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(Family is the only tree of life under the sun. I am blessed to have you all as my beloved family in this lifetime.)
From the left-hand side is me (Grey suit), next to me is my mom Miss: Asienzo Betty James, carrying our last born Nyuma Joel James, my big brother Andruga Cyrus James (Right hand side) Phebe Night James (in front of him) next to her is Akim Bob James and in front of me is my big sister Kide Charity James.
 
 
 
 

Author’s Note
 
First and foremost, I write for myself, my inner child and for those with the same poetic taste and thirst as me. Pardon my uncommon language and artistic style. I urge you, poetically, to use your six senses, gut feelings, intuition, logic and reason to digest it. I meekly beseech you to please consume this book responsibly.
If any of my writings (past, present and future) happen to provoke, oppose, or offend you and your beliefs, faith, religion, culture and traditions in any way, then kindly remember something. That these are my honest opinions, point of views, thoughts, ideologies, philosophy, truths and thinking as viewed and written from my own perspective. Unapologetically.
I write to see, seek, feel, express, experience, inner-stand and understand myself from the essence of my own being.
For those who are too sensitive to my truth, this is my reality, and I kindly warn you to stop here. This is your first, second, and last warning. If your curiosity permits you to continue, I pray that you are renewed and totally transformed by this feature presentation.
“The Naked Race” is solely for brave hearted individuals and open-minded souls. For those who want to be liberated, emancipated, and redeemed from the great deception, this is the book for you.
For the minds that want to be illuminated rather than intoxicated, I pray that you get something from my book. For those who want to escape from Babylon and return back to Zion, you will be thoroughly entertained.
For how long shall mortal men fear and shy away from their own shadows and wicked deeds? A lion doesn’t give birth to a goat. Don’t be a lion in sheep clothing. Remember, many are called, but few are chosen. 
So, who are you and what do you stand for? A lion isn’t hatched from an egg and this we all know. Why? Because it’s humanly an insult and divinely an abomination to merely sacrifice rats and cats to propitiate the deities. 
Poetry is what I speak, breath, eat, dream and live for. I believe a poem a day can keep a nation awake. Even if I only knew two letters of the alphabet like the two sides of a coin, I would still write poetry. I’m illegally married to all genres of literature, but I’m deeply in love with poetry. It’s my first love and my first language. All of my poems are unique, like my own image. 
In God I trust, but in words I drown.  
 
 

DEDICATION
 
To God, the giver of gifts and talents. I am grateful for who I Am! I Am a humble servant who always walk with the Father. I shine and reflect your greatness, Lord.
And to my dear beloved mom and best friend, Miss. Asienzo Betty James. Truth be told…you not only taught me the art and tactics of survival, but you also shaped, groomed, nurtured and raised me to be a King. You have and will always be my exquisite mother. 
When I was stripped for loving beyond my reach, you stood beside me as a dear friend, mentor and an ever-present mother. Just like my dad, the late Mr. Azza James Iku Wara, rest his soul.
As his inaudible voice rests, resides and shines in my debut book titled “Emotions” I wrote it with the ashes of self-doubt to see it come to life. I gift you this second born of mine titled “The Naked Race” as a beacon of hope and light to reflect how far we have come from the depth of life’s darkness. 
When asked if anything good can come out of ghetto, your reply was, “The ghetto must shine, and none of you will be a failure.” So, I am here to represent and change that societal and environmental narrative. 
Mom, this is more than just an assurance that you are more than just a mother and a father figure to me and my other five siblings. We adore every single piece of you, mom. 
And to my future princess and daughter Kingston, dad welcomes you to the miracles of life. May you grow up to be a free spirit like air and be of service to the universe. 
I love you to the core.

EASTER JOY
 
In a dry weary land,
stands a lonely Easter Joy…
A place your presence overshadows
your absence with bittersweet memories.
It’s a dilemma,
to do my homework without your signature.
Into the mud I dig,
searching for my might.
Waiting for the Easter Joy jingles,
with treasures from the sea.
I’m calmly adjusting from growing my afro,
to free form Joys of locs.
Emotional toys play strings of sorrow and worry,
but we dance to it our way.
From Monday to the sabbath,
the ghetto sprouts,
with the colorful buds of Easter Joy.
In search of you, golden days of immortal tales flow…
from my heart and soul.
Your legacy runs in every drop of my ink, blood and pains
I live to witness your thirty-five stars of Joy and peace
In every Easter weekend, I live, it comes to pass.
Lonely, I stand…yet in spirit we’re one
My tears are safe, for memory is within the soul.
In a dry weary Easter land with no Joy is where I find myself.
 

THE NAKED RACE
 
Unto you Lord, we return from the nakedness of sin.
Clothed in perishable feathers of dust,
tormented by the series of life like the bitter end,
yet I’m traumatized by the voice of sin
and the echoes of death spiraling in the wind.
My creators were naked when I was conceived.
Overwhelmed by pleasure, unto each other they surrendered.
The stains of his cum sparked the egg of life,
out of the waters my life came into being.

Glory be to the breath of life, for gratitude is a must!
What must a child of sin do to redeem his throne?
I was told of the commandments to keep and obey,
but what then can a stubborn fly do…
when the demonic spirits of curiosity encourages us to sin?

Some gave their best in exchange to live,
but they were still betrayed
by the serpent of pleasure.
Temptations are here and there tomorrow,
a bitter night to remember, and a season to surrender.
Naked, they raced and naked they returned.
Who knew? Who knows? Who knew?
Every man shall return back to dust.
Naked, as he was born by a woman.
For vanity is what they chased in the naked race.
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