Power – in short story form

It seems a mid summer’s day, and he stands over the little boy’s body, “die you little motherfucker,” the policeman says.  The ten-year-old boy bleeding profusely all over the cop’s shoes, the sun creates a silhouette of the cop’s figure as the little boy looks up to see his killer.  With the gun still in his hand the cop makes a facial expression of satisfaction, but the little boy would never know, he is dead now.  All went to court soon after, and the proceedings were a hard burden upon anyone who knew the little boy, or even just heard of what had happened.  “I didn’t notice the size or nothing else, only the color,” the police mad said in his defense.  The boy had been dancing around with a three musketeers bar in his hand, the cop had thought it were a gun, that’s what seems to be the case.  There are tapes to prove that.  

The mother remembers rushing out to her child, blood on the floor, and blood on his clothes, blood leaving his veins and leaving him to die.  She is lost within a tragic event and the shattered pieces that it leaves behind, drying her lips as she curls them in disbelief.  She stands above her child and quickly kneels down to give way for her arms to pick him up as she sobs over her devastation; she dries his wounds with kisses. 

This day that 37 year old policeman stands innocent as a jury of 11 white men were satisfied that justice had been done.  This day one black mother who’s child was subject to that policeman’s actions, has lost her only chance of power by four centuries of white male approval.  She stands ready of nothing, and filled with such void, due to her lack of power

