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I am writing in response to an article entitled "The N-Word” printed in the most 
recent publication of the Black Ink. The writer’s main message in this article is that the 
word “nigger” is acceptable under certain circumstances. Some argue that in today’s 
society, this word "has become a term of endearment” used in the Black community as 
a means of defiance; it is with this particular point that I have a problem.

The word”nigger” was used often and freely in the past by whites to "remind”
Blacks of their inferiority to them. For years, this word and other words with similar 
meaning were u.sed "to expre.ss disrespect, hatred, and disgust,” which is why it disturbs 
me to find that this word has become common in everyday conversations between Blacks.

Today, the term “nigger” is not used as often by whites, yet some African- 
Americans find it necessary to accept the label they had given us and use it frequently.
Moreover, I sincerely have a problem with the argum ent that it is somehow a term of 
endearment. How often do you hear a Jewish person say, “Yeah, tha t’s my kyke!” or a homo
sexual say, "Hey, faggot, wassup?” Not often, but for some reason a significant percentage of 
Blacks feel it’s okay for us to degrade our race using this word.

Throughout history, many Black men and women detested this word and fought hard to be called otherwise. If not out of respect for ou r 
selves, we as African-Americans should cease to use this word out of respect for them and their struggle. If we continue to use this word, I truly 
believe we are taking a step back in our race for equality.
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Looking back at the  yo u th  of my g ran d p a ren ts ,  it  is hard  
to believe th a t  love once  had a t ru e  m e an in g  in the  rea lm  of 
re la t io n sh ip s  — especially  th a t  be tw een  a m an  and a w om an. 
Not to  say th a t  love no  longer  exists, bu t  som ehow  its essence 
has been d is to r ted .  D uring  th e i r  t im e  no t long ago, respect 
was a m ig h ty  k ing and v ir tu e  was his fo rtress .  Now all th a t  is 
left from  w ha t once  was a powerful k ingdom  is a city of ru in s .  
Then, in th e i r  qu es t  for love, m a te r ia l is t ic  d is t rac t io n s  m ean t  
n o th in g ,  while f ind ing  g en u in e  c o m p a n io n sh ip  m ean t  the  u n i 
verse.

Black m en  seem ed  to be m ore  secu re  w ith  them selves ,  
even in a world th a t  was ag a in s t  th em ; and Black w om en  
seem ed to  be m ore  dignified, th o u g h  th is  world had refused 
th e m  th e i r  d ignity . Society said th a t  black people showed no 
affection for each  o th e r  o r  th a t  they  ju s t  did no t know how.
But in reality , they  were all th a t  they  had, and they  che rished  
the  t im es  th a t  they  were tog e th e r .

D uring  my g ra n d p a re n ts ’ you th ,  divorces were ra re  and 
th e  word m arr iag e  m ean t  for life. Teen p regnancy  was at an all 
t im e  low, and m os t  c h i ld ren  grew up w ith  two p a ren ts .  Now 
loving so m eo n e  seem s to be associa ted  w ith  th e i r  ea r th ly  pos
sess ions  or  th e i r  sexual w il l ingness .  Respect m eans  calling  
so m eo n e  the  m o rn in g  a f te r  instead  of d r iv ing  th e m  hom e the 
n ig h t  before. How can  th is  be th a t  h o n o r ,  once  o u r  sovereign 
ru le r ,  is now a feeble peasan t?

The day th a t  we realize  we m u s t  love and t rea su re  one 
a n o th e r  to s t r e n g th e n  ourse lves . A lm ighty  respect will regain 
his th ro n e  and o u r  k ingdom  will rise again .
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It's a 
Between  
and Hate
By Shayne Vann
Staff W riter

Black man, Black woman, 
this speaks to you. The more I 
think about this, the more fran
tic I become over what is taking 
place. I’m talking about the dis
respect that we as Black people 

show the opposite sex. Men are 
doggin’ women, women are dog- 
gin’ men, and no one seems to 
know or want to know what love 
really is. It is my belief that in 
order to love another person you 
m ust first love yourself. Can you 
honestly say you love yourself 
when you show yourself indiffer
ent in the face of love? How long 
will the lie continue before you 
lose the you you knew?

I see Black men with white

women, Black women with 
white men, a in’t that a bitch? 
Now where is my strong Black 
nation gonna be if no one out 
there looks like me? I see sistas 
caught up in the media’s game 
thinking Black m en ain’t  shit, so 
why bother, I’ll just  make myself 
another brother. It’s a thin  line 
between love and hate and you 
cross it if you can’t walk it with a 
true love of self.

Stop disrespecting that 
man or woman standing beside 
you because you are only disre
specting yourself. Give up the 
games and be true to who you 
are, ’cause if you don’t  we can 

only go but so far. For the love 
of me, I just don’t  understand 
why my brothers and sisters 
won’t be men and women.


