
“Power to all people! Power to all people!” An African American girl thought as she sat 

in an honors class of English. Full of children that were not like me. In other words, 

Caucasian. We had just been assigned a poem and thoughts were coming to my head. 

I always thought that race is always a weird subject to talk about, so why not go out of 

my comfort zone. There sat Jada, for the next two weeks, thinking of how she is going 

to put the words together with the “right way” so that others won't be offended. Then I 

thought to myself, it wasn't hard for Dr. King to do it, so I know that I can. The day came 

to present it, and I, so scared that this poem was going to make the opinions of me 

disappear. The eyes of those whose ancestors hurt and treated my ancestors li e they 

were nothing  were sitting there.  aiting for me to start.   too  a deep breath and   

remembered   What did Dr. King say and what DID he do?¨ I then started reading my 

poem as power came over me. Like a lighting strike just hit me from nowhere. From that 

day on, they knew who I was. 

            “Lightning ma es no sound until it stri es.” Say that again in your head.  ell 

does that happen? Why would you say it again? Let me show you my lightning, and 

let´s see if it makes a sound. Like a rainstorm, times get rough and things get forgotten. 

There is always peace before and after the storm. The things that I say may sometimes 

start a storm and sometimes they may end one. Many people don't like to talk about it, 

but I love it. Race. Some blacks in our community think that other races beyond ours 

have a thought about us that has a negative connotation by our name. They did, but 

they don't anymore.  n this ¨New Generation ” many of the blac s in our community do 

mischievous things and then when they get caught up in their actions, it is all because 

of the ¨White Man¨. When we grow up and start sticking together as one race instead of 



multiple, we may be able to learn more from that than what we already have. My 

favorite thing to say is that black is a color, not a race.¨ No one likes it when I say that, 

but the fact that they don´t, makes me feel accomplished. Kind of like lightning. 

              Does lightning strike more than once? Only you can determine that. At my 

church one year, I decided to have our youth find one famous black person and tell a 

little information about them. Martin Luther King, Etta James, Jackie Robinson, all being 

influencers on your youth today. what we need to teach ourselves is that learning may 

not be fun but it will have a big impact on your life. Me, being an overachiever, wrote a 

whole page and a half about Rosa Parks and the influence she had on me. As the 

congregation rose and applauded me for what had been done, again another strike of 

lightning.      

 

Jada Norris  


