to	retrieve	my
pension,	and	those	niggas	told	me	my	account	had	been	wiped	cleaned	by	greedy	niggas.
My	insurance	went	up	so	I	couldn’t	afford	it	and	had	to	cancel	it.	The	day	I	cancelled	it,
my	spouse,	 the	kids,	and	the	damn	dog	got	sick.	What’s	even	more	pathetic,	real	niggas
told	me	 that	 it	was	my	fault	cause	 I	 should	have	diversified,	purchased	 the	cracker-jack
house	that	I	could	have	afforded,	had	one	less	baby,	and	put	Duke	to	sleep.

I	 fell	 for	 the	 lies	 and	 so	 did	millions	 of	 others.	 I	 too	 became	 so	 reliant	 on	 this
fucked	 up	 system	 to	 feed	my	 family,	 and	 look	 at	 where	 it	 got	me.	 I	 allowed	 the	 Real
Niggas	to	control	my	financial	situation	to	the	point	of	placing	all	my	trust	in	them.	These
niggas	stole	my	money	and	 left	me	for	broke	while	 their	asses	got	 richer.	They	 told	me
that	if	I	obtained	an	education	I	would	get	a	good	paying	job.	I	did	get	a	good	paying	job
but	not	enough	to	pay	my	student	loans.	My	loans	carry	the	same	damn	interest	rate	as	my
mortgage	loan.	Well,	I’m	not	paying	them	shit.	They	can	kiss	my	ass	by	starting	from	the
bottom	right	butt	cheek	and	working	their	way	straight	to	the	middle.”

I	said,	“Then	they	will	garnish	your	wages.”

The	alien,	“Let’em.	They	can	get	what’s	left	after	child	support.	It’s	going	to	take
me	thirty	years	to	pay	those	loans	and	another	thirty	to	pay	child	support.	Life	ain’t	fair!
As	soon	as	I	pay	off	my	mortgage,	it’s	just	my	luck	I’ll	die.	The	same	day	I	put	the	check
in	the	mail,	the	same	day	I’m	pronounced	dead.”

The	alien	started	screaming,	“I	quit!	I	quit!	This	is	some	bullshit!”

He	 cried	 profusely	 and	 then	 went	 on	 a	 rampage.	 My	 eyes	 bucked	 widely	 as	 I
looked	at	the	alien.	He	had	lost	his	mutherfucking	mind.

The	alien,	“My	children’s	mother	took	me	to	child	support	because	she	found	out	I
had	another	woman.	Child	support	told	me	I	owed	them	from	the	time	my	children	were
born.	 I	 told	 those	 bitches	 that	 I	 have	 always	 taken	 care	 of	 my	 children.	 These
mutherfuckers,	the	Real	niggas,	told	me	that	all	the	money	I	spent	was	a	gift.	I	looked	at
my	 children’s	mother	 knowing	 she	was	 going	 to	 stick	 up	 for	me	 and	 this	 bitch	 just	 sat
there	 staring	off	 into	 space.	 I	 saw	dollar	 signs	written	all	 over	her	 face.	At	 that	point,	 I
could	have	smacked	the	smirk	off	that	spiteful	and	vengeful	bitch.	The	mutherfuckers	had
the	nerve	to	tell	me	that	if	I	didn’t	pay	them,	my	ass	was	going	to	jail.	I	told	them	to	take
me	to	jail	and	see	how	much	their	bitch	ass	will	get	then.

In	 court,	 the	 Judge	 told	me	 to	 tell	 the	whole	 truth	 about	my	 income.	 I	 told	 the



Judge	to	kiss	my	ass,	and	that	I	was	going	to	tell	a	lie,	a	whole	lie,	and	nothing	but	a	lie,	so
help	me	God.	 The	 Judge	 then	 said	my	motion	 for	 him	 to	 kiss	my	 ass	was	 denied	 and
sentenced	me	to	 thirty	days.	After	 I	was	released	from	jail,	 I	saw	that	bitch	driving	 in	a
new	car	with	special	license	plate	that	read	“Thanks	child	support.”	She’s	getting	her	nails
and	hair	done	with	my	money!	That	money	is	supposed	to	be	for	the	kids!	See,	that’s	why
I	didn’t	tell	 them	shit	about	my	income.	They	take	too	got-damn	much	as	is!	There’s	no
way	she	needs	that	much	money	to	take	care	of	them.	I	don’t	have	enough	to	feed	my	own
ass!”

I	said,	“It	looks	like	you	eat	well	to	me.”

The	alien,	“You	and	the	Real	niggas	can	kiss	my	ass!	Kiss	my	mutherfucking	ass!”

I	 said,	 “No	 thank	 you.	 Kissing	 your	 ass	 would	 be	 like	 kissing	 your	 face,	 and
kissing	your	face	is	a	damn	disgrace.”
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