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I f we carry our history 
with us, what is it that 
we are carrying?

It’s living in the south side of 
Syracuse, New York with my 
mom and sister. It’s listening 
to Tina Turner in my dad’s car. 
It’s having milky tea with a 
square of Cadbury chocolate 
waiting for me after school 
at our nana and pop-pop’s 
house. It’s not crying at my 
grandfather’s funeral. It’s 
having the same textbooks 
my mom and uncles had 
when they were in school. 
It’s not knowing my cousin’s 
on my dad’s side of the 
family and forgetting what 
my uncles and aunt look like. 
It’s walking home from the 

library with a heavy load of 
books. It’s walking home from 
school without an adult for 
the fi rst time. It’s ice skating 
after school. It’s staying late 
to work on choreography 
for the school musical. It’s 
reading the Autobiography of 
Malcolm X on my own after 
my professor swapped it out 
for the movie Thelma and 
Louise. It’s being the only one 
in my college classes. It’s all of 
that and everything else.

IT’S SO MANY 
THINGS WITHIN 

ME. AND MY 
HISTORY IS 
MORE THAN 

JUST ME.

“WE CARRY OUR HISTORY WITH US. 
WE ARE OUR HISTORY.” JAMES BALDWIN 
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