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why does the world hate us? would you even ask that question if you was rich? 
you want the police to pay for killing a young black man, but if your friend did it, would 

you even snitch? 
 

nah, because his blood was already spilled, and you don’t even care that it was 
somebody’s son that you just killed. 

 
you left him for dead on the ground, 

waiting for his body to be found, 
in the morning.. 

his poor mother mourning over his corpse. 
she doesn’t blame the killer, she blames the system 

that’s designed for us to fail.  
 

scared of letting me out of this chokehold, 
because they don’t know what the life of a rich black man entails.. 

 
a man who won’t buy his son a pair of kickers to go to school in… 

my brother, who are you fooling? 
 

you buy him a pair of jordans, so he wears them instead, 
you’ll buy a new car but won't go to the shop to buy a loaf of bread. 

can’t maintain a job or keep a roof over your head,  
and you have the audacity to be surprised when your child ends up dead. 

 
the irony isn’t surprising me at all, 

because at the end of the day, any fool can make a baby, 
but only a real man can father his children. 

so in reality, you knocked down his chances in life before you had a chance to build 
them.  

 
instead you teach him that his worth is determined by how many zero’s in his bank.. 

but before the success, did you forget to give thanks? 
 

what the lord can provide, the lord can take.. 
he can snatch the clothes off your back and the food off your plate. 

 
you can make believe and play pretend, 

but in the end, it's his choice to send you back to place he made you in. 

another young brother paying the consequences of his ancestors, 
but all of his sins and transgressions would not go unheeded... 

“he should not know the taste of freedom until he really needs it” 
 

strip him of his integrity and act like he’s lost it, 
because everyone knows it’s impossible to heal in the same place you got sick. 

- Jamie Deane. 
 


