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A Black Mother's Understanding 
When
When I first laid my eyes on you, you were a beauty. 
Light brown hair and pretty brown eyes, 
When the doctors told me, as I held you, 
You were never to talk, walk again, I did not care.
When they looked at me in disgust of why I still 
loved you, I prayed for the journey to come. 
When my husband struggled with the idea that we 
would never have a "normal" child, I smiled. 
God, I thought you were on my side but my, oh my.
When my mom asked, "What's wrong with her?"
I laughed, my pretty baby, was going to be strong 
When I looked at you, I knew, this is a fightin' baby
When I looked at you, I knew there was nothing wrong. 

Dark 
Jaycee was her name, pretty, preppy and silly,
My baby Jaycee, full of spirit, and zeal.
As rolled her chariot off to school, 
I would soon be shocked by a deep realization. 
The stares, looks and wickedness, 
my Jaycee was strong and had no fear of those, 
they were looks that she would get all her life, 
even from my mother who would pray, pray, pray
it all the way. 
It seemed as though those daggers were meant 
to hurt my baby, kill my baby, as if she were 
not good enough, strong enough or capable of life. 
I could only ponder those unimaginable thoughts. 
It was a hatred that I would not understand. 
For I loved my baby, for all she was and was to be.
It was a cruel, cruel, cruel world that we lived in, so 
Unforgiving, not understanding, and dark. 



A Mother's Cry [Prayer]
God, why are people 
So relentless? 
So evil? 
So foul? 
Sleep comes hard, 
When thinking about my baby, 
I thought about why you gave her to me.

Am I strong enough to take this on? 
If so, 
why does the pain feel so strange?
 I long for my child 
in this lifetime. 
It was a pain so deep I could not explain. 

I was her mother, how could I feel this way? 
My little baby, she is alone in this world,
No real love, just pity. 
No real joy, just relief 
No real generosity, it was obsolete. 

God, is this how every mother feels,
about her first child to bore? 
Or only me? 
Was my child not worth?
How could I raise a child 
in place where people did not,
see her as so?

Lord, give me the strength,
to raise my baby girl in the midst 
of it all.  
Despite what everyone thinks,
fears,
believes,
Or know not of. 
Amen. 

Drowning in care 
It's a haze, 
I’m dazed, 
give my all 
for you, 
But my hope still wavers, 
With this glass bottle 
in hand
make your way to me 
Devil and take 
my hand. 
I am lost, 
confused,
all because of you, 
I love you so much, 
But what does the world 
Think of  you?
I’m deep in a hole 
I can't get out 
There is no God, 
he isn't helping me. 
As this vehicle goes in and out, 
I feel that I am swerving in and out of my 
Thoughts as well. 
I am alone, 
And so is my baby. 
I have came to the end 
of myself and my duty 
to you, do you still love me?
Do you feel I have 
Abandon you? 
Like everyone else has?
I remember when I first 
Held you --

Part II: 
I all remember was 
My body feeling 
like I was floating 
As I was up in the air 
And my body slams then blackness. 
All I could think of was 
my baby Jaycee, 
I didn't even know 
What was happening to me, 
I just wanted to see my baby
I started to get anxious,
and I blurted out 
WHERE IS SHE? 
IM HER PRIMARY 
CARETAKER! 
Then I fell back into a deep sleep. 

I Love You, Jaycee
Jaycee,
My diamond, 
my peace and my serenity.
My love is a mountain, unattainable 
and its feet’s are undenounced to any man. 
That is how I feel about you my Jaycee girl, I love you. 


Discussion
[bookmark: _GoBack]For these poems I tried to emulate Rebecca Foust's "A Mothers Understanding".  I enjoyed how through her poems she let us through her journey of being a mother to a child with Asperger's syndrome. Foust's connection to her son's journey related to the relational model as it catered to the thoughts and feelings of a mother with a child that has a disability, with the focus on how it affects her personally. I thought that doing an assortment of poems catered to the feelings of a mother that had a child with quadriplegia, intellectual disabilities and confined to a wheelchair. I wanted the poems to reflect societal feelings, admiration, sadness, agony, pain, all in one. Putting a twist on the poems that Foust had done in "A Mother's Understanding" by pairing the experiences to that of a black mother. It was important to me that the experiences of disability were not solely based on the traditional white American's narrative of disability, but rather a rendition of disability that can be shown through the lens of intersexual, feminist, and a cultural viewpoint, essentially a black feminist disability narrative. I wanted the reader to grasp the understanding of how disability functions within different cultural expressions and the stereotypes that follow. Furthermore, how blackness is barred, in a western, ablest, patriarchal society from the weakness and visibility of disability. 
	
When is the closet similar to the poem Apologies to my OBGYN in Rebecca Foust's series, about the whims of having a baby that seemed to not be good enough because of her son's disability. Furthermore, Foust's poem allows the reader to see how disabled bodies are often mistreated or uncared for early on as a child. I wanted to play off of a similar idea within my poem. We see the battle she is having from the start with her mother and her husband, as they realize that the baby is "different". When describes the moment that others are not able to see disability as human, but monstrous, inadequate, and how it unfortunately starts as a baby. In the narration the new mother has already acknowledged that this is how everyone is possibly going to react to her child for the rest of her life. 

Dark is another poem similar to that of Rebecca Foust's, in particular her poem Dark Card.  Foust is introducing her son and the reactions to him while she is out with him. The poem starts off in a setting where the mother is taking her daughter to school and she quickly realizes what it is like with a child that has a disability. The daughter becomes a spectacle of others and the mother can see disgust. It was then that the mother realized the deep hatred that others had felt for her daughter and or misunderstanding. Also, to point out how others automatically assume disabled bodies do not have the right to life and a future. I also wanted to emphasize how her own mother expressed this deep internalization for "normalcy" for her granddaughter. It was important to me to use an aspect of religion, particularly Christianity, because it plays a big role within the African American community and households. Sometimes "prayer" can often be seen as an eraser of problems, while it does not always address the issue present. In this case the underlying issue is that God created something "wrong" and the solution is to just "pray it all away". Dark represents the feelings of inadequacy others feel towards non abled bodies and the violence of their perceptions. 

A Mother's Cry is a prayer that is from the built up anger and pain that a mother is feeling for her child. I wanted to build up the intensity from the other two poems as well as follow the storyline of the mother-child-relationship. Stressing the relational model and how the relationship that the mother has with her daughter is not in isolation and is affecting her as well. In contrast to all the other poems, Jaycee, her mother, or her husband are not in the scene of this poem with her. Her prayer alone demonstrates her vulnerability that is not often seen with African American mothers, as they are usually not allowed to show vulnerability, due to the hypervisibility of them to be "strong" and "resilient". Also demonstrating how African American women do most of the labor in service of disability, despite the impact of them being able to take care of themselves. Her sadness, though, does not come from her child having quadriplegia and intellectual disabilities, but how she is in a constant battle to stay "strong" for her daughter and combat socialized feelings others have about her daughter's body. There is also a bit of resentment as she starts to ponder her daughter's future as she says in the lines, "No real love, just pity. No real joy, just relief, No real generosity, it was obsolete". She has come to terms with the idea that people will never truly understand her daughter, it will all be fake love, relief that they are not disabled, and fake generosity to make themselves feel better that they are abled bodied. 

Drowning in care is a poem of a mother spiraling into a very deep depression while she is thinking about her daughter and the whims of life. I decided not only to include the experience that the mother had with her daughter's disability but possibly the mother coming to terms with her own fight with her mental disabilities. As stated, African American mothers are seen as the primary caretakers of their children with disability and oftentimes do not see the effects that it has taken on themselves. I wanted to point out how it is possible that the mother may also too have an invisible disability and the vulnerability she is facing while being alone. Her aloneness is prominent throughout because it shows how concerned she is with her daughter and how others in the daughters life had basically done away with her because of her disability, which is why her family is not around. This could also be symbolic of how she could possibly care too much and is in a way being overprotective over her daughter. Throughout the poem, she is driving and drinking while on the road, her thoughts get rather dark and she ends up having a car crash. I wanted to over exaggerate the effects of someone having to deal with others that are not supporting a mother with a disability. As she fell back into a "deep sleep", it was as if again, her concerns are still not relevant because the nurses came in to essentially shut her up as she panicked looking for her daughter. 

	I Love You, Jaycee. The comma added after the "I love you" signifies how the mother loves Jaycee regardless of her disability, despite what everyone else feels about her daughter. That is also what is expressed in the line "mountain, unattainable and its feet’s are undenounced to any man", that the mothers love is not based on what others think and what they understand of their relationship. 
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