
this is a recurring dream I 

have every waking moment 

of my being.  Maybe I need 

therapy to understand why I 

have so must fear.  I can see 

the headlines now.  He was 

very combative.  He did not 

obey verbal commands.  

And as soon as they find out 

that he is a practicing kick 

boxer here we go…he tried 

to use his skills on the offi-

cer and had to be taken 

down. The playlist is the 

same.  He was reaching for 

my gun.  He did not put his 

hands up.  You know the 

script.  It’s the same nation-

wide.  Do they rehearse 

these lines like a character 

in the movie of life?  They 

are trained killers supported 

by the FOP.  I view the 

FOP, as an organization 

with many white suprema-

cists as members.  These 

members have a legal li-

cense to kill. 

Oh, how I hate to have 

down time, because these 

thoughts keep creeping into 

my mind. What about the 

children how are they going 

to live without their daddy?  

What about his wife, how is 

she going to live without her 

husband? Does it ever cross 

the minds of police officers, 

that Black men are human?  

He is supposed to be here 

for his family.   Black men 

are fathers, sons, brothers, 

uncles, neighbors.  Please 

Mr. Police officer, don’t kill 

my son.  He is a good man 

he did everything he was 

supposed to do.  He finished 

high school, college and 

passed the state board in his 

chosen profession.  He is 

succeeding in his career.  

He’s living the American 

dream isn’t that what we are 

No I’m not crazy, despite 

what my relatives think.  

They say I am always 

looking at the glass half 

empty.  Well, when Mr. 

Castile was shot and killed 

by the police officer my 

mind flew back to the day 

I called the local precinct 

where my son lives. I 

wanted to know if they had 

any diversity training.  

What was the black white 

ratio of officers in the pre-

cinct, as compared to the 

residential areas they serve 

in?   I made the call when 

Mike Brown was killed 

after they painted him as 

some kind of monster and 

the only way to stop him 

was a bullet.  Well how 

many times since that inci-

dent have I had a repeat 

airing of this show in my 

head, only to replace the 

victim with the face of my 

black male child?  OMG!  

I can’t take it.  I’m going 

crazy with this dream over 

and over again.  I wake up 

in the middle of the night, 

panting and perspiring. 

Then I realize it was only a 

dream.  Well, it’s not a 

dream for some people…the 

families of Terence 

Crutcher, Keith Lamont 

Scott, Walter Scott, Tamir 

Rice and of course in my 

hometown Freddie Gray.   I 

just named a few off the top 

of my head.  This was their 

reality. 

My son is a college graduate 

with a degree in Mechanical 

Engineering, which means 

he’s pretty smart.  Well he 

entered college on scholar-

ships. The next question 

most white people ask, 

“Does he play football, or 

basketball. No, is the an-

swer. He earned academic 

scholarships.  He now lives 

in a diverse community. Has 

a professional wife and I 

have two darling grandchil-

dren.  But for some folks, 

that means nothing, nothing 

at all.  He is just another 

Black man with an attitude 

that had to be taken out be-

cause he did not follow my 

commands and of course the 

blue uniform.  Unfortunately 
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supposed to do.  How is he 

so different from his white 

colleagues?  Is it because he 

wears black skin, he some-

times wears a hoodie and 

loves “Skittles”?  When he 

goes to watch Monday night 

football with some friends, I 

remind him, don’t drink and 

drive, obey all traffic signs, 

put your seatbelt on, drive 

the speed limit, and don’t 

give them any reason to pull 

you over.  If you get 

stopped, don’t say anything 

just listen and obey…don’t 

give them a reason to shoot.  

I hate when he travels from 

a friends house at night be-

cause he’s alone and if any-

thing happens it’s his word 

against the police. Oh Lord, 

please let him make it home 

safely.  I call in the morning 

or sometime during the day 

to make sure everything 

went well.  “Ma, please,” is 

what he says to me. 

“Nothing is going to hap-

pen, just stop worrying.”  

Well, I wish I could stop 

thinking about it, but I 

can’t.  Please Mr. Police-

man don’t kill my son, my 

only child.  That is my fear 

and I can’t help it.  Oh, God 

hear my humble cry.  Don’t 

let this dream become my 

reality like so many mothers 

of black men who have died 

by the hands of those who 

were supposed to serve and 

protect, not maim and kill.  

Please Mr. Officer don’t kill 

my son.     
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