 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1Our girl Condi

Somewhere, there’s a black

girl who wants to be Condoleezza Rice. 

Somewhere, Condoleezza Rice is thinking about that black girl.

There is a notebook, there is a pen. There is a kid who is never 

picked for kick ball. 

During the multiplication drill, she knows

that nine times seven is fifty-four. During the spelling test,

she is the only one who can spell vacuum. Her hand shoots

up to answer each question, and before she responds, she pushes

her too-loose glasses up her nose. 

A gang of dirty black kids sits in the back of the room, dressed

in sagging jeans and baseball caps turned backwards. They snicker

at every correct question, they push her in the hall. You’re Whitey’s

favorite, they tell her at recess, You look more like him every day.

She runs home after school each day, partly to avoid them, partly

to get better in kickball. Don’t let nobody tell you who you are,

her father tells her at night. Most niggers just give up their power,

give up their education. She just nods and looks down at her covers.

They are smattered with shooting stars; she would like to be one of them.

Inside her notebook are her secrets. She has them catalogued, A-Z, except

for one she would never dare to write: I wish I wasn’t Black.

Especially after those girls get blown up in that church, after seeing the last

childless 16-year-old girl on her block get pregnant. This can’t be all there is.
At night, she wakes up in a cold sweat, clutches her elbows, inspects her skin

in disbelief. This can’t be it.

I’m going to ask you one more time: Did you have any prior knowledge of the White

House withholding information prior to 9-11 that could have prevented the attack?

The girl blinks; the answer is fifty-four. No, it’s the Senator asking, and he wants

to know if she’s lied. She looks him straight in the face, doesn’t even blink. No, 

she says, My whole life, the one thing I have never done is compromise my integrity.
