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The Word Nigger Turns Some White
Grown Adults Into Philosophers

6 The Color of My Politics & 4 minread - 2 days ago

& 410 Qo 11 e O

Most social boundaries require no explanation. Curiously, one group is

asked to defend theirs forever.

By Malik Shakur



ANNUAL ETHICS SYMPOSIUM

THE MYSTERY OF CONTEXT

CAN A WORD MEAN DIFFERENT THINGS //
FOR DIFFERENT PEOPLE? '~

CHANGES
MEANING.

Malik Shakur

OKAY, I GET ALL THAT.
BUT WHAT IF WE MAKE
ONE EXCEPTION?

v QUANTUM PHYSICS

Today’s Sunday sermon concerns a recurring national phenomenon. One

word that turns grown adults into philosophers.

Every few months, someone discovers that the word nigger still exists, and

immediately decides America needs another symposium.

Not about racism.

Not about history.

Not about power.




About context.

Specifically, whether the context is real.

This is apparently the hardest question our civilization has ever faced.

A Black person uses the word one way (my nigga).

A racist uses it on another (NIGGER).

And somewhere in America, a man with a podcast microphone and several

unused hobbies announces that he cannot detect the difference.

Remarkable.

Because the rest of society manages this impossible intellectual feat every

day.

The Rule Everyone Already Understands

Women call each other “girl” affectionately.

A strange man follows one of them down the street, calling her “girl,” and we

somehow detect a different energy.

Nobody schedules a six-hour debate.

My father can call my mother “Sweet Chocolate.”

The cashier at Walgreens cannot.



Civilization survives.

Friends insult each other in ways that would get a stranger punched in the

mouth.

Families use nicknames that would sound deranged coming from anyone

else.

Nobody convenes a constitutional convention to unpack these distinctions.

The rules are not complicated.

The relationship changes the meaning.

The audience changes the meaning.

The intent changes the meaning.

Human beings understand this instinctively.

Until one specific word enters the conversation.

Then half the country develops the analytical capabilities of a Roomba

trapped behind a chair.

The Great Context Emergency

The funniest part is watching people who worship logic abandon it at the

first sign of trouble.



These are often the same people who spend their lives lecturing others on

facts, reason, objectivity, and rational thought.

Then the Nigger appears, and their brain immediately files for bankruptcy.

Now we’re told context doesn’t matter.

History doesn’t matter.

Relationships don’t matter.

Social meaning doesn’t matter.

Only the literal sequence of letters matters.

An astonishing theory.

A theory they apply nowhere else.

Not in law.

Not in politics.

Not in business.

Not in marriage.

Not in their own lives.



Just here.

For this one word.

Apparently, language becomes a machine whenever they want access to

something and a living social system whenever they don't.

That is not a principle.

That’s a craving wearing glasses.

Most people don’t hold principles.

They hold exceptions they wish were universal.

A Civil Rights Movement for Someone Else’s Vocabulary

What makes the conversation so strange is the emotional investment.

Notice how often the discussion isn't about solving a problem.

It’s about obtaining permission.

People who go years without using thousands of perfectly good words

suddenly become obsessed with preserving access to this particular one.

Not because they need it.

Not because society requires it.

Not because communication would collapse without it.



They simply don't like being told NO.

And because they don’t like being told no, they transform a basic social

boundary into a constitutional crisis.

There are grown adults who show less emotional attachment to their
retirement accounts than they do to winning hypothetical arguments about a
word they insist they don’t care about.

That should probably tell us something.

The word is supposedly meaningless right up until someone says they can’t

use it.

Then it becomes a sacred artifact of free expression.

When Logic Files for Unemployment

Psychologist Gordon Allport described prejudice as a failure of rationality.
Not because it lacks explanations, but because it rejects any evidence that
threatens the ones it already prefers.

You can watch it happen in real time.

Perfectly intelligent people begin making arguments they would laugh at in

any other context.

They understand social permission everywhere else.

They understand the audience everywhere else.



They understand relationships everywhere else.

They understand history everywhere else.

Then one word enters the room, and all the circuitry shorts out.

The IQ points available in every other conversation mysteriously disappear.

It’s like watching a luxury sports car transform into a shopping cart because

somebody placed one particular word in the road.

Racism rarely defeats intelligence.

It recruits it.

That is why smart people can sound so spectacularly foolish.

They’re not struggling to understand.

They're struggling to justify.

The Debate Is the Confession

The most revealing fact is that these conversations never occur anywhere

else.

Nobody hosts a debate asking whether strangers should call your wife “Sweet

Chocolate.”

Nobody launches a think tank examining whether family nicknames belong

in the public domain.



Nobody writes a thousand-word manifesto demanding access to their

friend’s inside jokes.

Because everyone understands the answer before the question is finished.
The debate itself is the confession.

It exists only because some people have convinced themselves that one
group’s boundaries deserve a level of scrutiny they would never apply to
anyone else’s.

That is where the mask slips.

Because this was never about language.

Language was just the getaway car.

The real obsession was always the destination.

The person insisting they cannot distinguish between a term of endearment

and a racial slur is not revealing confusion.

They’re revealing their preference.

And at a certain point, the inability to recognize a distinction everyone else

navigates effortlessly stops looking like intellectual courage.

It starts looking like a man or woman demanding applause because he and

or she cannot figure out how to open a door marked “Pull.”
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The Color of My Politics is my satirical look as a Black man in America—

educated enough to know the rules, wise enough to know they weren’t written for
me.
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They simply don'’t like being told NO.
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Well said, and well structured. Poetic prose. | wish the ones who need to learn would learn, but it's always

heartening to see what we already know repeated so articulately, and in ways that can strengthen us. Thank

you..
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This is apparently the hardest question our civilization has ever faced.
It seems to be hard, for a demographic of toddlers, who have a really, really, hard time, being told the word NO!

This is abusive narcissism territory when you set a boundary, and the person immediately looks for ways to

get around it, as if the... more
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