
The heat of the sun’s rays stings my eight-year-old cheeks as I skip to the front yard, 

eager to test my new jump rope. I giggle, considering with complete and utter elation the 

upcoming months of summer break in the neighborhood my family has just moved into. Upon 

reaching the shining, viridescent lawn, I quickly spot my neighbor and a group of his friends 

sitting outside on his veranda. He is more than a few years older than me, already a freshman in 

high school, and I find myself rather awestruck by his more experienced age. As a result, I 

always make a point to wave or shout a greeting.  

This time is no exception. I wave excitedly before turning my back to begin jump roping. 

The chatter of his friends immediately rises in volume while I begin to skip ahead. A single 

phrase seems to jump out at me with the same rhythm of my leaps as my feet skim the ground.  

“You’ve got damn niggers living next door.” 

That moment didn’t come back to me until a few years later, at random moments during 

my life. All I really remember from that day was rapidly fleeing back into the comfort of my 

house after hearing the shout.  

I never truly processed the impact that exclamation until later. It comes back to me with 

others snippets snippets, brief flashes of my life.  

I remember the heat of the sun along my arms another day as I feel the derisive snorts of 

a soccer coach about my hair also sinking into my skin.  

I remember the swish of my jump rope as I hear a few offensive mutters about “unsightly 

company” in a diner.  

I remember the warbling laughter of my neighbor’s friends when I too reach my 

freshman year and am promptly addressed as “Little Nigglet” by some of my classmates in P.E. 

 In this final moment of realization, I see past the purpose of any quick-witted, enraged 

response that would only be misconstrued as the stereotypical reaction of an angry or sassy black 

girl.  

I instead acknowledge the importance of an alternative response: striving for a future 

enabled solely by my own determination, diligence, and success. The independent achievement 

of success is what I intend to strive for, not simply to prove another wrong, but instead to prove 

to myself what I am truly capable of. I realize that it is only through my success that I can work 

to make a true impact. 


