Bedstuy’s Child

I am Bedstuy’s child.

I was raised in the heart of Brooklyn, New York.
Malcolm X was engraved into my soul.

From the street that I lived on,

to the elementary school I attended.

Bedstuy bled from my very being.

I grew familiar with the B46 bus line that stood mere feet away from my first home.
And the warm hue and red interior of the Utica train station that ran across Fulton St.
Bedstuy was the second pair of hands that held me up in this world.

I am her child after all.

I was first introduced to Bedstuy through my mother.

When she met me, she showed me each of her streets,

her smaller pockets of unlikely communities,

she even invited me to get to know her sistering neighborhoods.

And once I was old enough,

she granted me permission to dig my own roots into her ground.
So that I may never forget how far my reach has stretched.

And neither could she.

She witnessed each of my firsts,

caught me during my scrapes & falls,

soaked up my loose tears,

and carved out endless paths that would lead me safely home.
That’s what Bedstuy did for her children.

But... she’s changed.

I hadn’t realized it when a strange man laid claim to our home,
to this part of her— forcing us to relocate.

Because, like Bedstuy does, she looked out for my family & I.
Ensuring her children would always have a home in her.

Nor did I realize when the stores she had adorned for years on end began closing in droves.

No. This change...it was silent.



It was in the way she slowly stopped smiling back at me when I sought her out.

It was in the way I found my roots, that I spent years boroughing into her ground, uprooted &
broken.

It was as if she had been trying to forcefully remove the memories we had together.
Desperately erasing every trace of me.

Recently,

it’s felt like she’s replaced me.

With her new children treating me as a forgotten memory.
Even going as far as reminding me that I no longer belong.
Because in their words, I am no longer Bedstuy’s child...

But I am, aren’t I?
Because Bedstuy wouldn’t abandon me,
right?



