









































The Vision Takes a Look into P.A2.S.S

Dr. Willena Kimpson Price, the Director of the African American Cultural Center,
began the Preparing African American Students to Sustain Success mentoring program
in 2004; in the form of a class taught right in the community room of the AACC. Back
when Dr. Price was growing into her position as the center’s director she, and affiliates
of the Puerto Rican and Latin American Cultural Center, learned of this course being of-
fered by the Asian American Cultural Center and they immediately noticed a grave va-
cancy within their own gardens. She has intimated that during that time she wanted to
design a mentoring program for low-resourced High School students to bridge the gap
between their educational experience and extracurricular lives. Price herself seems to be
tailor made for the job, as a graduate of Spelman College in Atlanta, Georgia where
she earned her bachelor’s degree in Music & Education (curriculum & instruction), fol-
lowed by a Master’s degree in Women’s Studies, served as a school superintendent and
finally obtained her PhD in Educational Leadership at the University of Connecticut. It
seems fate has left the P.A2.S5.S pupils in great hands, but this particular class covered
by The Vision was led by Natasha “Truth” Hunter—quite a fitting name for a Critical
Social Thought major—from Mount Holyoke University in Western Michigan where she
obtained her bachelor’s degree. Between the designer and director of the program and
the apprentice, this semester’s course is in great hands.

To begin the class, students were asked to close their eyes to imagine an important
child in their lives; then asked to imagine that child being taken away permanent-
ly...After the students were given the chance to soak in the feeling, Hunter elaborated
that the purpose of this exercise was to bring them to an understanding of what children
meant to them. The silence in the room whispered that a bit of sadness in the hearts of
the mentees was transient. The exercise also served as a great transition into the focus of
the class’ discussion; which was the 1963 Birmingham, Alabama Church bombing that
eclipsed the lives of four innocent little girls. This process was facilitated by a
half-an-hour documentary on the tragedy. Some notable scenes included the interview of
one victim’s grief-stricken mothers who was almost denied entrance to the church to view
her daughter’s body because it had already been identified, and the image of a brick
embedded in the heads of one of the children.

After the screening, Truth opened the floor for discussion about what they just saw
and their initial reactions. To the surprise of the instructor and some fellow students,
some students indicated this was their first time hearing this story. As the conversation
continved, a few of them informed the room that they were actually unfamiliar with
tragic incidents that happened to African Americans specifically as a racial group in
American history, as they grew up in households that were natively oriented (different
West Indian and African nations) so they weren’t as intimately connected to African
American history. This quickly led into a discussion about the intersectionality of the Afri-
can Diaspora and American history. Others responded with arguments pertaining to out-
side perception and fate. One student proposed, “Since we’re all considered black or,
African Americans, in America (regardless of ethnicity) we will always be considered
one group”, moreover that sort of childhood experience is misleading and inappropri-
ate. They continued on by suggesting that the experiences of their ancestors throughout
history are so similar, no matter how much distance there was between them, that all
people considered black in America today share a history and destiny that is deeply in-
terwoven. The fact that we were all sitting in the same room that day was testimony to
that.



A particularly notable participant of this discussion was Ke’von Miles, a well-versed Political Sci-
ence major from the District of Columbia. Miles appeared affronted by the fact that some of the stu-
dents did not relate to the struggle. He clarified that he had plenty of travelling experience down
south, and the things he has noticed would probably jog their comfortable notions about the world;
or give them a feel for the system of universal identification or the need for unity: “Down South is
not liberal. It is not Uconn 2013, where everybody is living breathing, and eating diversity”, said
Miles. The final comments served some healthy food for thought, and closure to the discussion.

When asked to reflect on the effectiveness of the P.A2.S.S class over the years, Dr. Price ex-
pressed that the class has surpassed all her expectations every semester, as it has consistently put
her mentees in the position to flourish as students and people. A successful student was defined as a
student who takes advantage of the “full richness” of the campus experience; which includes the ex-
tracurricular activities and taking advantage of the opportunity to develop skills as a leader. “lt is
not enough to simply obtain good grades; it’s essential that students improve their interpersonal, lo-
gistical and leadership skills from High School to college”.

Miles, who is currently the Treasurer for the Black Students Association, a member of the Brothers
Reaching out to Society mentoring program and a Residential Assistant, is an indication that P.A2.5.S
is continuing to have success.










He asked, “Do you want to watch a movie?” And I wondered if he
asked so the voices of the actors would fill our silence. I nodded my
head and he supposed it was a sufficient “yes” and proceeded to the
living room (there was a True Life rerun playing on MTV about
people with second lives online, so we watched that instead).

I said, “Maybe we could just wait for the moon to come back,” but
I said it as he was walking to the kitchen to eat the last of the tomato
soup.

He asked from the kitchen, “Have you heard from your mother
yet?”

And I said, “I haven't.”

And he said, “She’s probably pissed that we weren't at church this

morning.”

And I said, “She’ll understand.”

He highly doubted that and I heard his sighs rippling off the soup.

<

He ordered Chinese for dinner and paid for it with the scrappy
bills we found beneath sofa cushions and in his grandfather’s old coat
pockets. He said he would smoke again after we ate, if that was al-
right with me, and of course it wasn't but I said it was because you
shouldn’t hold people back from doing the things they want to do
like chasing seashores and catching moon shine.

My fortune cookie said, “Something you lost will soon turn up,”
and it took me years to understand the concept of finding-and-losing
and hating-and-loving and laughing-and-crying; and why
everything, essentially, is interrelated and cannot be separated and
why sometimes it’s better to have seas instead of clouds or to have
the ugly slices of bread than no bread at all.

The house smelled of him and his smoke and when he opened the
bathroom door, there were no more of the tiny, thin black hairs along

his jaw-line.

Martina Powell
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The Fiction Plantation

Starring the Masters of Fictional Narratives

What has become of Hip-Hop? Truly, since its birth, the genre was an unstoppable force—destined to
permeate the airwaves, notebooks, classrooms, minds and souls of the American people...and for good
reason. Clever, cutting, clean rhythmic concoctions began commandeering the party scene and
domineering eclectic instrumentation, with the power to break diamonds and mend broken hearts. The
same invigorating spirit that ran through the souls of the artists of earlier American generations blessed
with the opportunity to be the first to soar through the skies with the vocal chords of a million silenced
people dying to be heard was finally felt by the Hip-Hop artists wielding the Mic. It gave them the
opportunity to give birth to a new conception of skill, artistry, wit. It gave them to opportunity to be on
an intellectual platform with any member of the Dead Poets Society. It also gave them the opportunity to

be stars...

The music itself stood as a single rose in a barren wasteland, but somehow the Sugar Hill Gang
found some sunshine in their depressing abode of South Bronx, NY. Nothing has to be spoken of the
crime ridden, drug infested, poverty stricken, and all together desolate breeding ground for vielence which
the area was—and probably still is. But ironically the artists that arose out of the first generation did not
champion the desperate lifestyle which usually results from a jungle-like environment. Aside from the
continuance of the old Negro spiritual and the blues that dragged its feet along the cracked sidewalks,
adjacent to the crack houses and pot holes in the streets when slick rhymer’s relapsed from their cipher-
induced highs, the musical content was actually quite positive. Imagine that! Rapping about the bleak
sunny-side of life, the few things in life that brought them joy, things they were still grateful for. The
likes of Eric B. & Rakim, Run D.M.C, KRS One and Big Daddy Kane consistently brought content to
their lyrical narratives that bear a stark contrast to the ones you'd hear on the radio today. In fact,
throughout the eighties (the beginning of Hip-Hop) gangster rap was a novely. *Gasp®. Yes, NW.A
deterred from the mainstream flow and message with their profane “Menace IT Society” approach of their
first album Straight Outta Compron. This is funny because gangster rap is always thought of as being a
product of its environment. The streets produce gangsters, and the gangsters produce gangster music; and
so as long as the streets produce gangsters, hip-hop will be flooded with the likes of narratives streaming
from Albums like Straight Outta Compton. But tell me this, were the streets of NYC, LA and Chicago
any better during the 1980’ than they are today? Honestly they were probably worse, so why didn’t they
produce an industry that was concentrated into a certain element of Hip-Hop? Wait.. .so is there a
possibility that there has been a concerted effort fill the industry with these narratives?

Well of course gangster rap was also absolutely essential to the development of rap music. Who
could forget the great feats of classic albums such as “Ready to Die”, “Doggystyle”, and “Reasonable
Doubt”? These are all remarkable albums. The artists excelled in the skills that rap music is most coveted
for, but they introduced their own spin to it: narrating and rationalizing their daily lives in the America
that they knew; and people respected them for it. When it is real, substantiated and artistic, gangster rap

definitely has its place, within the genre, and amongst the broad spectrum of music overall.






their narrators, or plan on ascending up the social ladder by also being a rapper will stay on the bottom
(probably go to jail) and die there, but luckily this gives them hope to be successtul rappers and
motivation to be thugs. So they perpetuate the conditions of their environment by living out the music
that they hear; which in the long run only serves to create more rappers and withhold the fellow members
of their communities from achieving sustainable success. They are subjected to toil as thugs in the
ghettoes for as long as they live, while serving their own people. But as long as their masters reap from the
cotton that is rap music, and they are lured by the glimmering hope of being a master one day, the
element will continue to dominate the genre.

In larger view of careers in Hip-Hop, it is just easier to conform to these standards. It is a faster
way to success. | hey can either fit this form entering into the industry or be molded by the record label’s
marketing department. I certainly don't believe that there #s#’# any room for other styles, but the industry
has caught on to a lucrative business model and they plan to suck it dry. It is up to the members of the
Fiction Plantation and the Masters of Fictional Narratives to realize that they are being used. Sheesh
Pharaoh, it’s been quite some time now, let my people go.

Davin Campbell
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