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And still after all this time, 

the Sun has never said to the Earth, 

“You owe me.” 
Look what happens with love like that. 
It lights up the Sky.1

I saw the quote above posted on Facebook the day I put this into the 
Google search bar: “Justin Horton Smith” + killed police 1998.”

This first search returned an image of Quentin Tarantino holding a 
small poster of Justin at a “#RiseUpOctober” end police brutality rally 
at the end of 2015. I was shocked. Justin was the second person (of 
four) that I personally knew who died under the hands of police. His 
death eighteen years ago had not been a famous case and so I wonder/
ed how this photo got into the hands of one of the most recognized 
directors of our generation.

The headline of the article about Tarantino stated that there was 
talk of boycotting Tarantino’s films because he called some cops mur-
derers. For a split second, I wonder/ed who these KKK-type boycotters 
might be, but I was much more interested in the photo of Justin. Almost 
2 decades had passed since I had seen Justin. In the picture, he looked 
even more baby-faced, sweet, and innocent through my maturing eyes. 
That radiant smile—he could’ve been a brother to Trayvon Martin, or 
Sasha & Malia Obama.

If they don’t see happiness in the picture 
then at least they’ll see black.2
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I glanced from my computer screen to the picture of Justin’s obit-
uary that Moni (the friend who was the connector between me and 
Justin) had texted me the day before. The photo in Tarantino’s hands 
was a crop and blow-up of the identical photo of Justin on the front of 
his obituary.

Brown skin. You know I love you brown skin. 
I can’t tell where yours begins, 
I can’t tell where mine ends 
Brown skin. Up against my brown skin.3




