
We would share stories about 
our favourite TV shows with 
predominantly Black actors.

I was the only Black student in my elementary 
school classrooms. Well, maybe not the only one. 
There was always one other Black student. Every 
year. But their face and name changed. Every year.

For Black students, we knew who were the 
most racist students in our school, the 
students who boldly called us names. You 
know the name that I am referring to.

In my home, from a young age, I was taught about Black history, racism 
and discrimination … events like Rodney King and Emmet Till. Martin Luther 
King, Malcolm X, Harriet Tubman, Marcus Garvey   these were our heroes.

One time at school, two boys 
assaulted one of my “sisters,” 
tripping and mocking her with 
racial slurs. One even spit at her.

I didn’t know her   she had just 
moved to the neighbourhood. Our 
only connection was our skin colour.

But I immediately joined her in battle 
even though I detested violence. 

One time Brandon and I got 
into a fight with four boys 
who called us racial slurs.

We got into more trouble 
than the bullies did. 

We learned to pick our battles.

The first time I heard this name I 
was seven years old…. in Grade 1.

Throughout my school years, some students asked very 
inappropriate questions about: my culture, body parts, hair 
and ancestors. My young white allies sometimes backed me up.

In Grade 1 it was Joseph; Grade 2, 
Babatundae; Grade 3, Rodney; Grade 4, 
Sabrina; Grade 5, Brandon my best friend 
and then my cousin Jermaine in Grade 6.
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Y’all watch 

Fresh Prince 
last night?

Who 
said ‘I 
have a 

dream’?

Martin 
Luther 
King!

Aunt Viv’s 
dance was 

dope!

I’m so 
mad.

Stick to 
the vision, 

bro.

THOK!
THOK!
THOK!
THOK!
THOK!
THOK!

Wagwan 
bredrin?

MR. PARKER
BECOMING


