
Propter Nos 1:1 (Fall 2016) 

20 

4 
Rural Niggers 

 
John Gillespie 

 
 
 

We live in those integrated parts of town, where the rainbow colored kids, still too 

young to notice any substantial difference between themselves and their playmates, 

run innocently across vast acres of grass, once stained with black blood. We live in 

those rather vacant towns, where only fifty years ago, red faces flew Confederate flags 

next to black bodies hanging from tree branches. And even though we no longer see  

the black bodies hanging, the Confederate flags still wave as a symbol of a vanguard 

that will undoubtedly “rise again.” 

 

We do not subscribe to the belief that black bodies are no longer persecuted by white 

nooses, but only that things have changed. The partiers of the black lynching parades 

have gotten older, and their children now walk the same hallways as us—spewing the 

ignorance of their parents, guarding their friendships with guns. 

 

These indoctrinated youth, with stories from their mothers and lessons from their 

fathers, carry the cross of white supremacy. Sacred is the flesh of those who die to 

keep their whiteness; wretched is the flesh of those who damn the world with 

blackness. 

 

Our lived experience of racial terror is not only conceptual. It is alive and pervasive. 

It’s an explicit and pervasive racism that sits right next to you in Biology class. It’s an 

explicit and pervasive racism that doesn’t wish to play in your hair, but pulls it, 

demeans it, disgraces it. It’s a racism that calls you, “Nigger,” belittles you into silence, 

demeans you into suicide. It’s a post-racial racism that imitates the racism of old. It is 

overt and actual, yet somehow still learns to benefit and hide behind the post-racial 

laws of integration, tokenized tales of black success, and the optimistic masquerade of 

the Obama era.  
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We live in those integrated parts of town, where white history teachers share white- 

washed messages of American glory and exceptionalism. These are the professors of 

the post-racial American Reich—spoon-feeding samples of the status quo, sanctifying 

systems of domination, transforming stories of disenfranchisement into narratives of 

manifest destiny.  

 

We are the consumers of their wisdom, the students of Whitened tales, black experts 

on white heroism, baptized in the water of eternal repentance for white sins. And 

every day, we rise again, with pen and pad in hand, only to learn the Lie. The Lie that 

our black flesh is a social stain, the Lie that our black flesh does not matter, the Lie 

that the world is ours to be conquered. 

 

We live in those integrated parts of towns, ignorant of the writers that look like us, 

ignorant of the genius of the men and women who look like us. We do not know we 

suffer from double consciousness, but we do feel this inkling to want to fit into a 

larger puzzle, even if one part of our self has the tendency to negate the other. 

  

We do not know of Baldwin, but we do know that there is dungeon shaking within us, 

a will to scream without the ability to articulate exactly what it is we have to scream 

about. We have learned to turn our screams inward, to make “brilliance” antithetical 

to blackness, to make “ugly” synonymous with “us.” We have learned to let the bass 

from our screams implode back atop our bodies and this is what we’ve learned to call 

“debasement.” 

 

We do not know the truth about the fire before, nor the fire next time. We only know 

that we are burning. And the tight-knit curls on our black heads, the plumpness of 

our fat lips, the “extra-bone” in our heels, and the burden of our black skin seems to 

be the culprit.  

 

We live in those integrated parts of town, where the only way to know ourselves is 

through that denigrated art form, that ridiculed and orphaned daughter of poetry, 

that last drop of culture left ringing in our eardrums over radio waves signifying 

stories of a kind of blackness too obscure for us rural folks to comprehend. Hip-hop is 

our last hope at loving ourselves. If that song of somewhere, with its tales and 

histories of a culture so distant yet so close to our own, takes on the classification of 

our white classmates, as the art of the degenerate, as the poems of the soulless, as the 

culture of the dead, there will be no hope left for a redemption. We might say, hip- 

hop for the integrated is either self-discovery to the point of obsession, self-discovery 

to the point of awareness, or discovery of a self in self-denial. 
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We are the rural niggers of the integrated parts of town: learning to accept the truth 

that nothing can free us from their history, their plague, their flesh. 

 

 

 

We have not rioted 
so we are unheard, but we are waking up. 
For when we riot, we’ll cast down our bullets, 
leaving buckets in the dust 
One day we’ll riot, and the world shall burn 
at the barrel of our gun  
 

 

 

 

We are the rural niggers. 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


