
    

               Assignment: Personal Essay 

               Instructor: Dr. Sarah Giragosian 

Name: June’ay Oliver 

A Day in the Life 

 My day is half over. As I sit with my body at a forty five degree angle, I 

rest my head on top of my crippled desk that once stood proud. Now it leans to 

one side and possesses the marks of all who ever inhabited it. I faintly hear a 

voice in the background discussing something about slavery and I soon lose 

myself in a plethora of thoughts.  My mind begins to consume me; I imagine 

the life of a girl who was held captive, when she had done nothing but carry 

excess melanin in her skin. Strong in her pursuit of freedom, but trapped in the 

tight net of her oppression. 

She was fifteen when she was first sold. Her mother cried as they were 

separated for what she knew to be an eternity. She was taken to a new home 

where she met an elderly couple who tried to mend her broken soul. She spent 

her time working day in and day out, writing down her feelings in her little 

black book. But with each beating placed upon her she grew weaker and cold 

hearted. She turned away any compassion that was expressed to her and she 

closed her mind to love. She feared the day when she could no longer 

remember the sound of her mother’s voice as she calmed her fears or the way 

her mother’s embrace made her feel stronger than any obstacle, but as the 



    

years passed her mother’s memory became nothing more than lost hope and a 

shallow dream.  

“How do you feel?” And with that my mind is steered back on its destined 

course. I feel the crimson heat exploding from my cheeks, as forty two eyes 

stared straight through me. I felt morsels of sweat start to form across my hair 

line, while the palms of my hands clung onto one another so tightly, as if to try 

and squeeze out an answer to this unanswerable question, “How do you feel?”  

As I glance around the dreary room, I catch a glimpse of a power point 

slide displayed on a dingy white board that hung on to the once apricot walls of 

room 215.  I hoped that the answer would magically express itself to me, but it 

did not. As I prepare to give my answer I take one last glance around the room 

but this time I see not the eyes staring back at me, but the abundance of ivory 

faces. It was then that I realized no power point slide or person in this room 

could answer that question for me.  

How do I feel? I don’t know. 

What is the question?  

How do I feel about what?  

Slavery?  



    

I feel a lot of things. I feel pain. I feel anger. I feel oppression. I feel 

judged. I feel exotic. I feel othered. I feel sadness. I feel powerless. I feel a lot of 

things. 

Words and thoughts are racing through my mind and I am reminded of 

the slave girl, who never knew her voice, who was oppressed by the negative 

thoughts people fed to her day after day. I thought of each time the coarse 

whip ripped the melanin right out of her skin. I imagined her losing everyone 

she ever cared about and watching her heart get pulverized and frigid. I 

acknowledged all the untold stories that were locked away in her little black 

book. And I finally had my answer.  

“I’m sorry, I’m not sure how I feel,” I replied with a lack of remorse.  

I couldn’t express my true feelings because it was just me, a swirl of 

melanin in an ivory sea. How could I tell them how I felt? They wouldn’t 

understand. They would tell me they understood and that they saw where I was 

coming from. But do they? They would tell me that slavery happened so long 

ago and that it isn’t like that anymore; that opportunity is welcome and my 

melanin is celebrated in today’s society. They would hear me but they would 

not listen. I feel as though my mind is my little black book. All my thoughts and 

stories are locked away for good, with no one willing to acknowledge the words 

that I am writing. I am much like the bottom rung on a ladder, everyone feels 

free to stand on me until I break and then they move on to the next rung. 

“I guess, yea slavery is over…” 



    

My heart begins to beat loud, each thud feeling like it is going to rip 

through my chest. Did I really just say this? Did I really conform to the answer 

everyone wanted to hear? Conformation from the dark one. And for what? A 

comforting head nod and a smile from a stranger in the hall? To know I 

wouldn’t be subjected to punishment for being a crazy left wing black woman? 

To know that my friends would still be there tomorrow? I do not know. As 

before this reminds me of the slave girl and her little black book, because she 

too didn’t have anyone who wanted to truly listen to her. So she like most grew 

tired and saw her way out as a conformer. 

My teacher begins to explain to the class how I am correct; that things 

are better now and people have evolved to diversity. To me, he meant that 

systematic oppression exists only in my little black book. But if this is true, why 

do I feel the need to suck all the melanin from my skin and straighten my hair 

to look like the other girls, or why when I search for a job do I pray for a name 

like Julia or Kim.  Why then is it so hard for me to be proud of my melanin. 

As he continues to preach, I no longer care to hear as I begin to fidget 

and settle back into my historic, 5th period habitation. I feel my heart start to 

beat to its normal rhythm once again and once more thoughts of the slave girl 

begin to dance in my head.   

What became of her?  

Years after she was sold into that life of heart break and loneliness she 

would finally start to find her-self. She would stop making connections because 



    

she was tired of loss. She would take each day as a gift and pray that one day 

she would finally be free of all the hardship she was drowning in. She imagined 

a future as bright as her pearly white teeth against her radiant mahogany skin. 

She dreamed that one day her thoughts would no longer be plagued by the 

people who once held her captive. She dreamed of a family and a real home. 

She tried so hard to break down her walls and learn to live no matter what life 

threw her way. And she, she wasn’t that much different than me. 

 


