Hating Black people has never gone out of style. The world just keeps finding new ways to make it fashionable.

Anti-Blackness did not begin with the internet. It is older than our surnames, older than the borders we were forced behind. It was born in the hull of a ship and baptized in sugar, cotton, and blood. Long before Twitter, long before memes, Blackness was already something to be mocked, feared, and commodified — a contradiction the world never stopped rehearsing.  

Colonialism wasn’t just about conquest; it was about imagination. It rewrote who was human and who was not. It wasn’t enough to chain Black bodies — the mind had to be colonized too. The world had to be taught to see us as less than, to flinch at our skin and flatten our stories into symbols. Europe built its civilization on this lie and exported it across oceans. It hid in Bibles and textbooks, in anthropology and “science.” It disguised violence as progress and called it discovery.  

In art, literature, and early cinema, the project of anti-Blackness became visual — a global theatre of degradation. The Black figure was cast as comic relief or moral warning: the savage, the brute, the jezebel, the mammy. These images did not merely exist; they were broadcast, repeated, embedded into culture until they felt natural. Blackness became a costume others could wear for entertainment, while we were punished for embodying it.  

Colorism took root as the empire’s more subtle offspring — a hierarchy planted within the wound. Enslaved people learned quickly that proximity to whiteness could mean survival: lighter skin meant better treatment, access, safety. Centuries later, that logic lingers. The world still rewards paleness with privilege, softness, visibility. Within our own communities, we inherited that internal border — learning to measure worth in shades, to praise “yellow” while mocking “dark,” to love only the versions of ourselves closest to erasure.  

Even as nations gained independence, the psychic colonization persisted. Global media continued the project under new names — beauty campaigns, Hollywood casting, magazine covers that airbrushed out our existence. The Black image was either invisible or hypervisible: desired but not respected, imitated but not protected.  

So when the internet arrived, it didn’t invent anti-Blackness — it simply digitized it. The centuries-old machinery of ridicule found a new, efficient home. The same old tropes now traveled at the speed of Wi-Fi. Our hair, our bodies, our accents became hashtags and punchlines. Algorithms learned to reward what colonizers once taught: that Blackness was spectacle, never sanctity.  

The world calls this the information age, but for us, it is a repetition. The script was written long ago — we’ve just been forced to perform it on brighter screens.  
Before the hashtags, before the apologies, before the brand statements — hating Black people was the culture. Everything else was PR. It’s always been cool to hate Black people. The platforms just change.



Respectability politics taught us that survival required performance. That to be accepted, we had to polish away every trace of where we came from — our cadence, our curls, our laughter that carried too far, our anger that arrived too fast, our singular manner of expressing joy or hurt or pain. It told us that if we behaved, if we dressed well enough, spoke softly enough, smiled politely enough, maybe the world would see us as human. But the truth was cruel: the closer we reached toward whiteness, the further it moved the goalpost. You could graduate from their schools, live in their neighborhoods, master their language, and still, your skin would speak louder than anything your mouth could ever say.  

From the plantation to the boardroom, this lesson has always been the same: perform dignity, but never expect equality. It’s the echo of the “good slave,” the “exceptional negro,” the “safe Black friend.” The performance was never for us; it was for their comfort. To make our humanity digestible, our brilliance less threatening, our beauty less loud. We became experts in containment — hiding the parts of us that might offend, diluting our dialects, straightening our hair, laughing at jokes that made us small. We learned that success was conditional and that visibility came with rules.  

Eurocentric beauty became the standard, not because it was beautiful, but because power decided it was. Centuries of propaganda told the world that fair skin was purity, that thin noses meant refinement, that light eyes held truth. So people learned to worship small noses, loose curls, and skin light enough to catch the sun just right.Every magazine cover, every casting call, every schoolyard taunt whispered the same command: be less of yourself. Even within Blackness, the hierarchy held. “Pretty for a dark girl.” “Good hair.” Compliments that carried the weight of an insult. And so we learned to praise proximity to whiteness — to prize biracial features, to glorify loose curls and amber skin, to name the erasure of our features as evolution.  

For Black women, respectability politics became a second skin…. a shield and a prison at once. To be respectable meant to be restrained, unprovocative, forever apologizing for existing. To be loud was to be “angry,” to be sexual was to be “fast,” to be poor was to be “ghetto.” The world demanded perfection just to offer tolerance. For Black men, the performance took another form: stoicism mistaken for strength, ambition mistaken for value, distance mistaken for dignity. They were told that their safety depended on control — of their emotions, their image, their women. Whiteness dangled validation like a reward for obedience, convincing them that proximity to it was power.  

Respectability politics is a lie dressed in church clothes. It asks us to cut pieces of ourselves to fit into a burning house. It tells us that our salvation lies in imitation, that we must out-behave, out-work, and out-love those who refuse to see us.It tells Black men that worth is tied to authority, Black women that dignity is submission, and Black children that freedom must be earned through perfection. It preaches discipline in the face of degradation, restraint when the world spits on your existence. It is survival, yes but sometimes survival is a form of death itself.

And still, despite the performance, the pleading, the assimilation, the world keeps reminding us that no amount of polish can wash away the Blackness it fears. The code-switching, the straightening, the smiling — all of it done in hope that whiteness might, one day, look back and see us. But whiteness does not see. It consumes. It takes what it wants — our slang, our rhythm, our style — and leaves the rest behind.  

We spend our lives learning how to make ourselves palatable in a world that feeds on our flavor but denies our flesh. The cruelest part is that we start to believe it too — that to be loved, to be safe, we must be smaller. We tuck away our laughter, we soften our brilliance, we bleach our tongues. And yet, the moment we stumble, the illusion shatters. We are reminded that all along, we were only ever guests in a house built on our bones.  And still, we stand in front of the mirror, asking what part of ourselves we must bury next to be seen as whole.  

Respectability never saved us. It only taught us how to disappear beautifully.  

The world has always laughed at us. The laughter has simply changed venues. What changed were the stages, not the scripts. Once, the theatre was a white man in burnt cork, shuffling and grinning beneath painted lips, pretending to be what he thought a Black person was. The crowd would roar, finding joy in the parody of our existence.  It was indoctrination. Every laugh made the lie feel truer: that we were foolish, excessive, unserious, less than.  What once echoed through vaudeville halls and cramped theatres now travels through timelines and TikToks. The joke has always been the same. I just want to know what’s so funny. What about being black is so hilarious? 

In the beginning, the stage was literal. A white man painted his face in burnt cork, drew his lips wide in red, and stumbled across the boards pretending to be what he imagined a Black person to be — simple, silly, eager to please. The audience howled.

Minstrelsy built the blueprint. It carved into the cultural imagination a grotesque portrait of Black life — the lazy man, the oversexed woman, the loud, unrefined clown. These caricatures didn’t vanish; they evolved. They became television tropes, movie stereotypes, punchlines in comedy clubs. They taught generations how to see us before we ever had the chance to speak for ourselves. It was propaganda of the highest order. It reassured these people that slavery and colonialism had not broken the black spirits, only revealed its “true nature.” It made mockery into morality, laughter into social order. Every grin, every shuffle, every exaggerated dialect was a warning wrapped in comedy: “This is who they are.”


Then the internet arrived, and the blackface washed off — but the performance never ended. On social media, they still mimic our cadence, our slang, our movements. They take our expressions, our rhythms, our slangs and wear them like costumes. They call it “stan culture,” “meme language,” “internet talk,” as if it wasn’t born from the mouths of Black kids in barbershops, kitchens, and corners of the world that never got credit for anything but their pain.  

When the minstrel curtain fell, Hollywood took up the script. Black characters were written as sidekicks and saviors, comic relief and cautionary tales. We were the maids and the mammies, the thugs and the temptresses, the moral lessons in somebody else’s story. And when we weren’t seen at all, our absence said just as much. The world kept imagining us through distortion — through fear, fantasy, or fetish.  

Then came the internet, and suddenly the world had a camera of its own. Everyone could perform. Everyone could mock. The burnt cork washed off, but the performance continued — cleaner now, subtler, algorithmic. People no longer needed a stage to play us; they just needed Wi-Fi.  

On Vine, on YouTube, on early Twitter, Blackness became the internet’s favorite punchline and its favorite prop. They mocked our speech — calling it “ghetto” or “ratchet” — and then, months later, adopted the same slang and called it culture. They filmed themselves mimicking our dances, our attitudes, our emotions, labeling it “relatable” or “iconic.” They borrowed our rhythm and sold it back to us in slower, safer packaging. The joke morphed, but the message didn’t: we were still caricature first, people second.  

What minstrels once performed on a stage, influencers now perform for likes. “Sassy Black woman” reaction GIFs. “Hood” skits by white or non-Black creators using AAVE like a prop. TikTok trends that parody our hair, our nails, our joy. Every viral sound built from our vernacular, our laughter, our pain — stripped of its roots and repackaged as internet currency. The minstrel show never ended; it simply went wireless.  

And the world still laughs. They call it humor, satire, irony. They call it “not that deep.” But it is deep — it’s centuries deep. Each meme is an echo of that old stage, that old humiliation. The camera lens has replaced the stage light, but the audience is the same: entertained by our expression, indifferent to our experience.  

When Black women speak, they are “loud.” When Black men joke, they are “aggressive.” When our slang spreads, it’s “trendy.” When we create, it’s “internet culture.” And when we demand credit, they say we’re “doing too much.” The laughter has always had rules: we can be funny, as long as we’re not the ones laughing.  

There is a particular kind of grief in realizing that the world never stopped watching us perform — it only stopped paying us for it. Our pain still gets applause, our joy still gets stolen, our image still gets sold. The only thing that’s changed is the filter.  

The internet calls itself “democratic,” but it still has favorites. Its algorithms are not neutral; they reward proximity to whiteness. A white woman mimicking a Black girl’s vernacular becomes “quirky.” A Black girl doing the same thing becomes “ghetto.” A Black boy’s dance trend explodes only when a white influencer copies it. The machine is rigged, and still we are told to play along.  

And we do — because we’ve always been made to. Because the world insists we perform even our resistance beautifully. Because somewhere inside, we still hope that maybe, this time, the laughter might be love. But the laugh track never ends. It follows us from minstrel stages to comment sections, from vaudeville to viral. And the most haunting part? Some of us have started to laugh along

It’s the same show — only now, it’s on a loop. Our anger becomes “ratchet.” Our grief becomes “drama.” Our hair becomes “unprofessional.” Our joy becomes “too much.” The world still consumes our image but refuses to carry our humanity. They love the flavor but gag on the truth.  

We scroll past videos of people mocking how we talk, how we dance, how we live — their faces untouched by the shame that once came with blackface. They do it for clout now, for virality, for laughs. What once took a stage and a costume now takes a front camera and a caption. The minstrel show never ended; it just went digital.  

Every retweet, every “LOL” keeps the old theatre alive. And yet, we’re expected to join in — to laugh with the world that’s still laughing at us.  

It’s easy to pretend anti-Blackness is a relic of the past — a horror confined to plantation fields or colonial propaganda posters — but its ghost keeps reinventing itself in pop culture, wearing new masks. The caricatures of the minstrel stage didn’t disappear; they evolved, pixelated, and went viral.

Blackness was once performed in burnt cork and exaggerated lips — grotesque distortions crafted to make white audiences laugh and to define Black humanity as something laughable. Those same distortions now live in TikTok “Blackfishing” influencers who darken their skin and plump their lips for aesthetic profit, then wash off their “Blackness” when it stops trending. The minstrel mask is now made of contour and filter.

We see echoes of Stepin Fetchit’s “lazy, foolish Negro” in the viral memes mocking African American Vernacular English — the way phrases like “periodt,” “it’s giving,” or “no cap” are stripped of cultural context and repackaged as ironic internet slang until they lose their soul. We saw it in *Gossip Girl*’s “Sassy Black Friend” trope, in *Glee*’s Mercedes, in the way Hollywood turned Tiffany Haddish’s brilliance into an archetype rather than a career.

Even the “ghetto” stereotype survives, hidden beneath the glossy veneer of reality TV and music industry marketing. The spectacle of “ratchet” Black women on shows like *Love & Hip Hop* or the memeification of women like Nicki Minaj and Cardi B is not new — it’s a continuation of the 19th-century fascination with “Black excess,” where Black women were portrayed as loud, vulgar, and hypersexual for entertainment. These shows may feature Black creators and participants, but the gaze — and the profit — still belong to systems that find Black emotion entertaining but not human.

Meanwhile, mainstream media’s flirtation with Black aesthetics continues to be selective. Braids are edgy on white models, but “unprofessional” on Black schoolgirls. Full lips and curvy bodies are worshipped on the Kardashians, but pathologized on Black women. Hip-hop vernacular fuels brand campaigns, yet Black creators are often the last to be credited or compensated.

Pop culture keeps saying, “We love your rhythm, but not your blues.”

Every meme, every trend, every viral sound that detaches Black expression from Black people is a tiny reenactment of an old performance: white laughter at Black expense, rebranded as “content.” The modern minstrel stage is digital — but the script hasn’t changed.
It’s always been cool to hate Black people. The world just keeps finding new ways to make it fashionable.  

Once, the theater curtain rose on white men in burnt cork. They shuffled, grinned, and stumbled across the stage, pretending to be us. Minstrel shows turned our pain into punchlines, our humanity into parody. *The Birth of a Nation* made hatred into art, *Amos ’n’ Andy* made it radio-friendly, and *Gone with the Wind* wrapped it in lace and nostalgia. These weren’t just shows — they were lessons. They taught the world what to laugh at, what to fear, and who to despise.  

When Black women did appear, they were split into two ghosts: the Mammy, soft and loyal, existing only to serve; or the Jezebel, hypersexual and untamed, her body public property. Hattie McDaniel won an Oscar for playing Mammy, but wasn’t allowed to sit with the white cast at the ceremony. The same world that loved her performance refused to see her personhood. These contradictions are the marrow of anti-Blackness: it wants our image, not our existence.  

Television didn’t save us from caricature — it modernized it. We were the “sassy best friend,” the “token Black,” the “comic relief.” Dionne in *Clueless*, Hilary Banks in *Fresh Prince*, even beloved characters like Madea — all performing layers of the same expectation: that Blackness must entertain to be tolerated. Black women, in particular, became a performance of volume and attitude — never vulnerability. What was once a minstrel act in burnt cork was now a catchphrase and a laugh track.  

Then came reality television, that glitzy machine of humiliation. *Flavor of Love*, *Bad Girls Club*, *Love & Hip Hop* — all offered the same bargain: show us your pain, your chaos, your fights, and we’ll show you fame. Audiences laughed, not realizing they were applauding centuries-old scripts. The “angry Black woman” trope metastasized in HD, turning real women into avatars of dysfunction. Viewers consumed it as guilty pleasure, unaware that guilt never changes anything.  

By the 2010s, the screen shrank and the cruelty went handheld. YouTube, Vine, Twitter — new theaters for the same performance. The burnt cork became a filter. The audience became everyone. Black people became viral.  
Sweet Brown coughed on camera after surviving a fire, said “Ain’t nobody got time for that,” and the internet turned her survival into a meme. Welven Da Great smiled once, and his face was copied across millions of timelines. No royalties. No credit. Just laughter. The minstrel show was reborn as “content.”  

Even our slang was stolen mid-sentence. “Periodt.” “No cap.” “It’s giving.” “Sis.” Words that carried the rhythm of our survival were repackaged by white influencers as quirk, as camp, as cool. Black language became internet language, stripped of origin like cotton from its stalk. The theft became ambient — so constant that many forgot it was theft at all.  

Our expressions became reaction GIFs. Our mannerisms became punchlines. Tiffany Pollard rolling her eyes. Nene Leakes waving a hand. Nicki Minaj smirking. Black women’s faces looping endlessly on screens, used by everyone but never credited, their emotions repurposed to animate other people’s online lives. The world doesn’t need to ask a Black woman how she feels anymore; it can just insert her face into a message. Emotional labor, rendered GIF-sized.  

On TikTok, the dance moves of Black teenagers fuel billion-view trends. Jalaiah Harmon created the Renegade, but her name barely traveled beyond Black Twitter. White influencers did the moves, got the sponsorships, and smiled under ring lights — repeating a pattern older than the platforms themselves. Appropriation without attribution is not new; it’s the oldest economy of all. The plantation just got Wi-Fi.  

Meanwhile, white women darkened their skin, inflated their lips, and called it contouring. The Kardashians built empires on what Black women were mocked for — curves, full lips, long nails, slick edges. The same beauty the world punished us for became aspirational once worn by someone else. That’s the cruel symmetry of anti-Blackness: it doesn’t disappear; it just changes host.  

Even the algorithm participates. It amplifies what mocks us and hides what humanizes us. Black creators get flagged, shadowbanned, their content “too political” or “too aggressive.” But the same culture loves when non-Black creators imitate our style. The minstrel show has been automated. The performers no longer need paint — they have privilege, proximity, and Wi-Fi.  

And through it all, the laughter never stopped. That’s the part that hurts most. Because this isn’t nostalgia; it’s inheritance. The mockery of our speech, our bodies, our laughter — it’s in reruns, remixes, retweets. The world consumes us endlessly and calls it admiration. But there is no admiration without respect. There is no love in theft.  

Every meme, every viral dance, every borrowed phrase is an echo of a stage long torn down but never forgotten. The performance continues — not because we agreed to play the part, but because the world refuses to end the show



1. **The Birth of a Nation (1915)**  
   - *What it did:* A landmark film of early cinema that glorified the Ku Klux Klan and showed Black people (often played by white actors in blackface) as threats to white womanhood and social order.  
   - *Mechanism:* Institutional legitimation. By using the powerful, newly popular medium of film to naturalize white supremacy, it turned racist caricature into “history” and theatrical spectacle into political persuasion.  
   - *Consequence:* When a medium that defines national imagination presents Blackness as danger and dependency, that image ripples into law, social policy, and everyday perception. The film normalized a worldview where Black humanity is suspect — a foundational cultural lie that later comedians, reality shows, and social-media pranks could riff on without inventing new prejudice.

2. **Amos ’n’ Andy (1920s–1950s)**  
   - *What it did:* Originating as a radio show voiced by white performers and later animated into television featuring Black actors constrained to stereotype, the franchise propagated flattened images of Black life as comic, incompetent, and unserious.  
   - *Mechanism:* Repetition and “allowed” familiarity. Broadcasting stereotypes in a family medium made caricature accessible and “safe” for mass consumption — prejudice presented as familiar entertainment.  
   - *Consequence:* Long after the show faded, its vocabulary of mockery remained. The “Black figure” as comic relief normalized seeing Black people as always already meant to be laughed at — a rehearsal for later GIFs and reaction-memes that would harvest Black expressions for non-Black use.

3. **Mammy / Jezebel tropes (e.g., Hattie McDaniel in Gone with the Wind)**  
   - *What it did:* Gave archetypal roles to Black women that fit into white fantasies: the loyal caretaker, the lascivious temptress. These were often the only “roles” available in mainstream media.  
   - *Mechanism:* Gendered containment. By assigning Black women to limited moral narratives, popular culture disciplined their complexity and made their worth legible only in relation to white needs (comfort, desire, control).  
   - *Consequence:* Contemporary shorthands (e.g., “sassy Black woman”) are direct descendants. The archetypes justify policing Black women’s behavior: if the culture has taught itself that Black femininity = spectacle, the internet will monetize that spectacle rather than protect the subject.

4. **The “sassy Black friend” trope (Clueless, The Fresh Prince, reaction GIF culture)**  
   - *What it did:* Reduces Black characters to attitude, wit, and accessory status — emotionally vivid but narratively expendable.  
   - *Mechanism:* Tokenization that reads as representation but functions as erasure. The character’s charisma is extractable aesthetic without corresponding depth or autonomy.  
   - *Consequence:* The modern consequence is literal extraction: reaction GIFs and clips of Black women become free assets for global discourse. Their emotions are repurposed to serve others’ narratives while their subjectivity is gutted.

5. **Tyler Perry’s Madea**  
   - *What it did:* Madea (a man in drag) becomes a hugely popular comedic figure who, for many viewers, stands in for a kind of rowdy Black matriarchy.  
   - *Mechanism:* Ambivalence of insider critique versus external spectacle. While some Black audiences find cultural catharsis or inside jokes, the character also reproduces caricature that white audiences can consume without understanding context.  
   - *Consequence:* Madea’s popularity proves how proximity to Blackness can be palatable if packaged by a Black creator — yet even that palatable form often trades on stereotypes that harm real Black women, turning a living history into a broadly digestible comedic trope.

6. **Reality TV (Flavor of Love, Bad Girls Club, Love & Hip Hop)**  
   - *What it did:* Turned conflict among Black people, particularly Black women, into serialized spectacle and moral fodder.  
   - *Mechanism:* Profit through humiliation. Reality formats monetize emotional labor, humiliation, and conflict — and do so disproportionately through racialized portrayals that fit pre-existing stereotypes about Black dysfunction.  
   - *Consequence:* Audiences become conditioned to watch Black pain as entertainment. The people on screen become proxies for racial fantasies about volatility and deviance, which feeds back into social scripts used to justify real-world mistreatment.

7. **“Ghetto” YouTube compilations & early viral mockery videos (2009–2015)**  
   - *What it did:* Collated and promoted clips of Black people in moments of vulnerability, conflict, or humor; presented out-of-context to reinforce shock value and derision.  
   - *Mechanism:* Decontextualization + virality. Online content curation optimized for outrage and laughter at the expense of narrative complexity; algorithms amplified content likely to provoke reactions.  
   - *Consequence:* The internet became a mass theater where humiliation was a currency. Those videos taught non-Black audiences (and younger people within Black communities) to confuse visibility with dignity, and taught Black viewers that their pain might be commodified in seconds.

8. **Vine, early Twitter, and catchphrase-memeing (Sweet Brown, “Ain’t Nobody Got Time For That”, Welven Da Great)**  
   - *What it did:* Viral moments that catapulted Black individuals into meme status, often without the depth of their human context.  
   - *Mechanism:* Memeification: extraction of a moment into a decontextualized signifier. These were consumed as punchlines, then iterated by people who rarely acknowledged the originators’ humanity or circumstances.  
   - *Consequence:* Fame without power. Creators often received fleeting recognition and sometimes no compensation, while their phrases and images entered mainstream lexicons as detached, caricatured shorthand.

9. **“Ratchet” / “Hood” memes and mockery of AAVE**  
   - *What it did:* Trend accounts and creators exaggerated Black speech and body language to ridicule and perform “authenticity.”  
   - *Mechanism:* Cultural ventriloquism: non-Black users take a localized, coded dialect and flatten it into a punchline. The humor rests on assumed inferiority.  
   - *Consequence:* AAVE becomes both policed and fashionable: its originators face stigma for everyday speech that others borrow as exotic flair. This policing is a racialized double standard that polices Black breathing and rewards non-Black mimicry.

10. **Black woman reaction GIFs (Tiffany Pollard, Nene Leakes, etc.)**  
    - *What it did:* Turned expressive moments from Black women into universal signifiers for sassy, skeptical, or dramatic reactions.  
    - *Mechanism:* Emotional commodification. The GIF format isolates an expression, recodes it for global communicative utility, and detaches it from the life of the person who made it.  
    - *Consequence:* A persistent theft of affect. A Black woman’s full humanity reduces to emotion-as-commodity; her labor becomes a social shorthand others can deploy without accountability.

11. **TikTok dance trends & the Jalaiah Harmon “Renegade” case**  
    - *What it did:* A Black teenager created a dance that went viral — but mainstream credit and monetization accrued only when influencers (often white) performed it.  
    - *Mechanism:* Appropriation magnified by reach asymmetry. Platform structures empower users with more visibility and social capital to amplify work, while originators, especially Black originators, are often sidelined.  
    - *Consequence:* We see a structural theft: the creative seed is Black, the mainstream bloom is white- or influencer-owned. This reinforces the historical pattern of Black cultural production being expropriated without equitable recognition or reward.

12. **“Blackfishing” and the Kardashian effect**  
    - *What it did:* High-profile white figures adopt tactics — tanning, lip fillers, contouring — that imitate Black aesthetics and pass as trend-setting beauty.  
    - *Mechanism:* Aesthetic extraction without historical responsibility. The labor of Black styling is appropriated and reframed as innovation, while Black people remain marginalized in beauty industries and social capital.  
    - *Consequence:* The marketplace rewards mimicry and punishes originators. Black bodies are decontextualized as aesthetic tools, and the culture licenses a form of performative proximity that absolves adopters from reckoning with structural privilege.

13. **AAVE and internet slang entering mainstream lexicon**  
    - *What it did:* Words and cadences from Black communities become global slang detached from origin and community.  
    - *Mechanism:* Linguistic colonization. Popularity functions without attribution; power structures determine whose speech is “cool” versus “ghetto.”  
    - *Consequence:* A double erasure: the origin community faces policing and stigma for ordinary speech, while non-Black users are rewarded socially for deploying the same language as fashionable identity markers.

14. **Fashion rebranding (“ghetto” items becoming haute couture)**  
    - *What it did:* Elements once derided in Black communities (large hoops, certain hair styles, acrylics) are rebranded as high-fashion when adopted by white designers/models.  
    - *Mechanism:* Cultural laundering: an aesthetic moves up the social ladder by detaching from Blackness or being revalidated via whiteness.  
    - *Consequence:* This produces a market injustice and historical insult: what Black people were punished for becomes aspirational only when decoupled from Black bodies.

15. **Viral “angry Black woman” clips being used for laughs**  
    - *What it did:* Passionate or confrontational moments involving Black women are clipped and shared as comedic content rather than evidence of a political or emotional reality.  
    - *Mechanism:* Emotional decontextualization weaponized by racial script. The clip functions as a teachable stereotype for viewers unfamiliar or unsympathetic to the context.  
    - *Consequence:* Black women are discouraged from visible anger or defense; their resistance becomes evidence of pathology rather than a response to structural injury.

—  
## Cross-cutting analysis: systems, not moments
Taken together, these moments reveal patterns more than isolated errors:

- **Extraction without restitution:** Black cultural forms are excellent "exports" — music, dance, slang — but the social, political, and economic credit rarely returns to originators. This mirrors older patterns where Black labor built wealth that others legally claimed (e.g., slavery, plantation economies). Today’s currency is virality and attention; those are often reaped by others.

- **Performance replaces personhood:** The transition from minstrel stage to meme feed is a single throughline: the world repeatedly privileges the spectacle of Blackness over Black life. Where once white audiences laughed at blackface, now they click “share” under a clip of Black pain. The affect is the same; the medium is new.

- **Platformed inequality:** Algorithms do not operate in a vacuum. They reward sensationalism, familiarity, and forms that “travel” well across demographics. Because power and distribution are uneven, appropriation and misrepresentation scale faster than accountability.

- **Gendered violence:** Stereotypes do different harms to Black men and Black women. Men are swallowed into narratives of threat; women into narratives of hypersexuality and spectacle. Both are denied complexity; both are politically weaponized.

- **Emotional labor as unpaid content:** Black creators and subjects often perform for validation, safety, or survival — yet that performance becomes content for platforms that monetize it without redress. This is modern cultural extraction

These examples are not trivia; they are the ways culture tells us what to love, fear, and imitate. When the world laughs at our shapes and borrows our words, it is not accidental — it is a continuation of a longer design, one that has always found manners to take: our bodies, our phrases, our pain. Reading these pop-culture moments in lineage clarifies that the theft is structural and the remedy must be structural, too: attribution, restitution, and a cultural ethic that values origin as much as trend.
```
Excellent — anchoring this section in *real pop culture examples* will give it both immediacy and cultural authority. Since your essay’s tone is poetic but critical, you want references that are **specific, recognizable, and emotionally charged** — examples that make readers go, *oh, I remember that.*



1. **The Birth of a Nation (1915)** – One of the earliest films to glorify white supremacy; it depicted Black people as savages and white actors in blackface as caricatures of “dangerous” freed slaves. It’s the cinematic ancestor of anti-Black propaganda.
2. **Amos ’n’ Andy (1920s–1950s)** – Radio show and later TV series featuring white men imitating Black voices, then Black actors forced to mimic those same racist stereotypes.
3. **Mammy and Jezebel tropes** – Embodied by characters like Hattie McDaniel’s *Mammy* in *Gone with the Wind* (1939) or the hypersexual “wild” Black woman trope in early Hollywood.

You could write something like:

> “From *The Birth of a Nation* to *Amos ’n’ Andy*, the world learned to see us through distortion. The caricature was the education.”

---

### 📺 **Television and Film: The “New Minstrelsy”**

4. **The “sassy Black friend” trope** – Characters like Dionne in *Clueless* or Hilary Banks in *The Fresh Prince of Bel-Air* reduced to fashion and attitude, not complexity.
5. **Tyler Perry’s Madea** – Beloved by many, but also debated as modern minstrelsy: a man in exaggerated drag performing a stereotype of the loud, overbearing Black matriarch for mainstream laughs.
6. **Reality TV (2000s–2010s)** – Shows like *Flavor of Love*, *Bad Girls Club*, and *Love & Hip Hop* turned Black women’s pain and conflict into entertainment, training viewers to associate Black femininity with chaos.

---

### 💻 **The Internet Era (2009–2015): Cruelty as Culture**

7. **“Ghetto” YouTube compilations** – Videos mocking Black people’s speech, fights, or reactions — early viral content that made humiliation shareable.
8. **Vine & early Twitter** – Creators like “Welven Da Great” or “Ain’t nobody got time for that” woman (Sweet Brown) went viral as memes, stripped of context, their humanity reduced to catchphrases.
9. **“Ratchet” and “Hood” memes** – White and non-Black users exaggerated Black slang, accents, and body language for humor.
10. **“Black girl reaction GIFs”** – The overuse of clips of women like Tiffany Pollard (*New York* from *Flavor of Love*), Nene Leakes (*Real Housewives of Atlanta*), and Nicki Minaj to express sass, annoyance, or pettiness — a digital recycling of the “sassy Black woman” trope.

You could say:

> “Our faces became emojis. Our reactions became shorthand for other people’s feelings. Black women’s expressions were harvested and looped endlessly, detached from the bodies that made them.”

---

### 📱 **Modern Platforms & Cultural Theft**

11. **TikTok dance trends** – Jalaiah Harmon, a Black teen, created the “Renegade” dance — but it went viral only after white influencers performed it.
12. **“Blackfishing” and the Kardashian effect** – White women deepening tans, inflating lips, and mimicking Black aesthetics for clout while still benefiting from whiteness.
13. **AAVE as internet default** – Phrases like “periodt,” “sis,” “it’s giving,” “the gag is,” and “no cap” — born in Black spaces, now stripped of their origin.
14. **“Ghetto aesthetic” in fashion** – Items once ridiculed on Black people — acrylic nails, gold hoops, laid edges — rebranded as “high fashion” when worn by white models.
15. **Viral “angry Black woman” videos** – Black women filmed during altercations or passionate debates, captioned mockingly and shared for humor, their real distress mined for laughs.


> “From blackface to Blackfishing, the same hunger remains — the desire to taste Blackness without shouldering its pain. The world wants the rhythm, the slang, the body, the cool — but not the history that made it.


The internet didn’t invent anti-Blackness — it just gave it better Wi-Fi. What used to be whispered in segregated neighborhoods or coded in casting rooms now travels at the speed of a retweet. The architecture of virality — likes, shares, algorithms — rewards spectacle, and few things the world finds more “spectacular” than Blackness out of context.

The digital world inherited the old world’s biases but masked them in humor. Minstrels once painted their faces black to imitate Black joy; now, users across the globe imitate Black slang, Black reaction gifs, Black pain — all for engagement. A video of a Black person dancing, crying, arguing, or simply existing can become a meme within hours, detached from the person’s story, flattened into content. The body becomes data. The self becomes a template.

Black expressions of emotion — anger, confidence, sensuality — are algorithmically amplified as entertainment, while those same traits in real life are punished or policed. The “digital Blackface” that circulates through reaction gifs of Whitney Houston rolling her eyes or Tiffany Pollard’s “New York” shouting in exasperation is not innocent. It is a reanimation of centuries-old scripts where Black women were made to perform exaggerated emotions for white amusement.

The humor is often coded as harmless — “it’s just a meme” — but memes are archives of ideology. They teach us what’s desirable, what’s mockable, what’s human. The viral meme of the “angry Black woman,” the “Black Twitter clapback,” or the “hood” caricature turns survival language into punchlines. The economy of attention depends on this — Blackness as performance, not presence.

On platforms like TikTok, Black creators pioneer dance trends and cultural language that global audiences consume, remix, and often erase. Their labor fuels the virality machine, but their names rarely make it to the credits. Black creativity becomes raw material — endlessly mined, endlessly commodified, never fully owned.

Even outrage becomes currency. Videos of police brutality are circulated as “proof” of systemic racism, but they are also consumed like trauma pornography — shared, dissected, and debated while the dead cannot log off. The internet immortalizes Black suffering, but not Black safety.

Online, anti-Blackness has become both invisible and hypervisible. Invisible because it hides behind irony and meme culture; hypervisible because the Black body is always on display. In the end, digital culture doesn’t just reflect racism — it performs it, loops it, and monetizes it.

The minstrel stage is now the timeline. The laughter never really stopped; it just found a stronger signal.

Before “cancel culture,” before the aesthetic timelines and curated empathy posts, the internet ran on mockery. Early Twitter, Vine, and Tumblr weren’t just spaces of connection — they were coliseums, and the loudest laughter was always at someone’s expense. It was the age of the roast: quick, clever, merciless. But underneath the humor was something old, familiar, and rotten — an echo of minstrelsy dressed in memes.

“Roast culture” presented itself as democratic — anyone could get flamed, anyone could clap back. But if you looked closely, the targets were rarely random. The punchlines landed most often on dark skin, on Black women with big laughs or bold hair, on Black men speaking in slang, on “ghetto” accents and “ratchet” aesthetics. Humor, we were told, was colorblind — but the data told a different story. Jokes about “Black names” trended, “ashy” jokes resurfaced every winter, and any video of a Black person expressing anger or emotion was instantly clipped, memed, and captioned for mass amusement.

Vine turned this cruelty into performance art. A Black teen’s spontaneous quip or dance might go viral — but not for their creativity; for how funny, exaggerated, or “relatable” their Blackness appeared to non-Black audiences. Six seconds of joy became six seconds of spectacle. On Tumblr, the same thing happened under the guise of irony — white teens quoting AAVE, mocking “Black Twitter” while borrowing its language wholesale. “Ratchet,” “ghetto,” “on fleek,” “bye Felicia” — all flattened into hashtags, emptied of context, turned into internet shorthand for something raw, funny, other.

It wasn’t new. It was just digitized. Blackness has always been performative currency in a world built to consume it. What minstrel shows did with burnt cork and overdrawn lips, the internet did with retweets and soundbites. The same laughter that once filled vaudeville theaters now echoed through comment sections. The medium changed; the hunger didn’t.

On early YouTube, entire genres emerged around humiliation — “hood fight compilations,” “ratchet moments,” “Black girls be like” sketches — videos that mined the daily reality of Black communities for clicks and comedy. It created a feedback loop of degradation: the more exaggerated the stereotype, the higher the views, the louder the laughter, the deeper the damage. It was all “just jokes,” of course. It always is.

What made it insidious was the way Black people were forced to adapt to survive within it. On Twitter, you had to be funny to belong. To be funny, you had to be ruthless. For young Black users, especially, the line between self-expression and self-defense blurred — roast before you get roasted, laugh before you’re the punchline. It was digital survival, a form of armor that dulled the sting while reinforcing the cycle. Because if you could make the joke first, maybe it wouldn’t hurt as much when they made it about you.

And the platforms rewarded this. Algorithms, indifferent to nuance, learned that conflict drives engagement. The jokes that stung hardest traveled farthest. A clip of a Black woman’s emotional outburst could circulate endlessly, stripped of context, captioned for laughs. Faces became reaction GIFs. Emotions became templates. Humanity became meme material. Blackness became data — quantifiable, replicable, monetizable.

White and non-Black creators joined in, borrowing the syntax of AAVE, mimicking Black gestures, performing “hood” personas for clout. On Vine, this was content; on TikTok, it became aesthetic. Even when the jokes stopped being overtly racial, their scaffolding remained — the exaggerated tone, the physicality, the rhythm — all rooted in caricatures of Black life. And when Black users pointed this out, they were told to “relax,” that it was “just the internet,” that “everyone talks like that now.”

But humor is never neutral. It teaches empathy or erases it. It decides whose dignity is negotiable and whose pain is punchline. Roast culture trained millions to find pleasure in Black discomfort, to treat mockery as intimacy, to perform cruelty as community. It normalized laughter at things that should have been grieved.

By the time the world began to “rebrand” its conscience — when brands posted Black squares in 2020 and users tweeted “we see you” — the emotional infrastructure of anti-Black humor had already been laid. The same people who once shared “ghetto meme compilations” were now preaching allyship. The same platforms that amplified mockery now monetized “representation.” The harm didn’t vanish; it evolved — slicker, subtler, algorithm-friendly.

The internet didn’t invent anti-Blackness. It just made it trendable.

The early internet — from Twitter circa 2009 to Vine’s six-second chaos and Tumblr’s endless scroll — was a laboratory for humor that thrived on cruelty. It was the era of “roast culture,” when wit was measured by how mercilessly one could mock another person’s appearance, voice, or perceived difference. And in that arena, Black people — especially Black women and darker-skinned Black men — became the favored targets.

On Twitter, jokes about “ashy knees,” “weaves gone wrong,” or “ghetto accents” circulated like wildfire, not because they were original, but because they echoed a lineage of ridicule that dates back to minstrel shows. The laughter was the same — only now, it came with hashtags. Vine turned the exaggerated mannerisms of Black people into punchlines. Tumblr curated endless memes built on “ratchet” aesthetics. YouTube compilations mocked “Black names” or “hood fights.” All under the warm glow of irony.

This culture disguised itself as communal — as “equal-opportunity roasting” — but that was a lie. There was nothing equal about who was being mocked and who was doing the mocking. Young Black people who joined these platforms were often forced into digital performances of humor to belong. They had to “laugh with” the joke before it was turned on them. It became a survival mechanism — either you roast, or you get roasted.

What made it especially sinister was how white and non-Black users participated freely, adopting the slang, cadence, and style of Black speech for comedic effect, while keeping enough distance to avoid its consequences. They’d call it “stan culture,” “Twitter humor,” “Vine energy.” But beneath that was a constant recycling of anti-Black tropes — the loud friend, the aggressive girl, the ignorant boy, the chaos of Blackness distilled into comic relief.

When those jokes went viral, platforms rewarded them. Engagement metrics favored controversy, exaggeration, and emotion — all things that thrive in racial caricature. The more extreme the stereotype, the higher the clicks. The algorithm didn’t just amplify racism; it industrialized it.

And then came the collective gaslighting. When Black users called out the harm, they were told to “lighten up,” that it was “just jokes.” As if centuries of mockery could be erased with a shrug. As if humor ever existed outside the politics of who gets to laugh and who gets laughed at.

“Roast culture” was never just about comedy. It was an informal apprenticeship in dehumanization — teaching a generation that cruelty toward Black people was not only acceptable but entertaining. It blurred empathy, made mockery feel communal, and conditioned millions to find pleasure in pain that wasn’t theirs.

By the time the world began to “love Black culture” again in the post-2020 rebrand of allyship, the damage was already done. The same voices that once cheered the jokes were now sharing Black squares and saying “we see you.” But what they saw was never the full humanity — only the performance that once made them laugh.

Cruelty became a currency, and Black women were its most reliable source of profit.

The internet learned early that mockery sells — that degradation spreads faster than empathy, that laughter lasts longer than outrage. Algorithms are neutral only in theory; in practice, they have taste. They favor noise over nuance, spectacle over silence. And what has always been most “spectacular” to the gaze of the world is the unguarded body of a Black woman — her face mid-scream, her anger mid-sentence, her vulnerability framed and captioned for someone else’s amusement.

Every platform learned to feast on her image. On YouTube, her name became clickbait: “Angry Black Woman,” “Ratchet Fight,” “Black Girl Freakout.” On Twitter and Vine, her voice was edited into looping jokes — “Bye, Felicia,” “Ain’t nobody got time for that,” “Oop— I oop!” — detached from her personhood, floating endlessly through timelines as shorthand for emotions she never consented to represent. Her words became memes; her reactions became the universal vocabulary of the internet. But when she spoke for herself — about racism, about sexism, about exhaustion — the same audience that borrowed her language told her she was being too sensitive, too loud, too much.

Her aesthetic was mined, too. The very things that once got Black girls mocked in classrooms and workplaces — full lips, acrylic nails, long braids, gold hoops, dark skin that gleamed under sunlight — became the blueprint of digital desirability. On Instagram, those traits were cropped, filtered, and resold through white bodies. The features that drew ridicule on her became luxury when attached to someone else. “Ghetto” was rebranded as “streetwear.” “Unprofessional” became “editorial.” What was once punished in her was profitable in others.

TikTok perfected this extraction. Black creators choreographed the dances, coined the slang, created the culture — and then watched as the algorithm rewarded white influencers for performing diluted versions of their originality. The platforms that should have amplified Black creativity instead weaponized visibility against it: Blackness made viral, whiteness made valuable.

And beneath it all was a quieter violence — the casual cruelty of the comment section. Every viral video of a Black woman became an invitation to dissect her: her hair, her body, her tone, her “attitude.” Strangers debated her worth as though she were public property. The internet, with all its progress and performance, still carried the plantation logic — the world gathered to watch, to judge, to enjoy the spectacle of Black womanhood under pressure.

It is easy to forget, scrolling, that these were real women. That “Sweet Brown” had lungs burned by smoke in a house fire. That “New York” was performing pain and rage that white audiences found funny. That every meme began with a moment of someone living — and being stripped, in real time, of her context.

The platforms call it “content.” But what they are really selling is the performance of humanity without its protection. Black women are the faces that make emotion marketable, language trendable, culture clickable — and yet, they remain the least protected, least credited, least compensated. The world copies their energy and punishes their existence in the same breath.

Cruelty has always been a kind of theater, and the internet merely built a bigger stage. The audience claps with emojis now. The laughter echoes through comment threads. The minstrel show never ended — it just got better lighting and Wi-Fi.


Patriarchy taught Black men that freedom looks like domination.
It taught them that to be safe, you must be feared; to be respected, you must control.


It told them that manhood was not something they could simply *be*, but something they had to *take* — and the easiest people to take it from were those closest to them. Colonialism and white supremacy created this template: to survive, you had to mimic your oppressor. To feel powerful, you had to find someone beneath you. And so, too often, Black men — broken by systems designed to unmake them — turned that violence inward, toward Black women.

From the beginning, Black manhood was constructed under surveillance — every gesture, every breath weighed against a standard built by white men. Enslavement robbed Black men of power over their own bodies, their labor, their families — and white supremacy replaced that loss with imitation. It said: *if you want to be a man, be like us.*
And so began the inheritance — a quiet violence passed from oppressor to oppressed. A script whispered through centuries: *rule, or be ruled.*

Colonialism and patriarchy worked in tandem, shaping gender as a weapon. Black men were stripped of agency, then offered patriarchy as compensation — a false prize that placed them slightly above Black women, but always beneath the white world. This is how anti-Blackness metastasized: not only as self-hatred, but as hierarchy. The system said, *you cannot own land or wealth or power — but you can own her.*
It was the cheapest way to simulate dominance.

The plantation logic never left.
White supremacy built its power through control of the Black body — through violence, breeding, erasure — and many Black men, trying to reclaim what was stolen, internalized that same logic. The very structure that sought to annihilate them became the model they reached for. And so, the wound became cyclical: the oppressed, in their search for dignity, began to replicate the tools of their dehumanization.

You can see the residue everywhere — in the quiet contempt some Black men hold for Black women, in the way they talk about our hair, our tone, our “attitude.” In the way colorism seeps through dating preferences disguised as “just my type.” In the viral tweets and podcast clips where dark-skinned women are mocked, where desirability is measured by how far a woman’s features are from her Blackness. These are not random tastes. They are symptoms of indoctrination.

White supremacy doesn’t only colonize land; it colonizes longing. It tells Black men that beauty looks like proximity to whiteness — the looser curl, the lighter skin, the quieter tongue. It teaches them to crave what they were told they could never be, and to despise what reflects them most truthfully.

And so, intimacy becomes battleground.
Black men and women carry each other’s trauma but often weaponize it in defense. He resents the world that emasculates him, and she becomes its placeholder. She bears the burden of being both the mirror and the punching bag. He calls her too strong, too loud, too independent — not realizing those were traits she had to cultivate to survive in the same world that taught him to fear weakness. In his eyes, her strength becomes defiance. In her silence, he sees disrespect. Neither realizes they are performing a script written for their destruction.

The tragedy is that it isn’t always born of malice. Sometimes it’s confusion, exhaustion, inherited pain. Many Black men are trying to assert a version of masculinity that was never truly theirs — one that demands power without vulnerability, pride without tenderness, presence without emotional literacy. They’ve been told that softness is dangerous, that sensitivity is weakness, that to lead is to dominate. But all these are echoes of white patriarchal logic — the very structure that keeps them caged.

What happens when the colonizer’s definition of power becomes the only one we recognize?
When love becomes performance, when protection becomes possession, when validation requires subjugation?

It fractures everything.
Because liberation cannot coexist with hierarchy. There is no freedom in domination.

We can trace this fracture through art and culture. In hip-hop videos that place white and mixed-race women at the center of luxury while dark-skinned women are relegated to the background. In lyrics that glorify “foreign” women as trophies of status. In the online manosphere — where young Black men quote misogynists who sound eerily like the slave masters who once defined their ancestors’ worth. In podcasts where men speak about “traditional women” but mean “submissive ones,” demanding a kind of obedience that mirrors the same patriarchy that enslaved their forefathers.

It is haunting to watch how this pathology mutates — to see the language of resistance become the language of control. To hear “Kings” refer to their “Queens” while policing what those queens wear, say, or demand. To watch love become another stage for domination, tenderness another test of masculinity.

But even in this, there is hope — because the sickness is learned, not innate. And what is learned can be unlearned.
The first step is to see it — to name that the need to dominate is not power but fear. That the desire to control is not protection but panic. That patriarchy is not empowerment but inheritance — and not the kind that enriches, but the kind that poisons quietly through generations.

Black men are not the enemy, but they must stop being the echo.
They must ask themselves: when I reject her, who am I really protecting? When I police her body, whose language am I speaking? When I dismiss her pain, whose logic am I continuing?

Because every time a Black man wounds a Black woman in the name of “manhood,” he does the oppressor’s work for him. Every time he mocks her skin, her hair, her confidence, he repeats the lie that Blackness is something to rise above.

Freedom — real freedom — demands new definitions of power. It demands vulnerability, accountability, partnership. It asks Black men to love Black women not as an extension of themselves, but as equals in a shared fight for wholeness.

To love a Black woman is to dismantle everything the world told you power was.
To stand beside her is to step outside of empire.
To honor her is to unlearn every story written in the colonizer’s tongue.

Because patriarchy told Black men that to be powerful, they must stand above Black women.
Liberation will only begin when they learn to stand beside us — and look the system, not each other, in the eye.


Anti-Blackness stripped Black men of social and economic power, then handed them patriarchy as consolation. It said, *You may be Black, but at least you’re not her.* The hierarchy was already written: white men on top, white women beneath them, then Black men, then Black women at the bottom — the unprotected, the overexposed, the endlessly blamed. Black men learned this order not from choice but from survival; still, too many enforced it as law.

This is how internalized anti-Blackness works — not only as self-hatred, but as *displacement*. The pain of being subjugated finds a new home in those even less shielded from the world’s contempt. It becomes projection, defense, imitation. In the colonial imagination, to be powerful meant to dominate, and so power for many Black men came to mean the same — even when the person being dominated bore the same history, the same struggle, the same blood.

You see it everywhere: in the way some Black men talk about Black women online — mocking our hair, our bodies, our “attitudes,” our supposed lack of submission — often echoing the very language once used to humiliate them. In the viral tweets that glorify light-skinned women as “soft” while painting dark-skinned women as “aggressive.” In the music videos that turn Black women’s bodies into props while calling white or racially ambiguous women “exotic.” These aren’t just personal preferences — they’re colonial legacies, desires shaped by oppression and sold back to us as standards.

White supremacy doesn’t just police skin color; it teaches desire. It instructs us who to love, who to protect, who to hurt, who to leave behind. It tells Black men that proximity to whiteness — or to anything that mimics it — is safety, status, evolution. It tells them that Black women are reminders of struggle, of the parts of themselves they want to escape. It convinces them that rejecting Black women is not betrayal but ambition.

But what gets lost in that pursuit is humanity. Because to replicate the oppressor’s logic is to become a mirror of their violence. To believe you must dominate in order to matter is to inherit the very disease you were born to resist.

And yet, the heartbreak is that it isn’t all cruelty — sometimes it’s confusion, sometimes exhaustion. Many Black men are navigating worlds that constantly emasculate and criminalize them, and patriarchy whispers that control over women is the only stable power left. But that illusion is the final trick of white supremacy: convincing the oppressed that liberation is a ladder, not a circle.

The truth is, none of us can climb our way out of this hierarchy alone. Black men cannot be free while imitating the systems that keep Black women bound. The distance between us is the very architecture of our captivity.

To love Black women — truly — is not just romance or protection; it’s revolution. It’s unlearning every colonial lesson about what makes a man, what makes a woman, what makes power. It’s realizing that healing cannot happen through hierarchy, that freedom cannot coexist with domination.

Patriarchy told Black men that to be powerful, they must stand above Black women. Liberation will only begin when they learn to stand beside us.


Anti-Blackness and patriarchy do not live in theory alone; they perform themselves in pop culture daily, wearing chains of gold and filters of beauty. The music videos, lyrics, and viral aesthetics that dominate global screens are not just entertainment — they are rehearsals of hierarchy. Within them, we see the afterlives of colonialism styled as cool: lighter skin framed as luxury, “foreign” women exalted as status symbols, and the performance of domination coded as desire.

Rap culture, in particular, becomes both a mirror and an amplifier of this logic. The same art form born from the margins — from Black pain and defiance — often replicates the very systems that once dehumanized its creators. The fixation on “redbones,” “yellowbones,” “light-skinned baddies,” and “foreigns” reveals a deep scar — the internalized belief that proximity to whiteness still confers value. Music videos overflow with women who fit a narrow, Eurocentric fantasy: ambiguous features, straightened hair, curves sculpted to trend, skin that glows golden but never too dark. The darker-skinned Black woman, when she appears, is too often relegated to the background, the friend, the prop, the body without a story.

Film and influencer culture mirror this erasure. The same algorithms that claim neutrality elevate a singular look: the “soft life” influencer with the perfect balance of “ethnic” and “exotic,” just enough melanin to signal diversity but not enough to disrupt desirability hierarchies. The fetishization of mixedness — “half-caste,” “Caramel,” “Latina-looking” — is the new aesthetic economy, where race becomes a marketable asset only when it flirts with whiteness. It is the contemporary rebranding of colonial fantasy — where the Black body remains desirable, but only in fragments, only when whitened, filtered, or softened.


Nowhere is this dynamic more visible than in the intersection of music, media, and male celebrity culture — a place where anti-Blackness and patriarchy collide under the guise of confidence, hustle, and masculinity.

Take the archetype embodied by figures like *Future* or the younger rappers who emulate him: the emotionally detached man whose worth is measured in women conquered and discarded. The women in question are rarely dark-skinned, rarely fully Black. The “bad bitches” that populate their videos are coded as foreign — Brazilian, Dominican, mixed, “not from here.” It’s a global export of self-loathing dressed in luxury fashion. What sells is not just the music but the fantasy — that power is proven through domination, that to “level up” means to ascend away from Blackness itself.

*Kanye West* once rapped about “a light-skinned friend look like Michael Jackson / a dark-skinned friend look like Michael Jackson,” a lyric that, though often memed, perfectly encapsulates the tension: admiration for Black culture paired with disdain for unfiltered Blackness. His later public infatuations — with Eurocentric partners and aesthetics — further reflect a system where desire is political, where loving whiteness is framed as elevation, and loving Blackness as regression.

Even outside music, influencer masculinity has learned this performance. The rise of figures like *Andrew Tate*, and the quiet absorption of his rhetoric into Black male online spaces, shows how colonial logic mutates. The message is simple: dominance equals value. Power is possession. Women are accessories. And within that worldview, the Black woman — loud, proud, assertive — becomes the ultimate threat, her defiance interpreted as disrespect.

Afrobeats, once heralded as Africa’s cultural renaissance, is not exempt. Its videos too often echo the same tropes: a sea of light-skinned models in Lagos nightclubs, the Western gaze quietly dictating who gets to be seen as desirable. Even in homegrown art, the colonial imagination lingers.

The tragedy lies in the familiarity — how these patterns feel normal, aspirational even. Patriarchy becomes culture, and anti-Blackness becomes aesthetic. And beneath every viral lyric, every trending sound, every curated image, the same wound hums softly: that the closer one appears to whiteness, the safer, richer, and more lovable they seem.



bell hooks once wrote in *We Real Cool* that “the cool pose” in Black masculinity often masks a wound — that beneath the swagger lies a desperate attempt to reclaim power in a world that has always denied it. This performance of dominance, she argues, is not freedom but mimicry — a reproduction of white patriarchal violence disguised as strength. We see this every day in music videos, in lyrics that exalt emotional detachment, in viral podcasts where young men confuse cruelty with confidence. The tragedy hooks names still echoes: the Black man, stripped of power by white supremacy, learns to imitate his oppressor by dominating those closest to him — Black women.

This mimicry is what Frantz Fanon warned of in *Black Skin, White Masks* — the psychic colonization that convinces the Black subject that salvation lies in imitation, that one must “become white or disappear.” In the cultural economy of today, “becoming white” is less about literal skin tone and more about aesthetics, tone, proximity. The straightened hair. The bleached filters. The preference for the “foreign.” Desire itself becomes racialized — to desire whiteness is to desire escape. And so, when a rapper brags about his “foreign” girl, or when an influencer curates a “soft life” that centers Eurocentric beauty, they are unconsciously performing what Fanon described as “the internalization of inferiority.” The body becomes both stage and symptom.

Audre Lorde, in *Sister Outsider*, insists that this dynamic is not inevitable — that reclaiming the erotic, in its true sense, is a path to liberation. For Lorde, the erotic is not about domination or validation but about connection, power, and self-knowledge. Yet in the current landscape, the erotic has been colonized too — flattened into aesthetics of performance and consumption. The “baddie” look, the curated sensuality of Instagram culture, is often a spectacle for the male gaze, not an expression of self. Black women are told to perform confidence but only within bounds that remain palatable to a system that still fears their full power.

In this sense, pop culture becomes a haunting reenactment of the colonial order — not imposed from without, but reproduced from within. The rapper who mocks dark-skinned women, the influencer who bleaches her photos, the audience who rewards the spectacle with likes and streams — all participate in an inherited choreography of anti-Blackness. It is a cycle that turns survival mechanisms into entertainment, pain into trend, hierarchy into humor.

But what makes this so devastating — and so human — is that beneath the performance lies longing. The longing to be seen. To be loved. To be free from the weight of being “too Black” for a world that still defines beauty and power through its proximity to whiteness. hooks, Lorde, and Fanon all understood this: that the struggle against anti-Blackness is not only political, but spiritual — a war fought in the imagination as much as in the streets.

And so, when we scroll through a timeline filled with memes mocking “Black Twitter aesthetics” or songs that praise “foreign” women, we are not just witnessing culture — we are watching history perform itself again, algorithm by algorithm. The colonizer’s gaze no longer needs to be external; it has been internalized, digitized, and made viral.
bell hooks once wrote that “the wounded Black male ego is one of the most dangerous forces alive.” In *We Real Cool*, she dissects how what we call *cool*—the lean, the glare, the laugh that hides too much—was never truly freedom, but camouflage. *Cool* became a mask for the grief of powerlessness. For centuries, Black men were denied the right to lead, to protect, to self-determine. In the ruins of that denial, patriarchy offered an illusion of control: the right to dominate someone else. So, many learned to perform hardness as survival, to emulate the same violence that once enslaved them, to inherit the posture of the oppressor and rename it masculinity.

You see this inheritance everywhere. In music videos where women are furniture — draped, bent, disposable. In lyrics where love sounds like possession and softness is mocked as weakness. In the viral clips where young men on podcasts speak with a vocabulary of conquest, as though their manhood must be constantly proven against the bodies of women. This is not simply misogyny; it is colonization rewritten in the key of rhythm. The plantation logic still hums beneath the beat — the belief that domination equals safety, that control equals power, that the body of a Black woman is still terrain to be managed, never a nation to be honored.

Frantz Fanon warned of this in *Black Skin, White Masks*, when he wrote of the “epidermal schema” — the way the Black body carries history in its very skin, how whiteness becomes a mirror that distorts desire. To be seen through the white gaze is to internalize it, to crave its approval, to mistake assimilation for liberation. That’s why proximity to whiteness still feels like currency. The “foreign” woman becomes a trophy, the light skin a passport. “Bad bitches only,” they say, but what they mean is *not too Black.* In the colonial order, Blackness was degradation; today, it’s fetishized but not respected, consumed but not cherished. Fanon saw it clearly: even desire becomes political when your very skin is a battlefield.

And Audre Lorde, always the prophet of tenderness, reminds us that the erotic is not simply about sex but about power — the power to know oneself deeply. In *Sister Outsider*, she wrote that the erotic is a well of spiritual energy, a force that connects us to joy, to truth, to aliveness. Yet in our digital age, the erotic has been stripped, flattened, and commercialized. The “baddie” archetype — curated perfection, hyper-femininity, endless performance — masquerades as empowerment, but it often replicates the male gaze. Black women are told to be desirable, but never *too much*. To be strong, but not angry. To be sensual, but not sexual. To be visible, but not centered. The erotic, once a site of liberation, has become another marketplace of mimicry.

bell hooks would say this is how patriarchy survives — not through overt violence, but through seduction. Through the soft, glittering promise that if you play the role well enough, you will be safe. But there is no safety in performance. There is only exhaustion — the endless labor of contorting oneself to fit into systems built to erase you.

Pop culture, then, becomes the theatre where all this unfolds. Watch closely: in the slow-motion pan of a music video, the choreography of domination continues. In Afrobeat videos that celebrate wealth and women in the same breath, beauty becomes proof of possession. In influencer culture, where lightness — of skin, of tone, of texture — trends better, the colonial hierarchy renews itself through algorithms. Kanye West once rapped, “When he get on, he leave your ass for a white girl,” a line that felt like both confession and prophecy. Future raps about “bad bitches” as currency, their value quantified by brand names and body shapes. Meanwhile, Andrew Tate and his digital disciples tell young men that empathy is emasculation, that control is the only language power understands. Different mediums, same script. The patriarchy just learned to autotune itself.

And yet — and yet — the tragedy of this cycle is how much it is born from longing. Beneath the hardness lies hunger: to be seen, to be loved without condition, to reclaim dignity without imitation. Fanon wrote that “the Black man wants to be recognized not as Black but as human.” But in a world where humanity was defined through whiteness, that desire becomes self-erasure. The real work, as Lorde and hooks insist, is to reimagine freedom not as dominance, but as intimacy. To unlearn the seduction of hierarchy. To build new definitions of beauty, power, and manhood that are not founded on someone else’s diminishment.

Because the truth is: what passes for power in this culture is often grief in disguise. The flex, the posturing, the hierarchy — they’re all performances of pain that has forgotten its name. The world taught Black men that softness was weakness, and then mocked Black women for being too strong. It’s a cruel symmetry, an inherited wound that both sides bleed from.

And yet, if there’s any hope — it lies in breaking the script. In rappers like Kendrick Lamar, who turns vulnerability into verse. In women like Megan Thee Stallion, who reclaims her body as agency, not object. In the quiet digital corners where Black people celebrate each other in full spectrum, from softness to rage, humor to holiness. That’s the revolution hooks dreamed of, that Lorde practiced, that Fanon demanded: to see ourselves whole again. To be both wound and witness. To be free, not in spite of our Blackness, but through it.
It’s too easy to call it self-hate. Too easy — and too cruel — to reduce centuries of psychological warfare into a pathology of self-loathing. Internalized anti-Blackness is not just a hatred of self; it is a learned choreography of survival in a world that made Blackness synonymous with danger, with lack, with wrongness. It is the language of adaptation, not choice. The child who learns to lower their voice in class. The boy who laughs when they mock his skin. The girl who straightens her hair before the interview. These are not gestures of vanity — they are negotiations with power.

Frantz Fanon called it “epidermalization,” the process by which the Black body absorbs the gaze of the oppressor until it begins to see itself through borrowed eyes. bell hooks, too, wrote about this in *Black Looks*: how we internalize images of our own degradation until we begin to distrust our own beauty, our own reflection. This is not a failure of pride; it is the residue of survival. When you grow up in a world that rewards proximity to whiteness — in beauty, in behavior, in desire — you learn to chase safety by shrinking parts of yourself. You learn that to be *too Black* is to risk invisibility, punishment, or death.

So, Black men who reject Black women are not just rejecting them; they are reenacting a script written long before either of them were born — a script that says salvation lies in distance from one’s own people. Black women who soften their accents, lighten their skin, hide their curls are not weak; they are fluent in the grammar of white comfort. Because whiteness, for centuries, has been the measure of safety, desirability, and success — the center of every frame, the hero of every story. Internalized anti-Blackness, then, is not an absence of love; it’s love twisted by scarcity, by fear, by longing for a world that has never loved you back.

It manifests quietly — in dating preferences, in job interviews, in jokes we don’t correct. It shows up in classrooms, where Black children learn early which tones, textures, and names are mocked. It seeps through algorithms that reward lighter skin and Eurocentric features with more engagement. It lives in the endless comparisons: the “pretty for a Black girl” compliment, the “articulate” praise that lands like an insult wrapped in a smile. Every small indignity becomes a data point that teaches the Black psyche to self-regulate, to self-edit, to self-erase.

And the irony — the cruelty — is that this is how the system maintains itself without chains. It convinces the oppressed to police themselves. To discipline their own beauty. To distrust their own community. To believe that safety lies in separation. White supremacy no longer needs to say “you’re inferior”; it only needs to create a world where your proximity to whiteness determines your chances of survival.

But even within this performance, there’s resistance. Because to internalize anti-Blackness is also to carry the knowledge of what you once were — what you might still be if the mirrors were smashed. Every act of rejection hides a ghost of longing: the longing to be free from the need to perform at all. The tragedy of internalized anti-Blackness is not that it exists, but that it was ever necessary. It is the architecture of survival in a burning house.

Yet, there’s beauty in the rebellion of unlearning. In every Black person who decides to love themselves loudly. In the woman who wears her natural hair like a crown after years of hiding it. In the man who chooses to see the beauty in his own people again. In the child who no longer apologizes for their darkness. To unlearn anti-Blackness is to unlearn fear. It is to declare, against centuries of indoctrination, that survival and joy are not mutually exclusive.

Internalized anti-Blackness was never our creation — it was our inheritance. But inheritance is not destiny. The same survival instinct that once made us shrink can now make us rise. What was once self-protection can become self-definition. What was once erasure can become rebirth.

There’s a strange theatre that happens every time whiteness “discovers” Africa. A TikTok of a white woman dancing to amapiano goes viral, and suddenly she’s “one of us.” A YouTuber tries jollof rice for the first time, makes a face of delighted surprise, and the comments flood with adoration: “She gets it!” “We love you, sis!” “You’re basically Nigerian now!” It’s meant to be lighthearted, a gesture of inclusion — but beneath the laughter is something fragile and familiar: the reflex to overextend grace to the same structures that once denied us humanity.

Whiteness, after centuries of extraction, has learned the art of performance. It no longer needs to colonize land to claim ownership; it colonizes culture instead. The new imperialism is aesthetic — softer, filtered, easily digestible. African music, fashion, and slang are suddenly “in.” Afrobeats fills Coachella stages; kente prints appear on high-end runways; Yoruba names are tattooed on foreign skin without history or pronunciation. It looks like celebration, but it feels like déjà vu — the same old hunger wearing friendlier clothes.

And the most heartbreaking part is our reaction. Because we, too, are weary of being unseen. So when whiteness finally looks our way, we mistake its gaze for recognition. We call it progress when it is often performance. We celebrate inclusion without realizing the terms of it are still unequal. The white influencer dancing to Burna Boy is applauded more than the Black creator who made the trend possible. The foreign student who sprinkles pidgin into her captions gets more engagement than the Nigerian girl whose voice shaped that language. The appropriation doesn’t even hide anymore — it smiles, it says “Ubuntu,” it means well.

This is what the scholar bell hooks might call “eating the other” — the consumption of Black and African culture as a site of pleasure, rebellion, or self-actualization for whiteness. It allows white people to feel worldly, empathetic, even radical, without relinquishing any structural power. It’s not about truly *becoming* in solidarity with Africa; it’s about *wearing* Africa for a season. Trying suya and jollof for a YouTube thumbnail. Learning one amapiano step and being crowned “our sister.” The bar is subterranean, yet the applause is thunderous.

And so, the “invitation to the cookout” becomes its own kind of tragedy — a digital metaphor for acceptance that keeps repeating itself. In our eagerness to be loved, we keep letting the descendants of our colonizers taste our food, dance to our music, wear our prints — and call it reconciliation. But reconciliation without reckoning is just repetition.

Because love, real love, doesn’t need performance. It needs proximity, accountability, and the willingness to confront privilege — not just dance to its soundtrack. To truly align with African people is not to borrow our rhythms; it is to dismantle the systems that made our rhythm necessary in the first place.

Until then, what looks like cultural exchange is often just cultural tourism — the same hunger for “Black cool” and “African energy” that has always fed the world, now disguised as curiosity, as friendship, as praise.


After George Floyd’s murder in 2020, the world paused — or at least it looked like it did. Knees that had pressed down on Black necks for centuries seemed, for a brief, trembling moment, to lift. Cities across the world filled with protestors chanting *I can’t breathe*, and suddenly white people — the same ones who had watched, benefited, and turned away for generations — began to speak. They tweeted, cried, donated, and flooded social media with black squares. They called it allyship. They called it awakening. But what it really became was *a spectacle of guilt*.

For the first time in decades, whiteness appeared self-aware — panicked, tearful, even apologetic. It was not sorry for its history, but for being caught in its reflection. The discomfort became content: TikToks of white people crying about racism, Instagram captions about “checking privilege,” endless threads explaining systemic oppression to an audience already exhausted by it. Whiteness turned introspection into performance, guilt into a genre, apology into an aesthetic.

The language of anti-racism — once radical, dangerous, and disruptive — became domesticated, softened into slogans fit for T-shirts and marketing campaigns. Corporations that had long exploited Black labor and culture suddenly became “woke.” They posted statements, changed profile pictures, released limited-edition “diversity” collections. The revolution was televised — and sponsored. Pepsi, Nike, Netflix, and even fast-food brands turned justice into PR. The very institutions that sustained structural inequality now profited from its opposition.

But whiteness has always known how to adapt. It shapeshifts to survive. It learned to kneel, to cry, to perform remorse, to speak the language of liberation — so long as it didn’t have to give anything up. In the era of white guilt, *recognition replaced repair*. Apology replaced redistribution. Empathy became the new currency, and the more visibly you displayed it, the more moral capital you earned.

White guilt became a mirror through which whiteness could fall in love with its own benevolence. The question shifted from *“How can I help dismantle this system?”* to *“How can I be seen helping?”* Every performance of remorse required an audience, and that audience was overwhelmingly Black — expected to forgive, to validate, to applaud. The cycle of consumption continued: whiteness consumed our pain, then consumed its own guilt, turning both into entertainment.

And so “allyship” became an aesthetic — a curated grid, a post-protest selfie, a list of recommended readings. Bell hooks warned us about this kind of false consciousness: how love without accountability, empathy without transformation, is hollow. Audre Lorde wrote that “the master’s tools will never dismantle the master’s house,” yet whiteness continues to build bigger houses with better branding.

Even on TikTok and Instagram, “Black culture” became a costume white creators could wear for clout. African dances went viral only after being performed by white teenagers. AAVE — African American Vernacular English — became internet slang, stripped of its linguistic roots. Nigerian food, music, and slang suddenly became “discoveries” the moment white influencers tasted, sang, or mimicked them. They cooked *jollof rice* once, danced to *Amapiano*, or said “Omo” in a video, and suddenly Black audiences were clapping — inviting them to “the cookout,” giving them African names as if proximity to Blackness could erase history.

We’ve mistaken inclusion for liberation. We’ve mistaken acknowledgment for justice. We’ve mistaken the white hand that claps for us as one that will fight beside us.

Whiteness doesn’t need to dominate visibly anymore — it now performs equality while preserving its advantage. It has mastered the art of appearing progressive while remaining in control. White people no longer say “I own you.” They say, “I support you” — and still profit off your labor. They no longer burn your villages; they “collaborate.” They no longer steal your songs; they remix them and call it cultural exchange.

This is the afterlife of solidarity — the moment when revolution becomes fashion, when resistance becomes branding, when Black pain becomes profitable.

And beneath it all is a silence — the kind that follows after the hashtags stop trending. Because guilt is not the same as responsibility. And empathy, without structural change, is just another performance.
And then — just as quickly as it arrived — it disappeared.
The world moved on. The black squares vanished from Instagram feeds. The corporate “solidarity statements” were quietly deleted in late-night PR cleanups. The hashtags lost their power, buried beneath trending audios and influencer collaborations. The “say their names” chants faded into the algorithm. What had felt like an awakening was only a performance — a brief intermission before the old script resumed, this time with better lighting and higher resolution.

The global political climate shifted; the world’s moral compass tilted again toward cruelty. The United States, the cultural nerve center that had set the tone for performative allyship, chose regression. It flirted openly with fascism, toyed with authoritarianism, and rewarded racism with power and applause. And as America sneezed, the rest of the world caught its old sickness again. The performance ended. The curtain fell. The actors went home. The audience stopped clapping. And the silence returned.

Suddenly, the conversations about anti-Blackness became “divisive.” The word “woke” — once shorthand for awareness — became a slur. Diversity programs were dismantled, defunded, and dismissed as “unnecessary.” Publishing houses quietly ended their “Black voices” imprints. Fashion brands deleted their Black models from campaigns. Streaming platforms buried Black films and shows under layers of algorithmic dust. The cultural spotlight turned elsewhere — to whatever new crisis whiteness could perform empathy for without consequence.

The same white influencers who once filmed teary-eyed apology videos in 2020 began mocking pronouns, feminism, and “social justice warriors.” Their followers cheered them for being “brave,” for “saying what everyone’s thinking.” The pendulum didn’t just swing back — it came crashing through the room, breaking whatever fragile progress had been made. The air grew thick with nostalgia for a time when cruelty was easier, when empathy wasn’t expected, when white people could laugh without looking over their shoulders.

Now they are back — like they never left.
Back to making jokes about our hair, our skin, our names. Back to using “ghetto” as shorthand for ugly. Back to cherry-picking Black culture for aesthetics while scorning the people who created it. Back to exoticizing our pain and eroticizing our bodies. Back to turning our accents into punchlines and our trauma into think pieces. The world’s brief flirtation with Black liberation was just that — a fling, a summer romance, a marketing strategy with an expiration date.

Because it was never love. It was fascination.
It was never solidarity. It was spectacle.

And what’s most haunting is how *familiar* it feels. The ease with which the world reverted tells us something devastating — that it never really changed. It only paused to rebrand. The same power structures remain intact, just better dressed, better spoken, better marketed. White supremacy didn’t lose its grip; it just learned how to smile while holding the whip. The language got softer, the tone more liberal, the methods more subtle — but the violence, the hierarchy, the hunger for domination stayed the same.

Whiteness didn’t evolve; it simply rested. It took a break, watched the backlash fade, and returned to its post — unapologetic, unbothered, unburdened. It learned that time is on its side. It always has been. Because the world will forget, and Black people will be told — again — to move on. To forgive. To stop bringing up the past, as if the past isn’t still alive in our bones, in our headlines, in the daily negotiations we make to stay alive.

Because that’s what anti-Blackness does: it never dies. It only mutates. It waits patiently for the world to stop watching. It bides its time in comment sections and corporate boardrooms, in jokes whispered over drinks, in algorithms coded by human bias. And when the lights dim and the hashtags fade, it emerges again — sleek, confident, unapologetic.

It’s cool again to hate Black people. So why not?
Why not mock the very culture that raised the world? Why not trivialize the music, the slang, the rhythm — the lifeblood of popular culture itself — while pretending it’s just irony? Why not resurrect the old contempt, repackage it as humor, and call it “edgy”? Why not turn anti-Blackness into entertainment again, now that it’s profitable, now that it trends?

Because the truth is, the world was never uncomfortable with racism. It was only uncomfortable being called out for it.
And now that the outrage has cooled, it’s business as usual. The machine hums on. The performance is over. The audience has gone home. And the same story plays again — rewritten only to make the violence look more palatable, more subtle, more modern.

The show never ended. It only changed scenes.
To talk about anti-Blackness without talking about desire is to leave the wound half-stitched. Because white supremacy does not only punish Blackness — it also *fetishizes* it. It fears Black bodies yet obsesses over them. It hates our features yet surgically imitates them. It demeans our culture yet cannot look away from it. This is the paradox of interracial fetishization: the same system that dehumanizes Blackness also eroticizes it, turning proximity into performance and affection into appetite.

It shows up most clearly in the quiet, insidious dynamics between white women and Black men. The story is old — centuries old — rooted in the colonial imagination, in the forbidden eroticism of “the savage,” in the fantasy of dominance disguised as liberation. White women have long been taught to see the Black man as both threat and thrill — something to fear and to tame, something to touch to prove one’s bravery. The relationship becomes less about love and more about transgression. To love a Black man, for some, is to borrow danger safely — to taste rebellion without consequence.

This is why some white women can spew hatred toward Black women with one breath and cradle a mixed baby with the next. Their intimacy with Blackness does not absolve them from their investment in whiteness; it deepens it. The Black partner becomes a symbol, a token, an aesthetic — proof of openness, of “not being racist.” Their mixed children become living emblems of “progress,” their curls and skin tones displayed like achievements. Blackness becomes a commodity of empathy and image, not humanity.

The violence here is subtle but sharp: Black women, erased and replaced.
Because when a white woman claims the beauty, the strength, the desirability of Blackness through her proximity to a Black man, she’s still moving within a system that has always pit Black women against white femininity. She’s not dismantling the hierarchy — she’s exploiting its flexibility. Loving Black men becomes another way to access what’s fashionable, what’s powerful, what’s “in.” The same system that once lynched Black men for looking at white women now rewards white women for sleeping with them — so long as they stay beautiful, safe, and palatable.

But this fetishization is not one-sided. Black men, too, are often taught to find validation through the gaze of whiteness. In a world that teaches them that power looks like white masculinity, loving or being loved by a white woman can feel like arrival — like being chosen. It’s not just romance; it’s status. A silent echo of the plantation logic persists: whiteness as prize, as proof that you’ve transcended your Blackness enough to be desired by its historic enemy.

This is not about love — it’s about longing for legitimacy.
It’s about how colonial desire reprogrammed intimacy, convincing both parties that closeness could cure hierarchy. But the power imbalance remains. Because for all its allure, interracial fetishization rarely bridges worlds — it often just replays the same dynamic with new costumes.

You see it everywhere in pop culture. The music videos where the only dark-skinned woman is in the background, where the lead model is racially ambiguous, “ethnic” enough to look exotic but light enough to be safe. The rappers who praise “foreigns” — code for not-too-Black women — as if proximity to whiteness makes love more valuable. The films that celebrate interracial love as proof of progress but refuse to confront the centuries of pain that made such unions so politically charged.

Even in influencer culture, the fetish is evident: couples built around contrast — the pale girlfriend and her “melanin king,” the captions drenched in exotification, the comment sections full of heart emojis and racialized compliments. It’s never just love; it’s marketing. It’s spectacle. It’s desire choreographed to look like liberation.

bell hooks once wrote in *We Real Cool* that Black men’s desire for white women is often a mirror of their desire for freedom — a longing so deep it becomes erotic. And Fanon, in *Black Skin, White Masks*, traced this pathology with painful precision: how the colonized subject, trapped between self-hatred and aspiration, reaches for the oppressor’s touch as a form of validation. “To marry white is to ascend,” Fanon wrote — not in love, but in illusion.

And so the cycle continues: whiteness consumes Blackness, wears it, mates with it, profits from it — but never truly loves it. Because love requires equality, and equality has never been part of the arrangement.

Fetishization is not affection — it’s a new kind of violence. It’s a hunger that consumes the Black body but spits out the Black soul. It’s a performance of proximity that never dismantles distance. And it’s everywhere: on our screens, in our language, in our fantasies, in the algorithms that decide who’s desirable and who’s disposable.

The world doesn’t want to *be* Black — it just wants to touch Blackness, to taste it, to borrow it for a while, to decorate itself with its residue. And when the thrill wears off, it goes home — back to the safety of whiteness, leaving behind the same wounds it once claimed to heal.


In contemporary Western society, intimate relationships are often celebrated on the surface as expressions of personal freedom, choice, and even transgression of old racial boundaries. Indeed, when a white woman enters into a relationship with a Black man, the prevailing narrative is often framed as progressive: “love wins,” “colour-blind,” “we’re beyond race.” Yet beneath this celebratory rhetoric lies a far more fraught terrain of power, history, and racialised desire. We must move beyond the simple story of white women who “hate Black women but love Black men” and scrutinise the deeper dynamics of fetishisation, objectification, and how these are embedded in structural and interpersonal forms of racial oppression.

### 1. The fetishisation of Black men by white women: historical roots and contemporary forms

The phenomenon of white women fetishising Black men has deep historical roots that intertwine with colonialism, slavery, segregation, and racialised sexual stereotypes. During slavery in the United States, Black male bodies were simultaneously seen as labouring bodies, hyper-masculine threats, and sexual objects. The trope of the “Black brute” served to frighten white society and justify violent control, while also constructing Black masculinity as hyper-sexual, primitive, overwhelming. In the post-Jim Crow era, these tropes evolved into the fetishised Black male body in media and culture: tall, muscular, virile, “exotic.” The white gaze, in this context, does not simply “prefer Black men” but often sees them as objects of desire precisely because of their racial difference.

In one instructive study of dating apps used by gay men of colour, researchers found that racial fetishisation manifested as: “(1) objectification; (2) hindrance to the formation of platonic or intimate connections; and (3) being boxed in and minimised to a stereotype.” ([PubMed][1]) While that study focuses on men who have sex with men, the insight applies equally to heterosexual contexts: Black men report the feeling of being valued for perceived racial/sexual difference rather than for their full humanity.

When a white woman says she “prefers Black men,” in many cases she may mean she finds a particular body type or a set of stereotypes attractive — strong, virile, athletic — tropes that owe a great deal to historical racial construction. This preference becomes a fetish when the Black man is desired **because** he is Black — his Blackness becomes the source of erotic charge, rather than his individual personhood.

### 2. Power dynamics and ambivalence: at the intersection of race, gender and desire

Fetishisation is not simply about attraction; it is about power, objectification, and the legacy of racism. In such interracial dynamics, the white woman still occupies racial privilege: she is desired, validated by her whiteness; her choice to date “out” of her race may be applauded precisely because it fulfils a liberal ideal of transcending racial boundaries. Meanwhile the Black man is placed into a category of “desirable difference,” a role that can have both seductive appeal and damaging effects. The white woman’s desire may entail a fantasy of racial transgression — of being drawn to the “Other” — yet the notion of transgression only functions because the racial boundary remains. In other words: fetishisation reinforces the boundary even while seeming to cross it.

In the landmark text Beyond Loving: Intimate Racework in Lesbian, Gay, and Straight Interracial Relationships, scholar Amy C. Steinbugler explores how interracial intimacy often requires “race-work”: individuals labour emotionally to manage visibility, stereotype, and boundary work. ([OUP Academic][2]) For white women who couple with Black men, that “race-work” may unwittingly involve leaning into or ignoring racial difference, thus reinforcing it.

Moreover, the white woman’s choice may implicitly demean Black women: if Black men are especially desirable to her, what does that say about Black women? Even if the white woman is not consciously rejecting Black women, the cultural logic of fetishisation often rests on demeaning or invisibilising Black female desire and bodies. In this dynamic, Black women become doubly marginalised: first by white women’s preference for Black men (as if Black men were more desirable precisely because they are available to white women), and second by the racialised stereotypes of Black women (hyper-sexual, hyper-masculine, undesirable) that persist in culture.

### 3. Harm to Black women

Let us turn explicitly to how fetishisation of Black men by white women affects Black women. First, it invites a framework of comparative value: Black men desired by white women gain social visibility and symbolic capital; Black women continue to face desexualisation or negative sexual stereotyping. Black women often internalise or bear witness to the message that they are less desirable — less desirable than white women **and** less desirable than Black men (in the context of white desire). This undermines the possibility of pleasurable, unambiguous sexual subjectivity for Black women.

Second, fetishisation fosters competition rather than solidarity between white and Black women — a competition structured by racialised sexual hierarchies. The white woman may view the Black man as exotic or thrilling; the Black woman may implicitly be cast as the default partner for the Black man, but invisibilised in the white woman’s gaze. Thus, racialised sexual economies reproduce subtle violences: the white woman threatens to usurp or overshadow the Black woman’s claim not only to the Black man but to normative desirability. Black women thus find themselves confronted with both racial and gendered double jeopardy.

Third, the trope of “white women who hate Black women but love Black men” is not mere caricature. It reflects a real psychic landscape: desire structured by racial contempt — or at least indifference — for Black women. Fetishisation of Black men does not stop at “I like him because he is Black,” but often carries the entailment “I do **not** like *her* because she is Black.” In this sense, some forms of fetishisation are predicated on the devaluation of Black femininity. The harm is not only to the Black man who is fetishised but to the Black woman who loses, in the racialised sexual calculus, not just a partner but the recognition of her desirability, worth, and agency.

### 4. Queer and other racialised dynamics

While the heterosexual framework of white female / Black male fetishisation has been the focus of much public commentary, it is essential to expand our analysis to other racialised and queer dynamics. Fetishisation is not exclusively heterosexual nor exclusively concerned with Black/white binaries.

For example, the study of gay dating apps found that men of colour routinely experience fetishisation: being sought out **because** of their race, described in fetishising language (“Asian twink,” “Latin stallion,” “Black gorilla”), and ultimately unable to form deeper connections because of the objectifying gaze. ([PubMed][1]) This demonstrates how fetishisation functions across gender and sexual orientation lines: queer relationships are not immune.

Furthermore, desire for “exotic” racialised bodies often aligns with colonial fantasies and power hierarchies: white bodies as normative, desirable; “non-white” bodies as exotic, thrilling, available. Thus a white queer person obtaining a “racialised” partner may not simply be expressing authentic desire, but enacting a dynamic of “possession” under the guise of love. The racialised partner is sometimes appreciated precisely **for their difference**, their “otherness,” rather than for their full humanity. And that “otherness” often maps onto historic regimes: white dominion, exoticisation, colonial voyeurism.

Moreover, other racialised permutations matter: white women fetishising Asian men or vice versa, or Black women fetishising white men, or any cross-racial pairing where the dynamics of racial power and sexual desire collide. What is common is the axis of one racialised body being desired for its “difference,” its stereotype, its novelty, rather than as an equal, whole person.

### 5. Implications for intimacy, desire and radical possibility

Why does this matter? Because fetishisation strains the very ideal of intimacy. When one partner is drawn primarily for their race rather than their personhood, the relationship replicates — rather than unsettles — systems of racialised power and objectification. The Black man in such a relationship may feel gratified, empowered or visible—but equally, he may feel reduced to a stereotype, boxed out of deeper connection. The white woman may feel progressive or transgressive, but unless she engages critically with her desire and its racialised roots, she may simply be reiterating white supremacy in the guise of romance.

For Black women, the effects are isolating, alienating, and painful. Fetishisation redirects social desirability away from Black women and onto Black men or other racialised bodies in ways that maintain gendered and racialised hierarchies. For queer people, fetishisation undermines authentic sexual agency, replacing it with racial scripting.

To move beyond fetishisation is not to condemn interracial relationships outright. It is to insist on awareness, on mutual humanisation, on recognition of history, power and desire. It is to ask: Am I desiring this person **because** of who they are — their personality, their being — or am I desiring them because of what I imagine them to be by virtue of their race? Am I seeing them as full subject or as object of exotic desire?

### 6. Toward a more ethical intimate politics

A more ethically grounded praxis of interracial and cross-racial intimacy must include:

* **Critical self-reflection**: White partners must interrogate their desires, ask whether they are playing out racialised fantasies, and reckon with how their whiteness shapes dynamics.
* **Recognition of Black women’s subjectivity**: The discussion must include how Black women are impacted by these dynamics — how erotic economies value or devalue them, and how solidarity might be formed across white/Black women around intimate agency, rather than competition.
* **Queer analysis**: We must apply this critique to all sexualities, understanding that fetishisation is not limited to heterosexual couplings, and that racialised desire functions in queer spaces too.
* **Disruption of stereotypes**: Romantic and sexual narratives must avoid reducing partners to racialised tropes (the athletic Black man, the submissive Asian woman, etc.), and instead emphasise individuation, complexity, and equality.
* **Structural consciousness**: Desire takes place in a context of racial capitalism, historical colonialism, white normativity, gendered hierarchies — and intimate relations are one site where these structures play out. Recognising that the personal is racialised and political is essential (see the larger theoretical move in works like Critical Race Theory and queer-of-colour theory).

### Conclusion

In sum, the seductive narrative of white women freely choosing Black men must be interrogated, not dismissed. Behind many inter-racial pairings lies a terrain of fetishisation, objectification, power, and historical baggage. For Black women, the consequences are real: diminished desirability, further marginalisation, and the psychic labour of witnessing their partners and Black men being elevated in racialised sexual hierarchies. For queer people, fetishisation distorts agency and intimacy.

To *move beyond* fetishisation is to envision interracial intimacy that is not simply a triumphant symbol but a site of racial consciousness, mutual humanisation, and ethical desire. True interracial and cross-racial intimacy challenges—not reproduces—racial hierarchies of desire.

The trope of the white woman who hates Black women but loves Black men has become shorthand for a particular species of racial contradiction — the white woman who claims to “love Blackness” while participating in systems that devalue it. Yet to stop there would be too easy. Fetishization is not merely hypocrisy or irony; it is a symptom of how white supremacy reorganizes intimacy, desire, and even the imagination of love itself.

Fetishization, at its core, is not love. It is fascination disguised as affection, objectification dressed as admiration. It is the desire for proximity to Blackness — its heat, its rhythm, its danger — without the burden of identifying with it. It is wanting the “Black experience” as an accessory while remaining comfortably within the privileges of whiteness. In the white woman’s fetish for the Black man, the past still breathes: the plantation’s cruel mythology of the Black body as both labor and lust, as threat and thrill, as the forbidden made desirable precisely because it is forbidden.

Historically, white femininity has relied on the myth of its own purity. The protection of that purity was once the pretext for lynching — the idea that Black men, supposedly beastly in their appetites, were out to despoil white womanhood. The same system that cast the Black man as a predator now romanticizes him as a fantasy: virile, dominant, dangerous, thrillingly other. The white woman’s desire thus becomes a theatre of contradiction — she both fears and covets the very thing she was taught to fear. In this theatre, the Black man is not a person but a symbol, an embodiment of transgression that flatters her sense of rebellion. 

When a white woman proclaims that she “only dates Black men,” she rarely means she understands Blackness — its history, its burden, its inheritance of pain. She means she desires what Blackness represents to her: strength, rawness, masculinity unsoftened by whiteness. Her attraction is not to a man but to myth. She does not see him; she sees herself through him — edgier, more open-minded, more alive. In this way, fetishization is always a form of consumption. The Black man’s body becomes a means for her self-making, an instrument for her own narrative of freedom.

But what happens when love is premised on the consumption of difference? Someone must pay the price. And more often than not, that someone is the Black woman. She becomes the ghost at the edge of the love story — erased, yet omnipresent. The white woman’s elevation of the Black man implicitly devalues the Black woman; it turns Blackness into something that gains desirability only when filtered through whiteness. The Black man becomes desirable because a white woman wants him. The Black woman remains too much — too loud, too dark, too angry, too real. 

It is not that white women consciously hate Black women (though some do). It is that the structure of their desire depends on our erasure. They want Blackness without the Black woman. They want rhythm without rage, culture without critique, melanin without memory. Every time a white woman clutches her Black partner as proof of her “wokeness,” she performs a kind of symbolic violence against the Black women whose humanity she cannot or will not see.

Fetishization also distorts the space of queer desire. In queer relationships, the same racial scripts replay themselves — only subtler. White queer people, too, learn to eroticize difference. The “Black top,” the “Asian bottom,” the “Latin lover” — stereotypes become sexual shorthand, and intimacy becomes a site where racial hierarchy hides beneath the language of personal preference. The fetish, after all, adapts; it finds new disguises in every era. It is a colonial instinct masquerading as chemistry.

Fetishization is not desire gone wrong; it is desire doing what the racial order trained it to do. It is not merely individual ignorance but the sediment of centuries. The West built its erotic imagination on conquest: on touching what it deemed untouchable, possessing what it deemed primitive, extracting pleasure from what it refused to respect. That logic still hums beneath our bedsheets. It whispers that to desire the “Other” is to prove one’s worldliness, one’s liberation. But that liberation is counterfeit if it depends on someone else’s objectification.

To move beyond fetishization is not to police attraction but to politicize it — to ask harder questions of what we want and why. It is to ask: where does my desire come from? Who taught me what beauty looks like, what masculinity feels like, what softness is allowed to be? It is to understand that attraction is never pure; it is shaped by everything we’ve inherited — movies, history, violence, silence. It is to reckon with the fact that whiteness, even in love, demands to be centered. 

True intimacy across difference cannot be born of fetish. It requires a dismantling — of fantasy, of hierarchy, of the quiet entitlement that turns other people’s bodies into proof of our progress. It requires seeing not the myth of the Black man, nor the threat of the Black woman, nor the fetish of the “exotic lover,” but the human being beneath it all. 

Until then, fetishization will remain the lie we tell ourselves about love — the illusion that crossing racial lines is the same as dismantling them.




There is a particular gaze that follows the Black male body — a gaze both desirous and fearful, admiring and predatory. When it emerges from white women, it is often mistaken for liberation: a defiance of racial taboos, a gesture toward progress. But beneath that appearance lies a centuries-old script — one that eroticizes domination, commodifies difference, and reproduces the very hierarchies it claims to transcend. To understand interracial fetishization — and especially the phenomenon of white women who “hate Black women but love Black men” — is to examine how the politics of desire, race, and gender remain entangled in the afterlife of empire.

---

### The Colonial Sediment of Desire

To call something a “fetish” is to acknowledge that it replaces relationship with projection. The person becomes a symbol — of rebellion, virility, danger, or forbidden pleasure — rather than a full subject. The history of white womanhood’s desire for Black men cannot be understood outside the colonial and slave economies that birthed it. Under slavery, Black women were routinely violated by white men whose power rendered their consent irrelevant. Meanwhile, the very idea of a Black man touching a white woman was unspeakable — a crime punishable by death. The racial order hinged on the sanctity of white femininity and the demonization of Black masculinity.

It is no accident, then, that the archetype of the “dangerous Black male” emerged alongside the fantasy of the “pure white woman.” In that binary, one body had to be protected from the other — and through that protection, white men justified both their violence and their power. The bodies of Black men and women became the currency through which white supremacy organized its sexual imagination.  

Fast-forward to the post-civil rights and “post-racial” era: the overt violence may have faded, but the erotic economy remains. In the realm of pop culture, dating apps, and pornography, the Black man is still hyper-sexualized, his desirability framed by danger and dominance. The white woman, meanwhile, finds in him not a partner, but a performance — a site where she can transgress safely, explore the forbidden, and yet remain racially central.  

---

### Fetishization as Power, Not Preference

Contemporary liberal discourse often cloaks fetishization in the language of “preference.” “I just like Black men,” a white woman might say, as if desire were untouched by history. But the question is not whether attraction across race is wrong — it is whether that attraction relies on centuries of stereotype. When whiteness desires Blackness, it rarely arrives empty-handed; it carries baggage. The Black man’s body is often approached as a site of “otherness,” of thrill, of curiosity — his skin, his accent, his supposed physicality all elevated into symbols of a primal authenticity that whiteness claims to lack.

In such dynamics, the Black man becomes a mirror in which white femininity seeks self-liberation. The white woman’s attraction can function as a rebellion against her own oppression under patriarchy — a way to reject the constraints of white male respectability. But if her liberation is purchased through the consumption of Blackness, it is no liberation at all. It merely recycles power through the erotic economy: she becomes empowered by possessing what white men fear.

The cost of that performance is invisibility — not for her, but for Black women.

---

### The Erasure of Black Women

Every time the culture glamorizes the “white woman with a Black man” as a sign of progress, it performs an erasure. Black women — whose bodies have been subject to centuries of misrepresentation — are rendered either invisible or undesirable. The same culture that celebrates the “interracial couple” as edgy or fashionable often refuses to grant desirability to Black women, especially dark-skinned ones.  

This is where the wound deepens: white women’s fetishization of Black men often operates alongside their antipathy toward Black women. The two are not contradictions; they are co-dependencies. The fetish requires contrast. The white woman’s desirability is defined against the supposed “excess” of the Black woman — her body too loud, her hair too defiant, her presence too threatening. To desire Black men while despising Black women is to eroticize Blackness while denying its humanity.  

This dynamic also fractures Black communities internally. For some Black men, being desired by white women feels like validation in a world that otherwise devalues them. Yet that validation often comes at the expense of Black women, who are made to bear the psychic cost of being rendered undesirable. Desire becomes a hierarchy — whiteness on top, Blackness consumed rather than cherished.

---

### Queer Desire and the Fetish Logic

The fetish does not end in heterosexuality. In queer relationships, the same racialized structures often resurface — just refracted differently. White queer men, for instance, may fetishize Black men as embodiments of raw sexuality, dominance, or “realness,” mirroring the same colonial fantasies of the primitive and the virile. White queer women may desire Black women through the lens of exotic difference, casting their partners as “wild,” “earthy,” or “intense.”

Even within interracial queer relationships that strive toward equity, the unconscious residue of racial hierarchy remains. The white partner’s love can still function as possession — a way to affirm their progressiveness without interrogating their privilege. And for Black queer people, this dynamic compounds existing marginalizations: they are fetishized not just for race, but for gender performance, body type, and perceived danger or deviance.

Queerness should be the space where we undo these binaries — where desire breaks from the script of domination. But too often, the fetish logic simply changes costumes.

---

### Moving Beyond the Fetish

To move beyond fetishization, we must first unlearn the assumption that love is apolitical. Desire is not born in a vacuum; it is sculpted by culture, media, and history. To interrogate our attractions is not to police them — it is to ask what structures made them possible.

For white women who genuinely love Black men, the challenge is not to feel guilt, but to cultivate awareness. To love across race requires dismantling the fantasies inherited from racial capitalism: the idea that Blackness exists to thrill, heal, or complete whiteness. It means engaging the history of how whiteness constructed itself through both the consumption and exclusion of Black bodies.

For Black men, it requires examining the seduction of validation — the belief that being chosen by whiteness confers worth. For Black women, it means reclaiming the full complexity of desire, refusing the narrative that their bodies exist only in opposition to white femininity. And for queer people of all identities, it means confronting how colonialism still scripts intimacy — who gets to be wanted, who gets to be used, and who gets erased.

---

### Desire as Politics of Recognition

If fetishization reduces people to symbols, then the antidote is recognition. Recognition demands curiosity, humility, and a willingness to sit with discomfort — to love someone not for what their race represents, but for who they are. It means acknowledging how our private desires are public inheritances, how we carry centuries of power into every kiss, every fantasy, every declaration of love.

To move beyond “white women who hate Black women but love Black men” is to move beyond spectacle into self-critique. It is to see that liberation cannot be achieved through consumption — that loving the other while despising their reflection is simply another form of colonial intimacy. 

True interracial love is not the absence of race; it is the presence of reckoning. It is the work of seeing clearly — of naming the histories that live in our desire and choosing, consciously, not to repeat them.

To fully understand interracial fetishization, we must recognize that it is part of a larger pattern — the commodification of Blackness itself. It is not just about who is desired, but what is extracted. White desire for Blackness — whether expressed through sexual attraction, artistic appropriation, or social performance — is often a desire for proximity to Black culture without responsibility to Black suffering. Both white men and white women participate in this economy, though in gendered ways.

White women’s fetishization of Black men often mirrors white men’s consumption of Black culture. The white woman’s erotic attraction to the Black man operates as a kind of symbolic rebellion — a way to flirt with transgression without ever being endangered by it. Her intimacy with Blackness is optional, reversible, consumable. She can “date Black” and still remain safely within the shelter of whiteness when it suits her. In this sense, Blackness becomes an accessory — a mood, a spice, a moment of distinction in an otherwise normative existence.

White men, too, commodify Blackness, though their relationship to it tends to be mediated through culture rather than romance. They borrow its aesthetics — its music, its swagger, its vernacular — while disavowing the historical violence that made those aesthetics possible. They rap along to lyrics born from pain they will never know; they emulate styles born of exclusion while benefiting from inclusion. Blackness becomes a resource for white self-expression: something to be mined, not lived.

Together, these patterns constitute what we might call *racial consumerism*: the consumption of Black life as cultural capital. White women gain a veneer of “wokeness” or “edge” through their association with Black partners or Black aesthetics. White men gain credibility and cool through their mimicry of Black masculinity. Yet both groups maintain distance from Black struggle. They desire the rhythm, not the blues; the body, not the history.

This selective intimacy with Blackness is sustained by a refusal to share in Black pain. It is the difference between loving a people and loving what a people produce. It is why the same white influencers who post Black Lives Matter hashtags on social media will also appropriate African American vernacular or date Black men while ignoring the systemic forces that endanger them. It is why white men will celebrate Black style and athleticism but bristle when confronted with Black anger or grief.  

The contradiction is glaring: whiteness seeks the pleasure of Blackness without the weight of it. The suffering is inconvenient; the joy is consumable. In this way, both white women and men reproduce a colonial relationship to Blackness — a relationship of extraction. The body, the sound, the rhythm, the skin tone, the politics — all can be borrowed, quoted, performed, and discarded.

To love Blackness — whether in a partner or in culture — requires solidarity, not consumption. It requires an acknowledgment of the history that produced that beauty and the systems that continue to endanger it. Anything less is not love; it is appetite dressed as admiration.

And so the work before us is not merely to expose individual prejudice, but to dismantle the economies of desire that sustain white dominance. The problem is not only who white people desire, but what their desire does — who it excludes, who it objectifies, and what histories it silences. Until whiteness learns to sit in the discomfort of shared vulnerability — to love Blackness *and* bear witness to its pain — the pattern will persist: consumption without communion, desire without accountability, presence without participation.


The commodification of Blackness operates as one of the most enduring legacies of racial capitalism — an economy that transforms Black being into a consumable form. As Saidiya Hartman reminds us, the “afterlife of slavery” persists not merely in institutional racism but in the ways Black life continues to be rendered spectacular, aestheticized, and made available for others’ pleasure. The fetishization of Black bodies — whether sexual, social, or cultural — is a continuation of this logic. It is a structure of feeling that allows whiteness to enjoy proximity to Blackness while maintaining dominance over it.  

In the contemporary landscape, both white women and white men participate in this commodification, albeit through distinct gendered modalities. White women often engage in what bell hooks termed the “commodification of Otherness,” wherein racial difference becomes a site of erotic adventure. The Black male body functions as both rebellion and validation — a symbol through which white femininity performs its liberation from white patriarchy. This dynamic reproduces a racial-sexual hierarchy: Black men are hyper-visible as objects of desire but invisible as subjects of vulnerability. White women’s desire thus becomes a colonizing force — one that converts Black difference into capital, whether social (“I’m not like other white women”), sexual (“I like Black men”), or moral (“I’m progressive”).  

White men’s commodification of Blackness follows a parallel logic, operating through the consumption of Black cultural production. From the blues to hip-hop, from streetwear to slang, whiteness rebrands Black creativity as universal style while disavowing the racial conditions of its emergence. The “coolness” extracted from Black culture becomes a form of symbolic capital in Pierre Bourdieu’s sense — a resource that enhances the social prestige of white consumers without demanding identification with Black struggle. This is why white men can revere Michael Jordan or Kanye West, mimic the rhythms of Black speech, and still recoil from the prospect of racial reckoning.  

Both dynamics are underwritten by what Frantz Fanon called “the epidermal schema” — the reduction of Black existence to surface, to skin, to spectacle. In this schema, the Black body is endlessly available for white projection: a screen onto which desire, envy, and anxiety are cast. The Black man becomes “the phobogenic object,” simultaneously feared and coveted; the Black woman, alternately invisible and hypersexualized, remains the unacknowledged foundation upon which these fantasies rest.  

This is not a question of individual prejudice but of political economy. Under racial capitalism, Blackness circulates as value — as style, as rhythm, as aesthetic. It is consumed in fashion, film, music, and sexual fantasy, while the lived conditions of Black people remain marginalized. The pleasure of Blackness is extractable; the pain is non-transferable. Whiteness desires the cultural surplus of Black life but refuses the burden of Black death.  

In this sense, fetishization and commodification are twin mechanisms of the same system: both render Blackness consumable while denying its interiority. White women and men alike enact this logic whenever they seek intimacy with Blackness without solidarity — whenever they love the image of the Black body but not the people who inhabit it. To de-commodify Blackness is therefore not merely to critique taste or attraction, but to demand a radical reorientation of relation: from extraction to accountability, from appetite to recognition.


There is a kind of white desire that wants to be close to Blackness — to touch it, wear it, speak like it, dance like it — but never bleed with it. It wants the shine, not the shadow. It wants the music, not the mourning. And this desire, though it masquerades as admiration, is one of the most enduring forms of theft.  

Both white women and white men have mastered this theft, each in their own way.  

For white women, Blackness often becomes an aesthetic of rebellion — the proof that she is not like the rest. To love a Black man is to borrow his cool, his edge, his danger. It is to rehearse freedom on the surface of someone else’s struggle. She can pose with Blackness the way others pose with luxury — slip it on for a season and take it off when the world turns cold. She can love a Black man, birth a mixed child, speak the language of allyship — and still flinch at the thought of Black womanhood. Because her intimacy with Blackness is not a bridge; it is a performance.  

White men commodify Blackness differently, but no less ravenously. They curate it. They repackage it. They monetize it. The white boy in the Supreme hoodie rapping along to Kendrick Lamar, the fashion executive who builds a brand off “urban” aesthetics, the filmmaker who finds Black pain cinematic but not political — all participate in the same ritual: the mining of Black culture for white profit and pleasure.  

This is not new. It is the same logic that made jazz “American” only when white musicians played it; that made hip-hop “global” only when white audiences could consume it without discomfort. White men have always loved the fruits of Black expression — the rhythm, the language, the swagger — but not the roots from which they grew. They take the style and leave the struggle.  

Together, white men and white women perform the same contradiction: they desire Blackness while refusing to share in its cost. They love the spectacle of resistance but not the daily exhaustion of surviving it. They adore the “Black friend,” the “Black partner,” the “Black aesthetic,” but they recoil from the unglamorous work of dismantling the systems that make that difference dangerous. They love Black joy but not Black grief. They want to taste the culture, not choke on its history.  

And so Blackness becomes a luxury item in the marketplace of identity — available for purchase, for play, for pleasure. It circulates as a mood board, a playlist, a dating preference, a social statement. But it is never allowed to rest, to breathe, to be ordinary.  

To commodify Blackness is to claim its beauty while abandoning its people. It is to consume the art and discard the artist, to romanticize the body and erase the life. And until whiteness — in both its masculine and feminine forms — learns to love Blackness as a living, wounded, resistant thing, not a costume or fantasy, every act of desire will still carry the scent of ownership.  

Because love without solidarity is not love at all. It is extraction wearing empathy’s clothes.


Whiteness has always known how to *use* Blackness — how to touch it, taste it, profit from it — without ever paying the price of living it. Across centuries, white desire has learned to mimic intimacy while maintaining distance. It wants the rhythm without the weight, the flavor without the hunger, the aesthetic without the ancestry. This is how Blackness becomes a product: something to be bought, borrowed, and displayed — not lived, not understood, not protected.

White women and men alike participate in this consumption, though they wear it differently.
White women often adorn themselves in the language, style, and sensuality of Black culture — the full lips, the curves, the slang, the music — as though trying on a costume that makes them momentarily interesting, daring, “cool.” They tan their skin, plump their lips, braid their hair, call it “edgy” — then take it off at night without consequence. They get to enjoy the beauty of Blackness without the surveillance, the stigma, the danger.

You can see it everywhere: in the influencers who dance to Afrobeat songs and call it “discovering African culture,” in the white pop stars who thicken their accents and deepen their skin tone for album aesthetics, in the models who mimic the energy of Black women but not their history. They claim “inspiration” but deny inheritance. They take what they want and leave what they can’t carry. It’s not love; it’s looting.

White men perform a similar theft, but with different tools. For them, Blackness becomes rebellion — something to imitate when they want to feel raw, powerful, masculine. They study hip-hop like scripture, mimic Black swagger, wear streetwear like armor. They borrow the cadence of Black speech, the defiance of Black cool, the danger of Black masculinity — but never the vulnerability that comes with it. They want to *act* oppressed, but not to *be* oppressed.

Both white men and women love Blackness as long as it’s *performative*, not political — as long as it entertains but doesn’t accuse, seduces but doesn’t resist. They want Black joy without Black pain, Black creativity without Black context, Black culture without Black people. They visit our world like tourists, then return home unscathed, richer for the experience.

The internet made this consumption faster, easier, more shameless. On TikTok, white creators recreate dances made by Black teens and reap millions of views while the originators are erased. On Instagram, white models “blackfish” — deepening tans and curling wigs to mimic Black features, gaining sponsorships from brands that once avoided hiring Black talent. On Spotify, white musicians adopt the “Black sound” — from R&B to trap — and are praised as innovators for what Black artists have done for decades without reward.

All of this hinges on one truth: *proximity to Blackness sells, but Blackness itself does not profit.*
Our culture fuels the world, yet our communities remain starved. Our music fills global charts, yet our lives are muted when we cry for justice. Our bodies are coveted in private and cursed in public. This is the cruelty at the heart of fetishization — to love what we make while hating who we are.

And when the admiration turns uncomfortable — when the same lips that quote rap lyrics must say “Black Lives Matter” — the silence is deafening. When it’s time to march, to vote, to stand, to risk comfort, to confront the systems that sustain their privilege — they vanish. They retreat into whiteness like it’s a sanctuary, and it is.

Because love for Blackness has always been conditional. It ends where accountability begins.
White women who praise our hairstyles won’t defend us when we’re punished for wearing them. White men who quote our music will not protect us when the police pull us over. They will cry over our culture but not our funerals. They will birth Black children but not learn how to shield them from a world that sees their skin as threat.

To them, Blackness is a *resource* — renewable, abundant, endlessly available. But it is never a *burden* they intend to share.

And so they keep consuming us — our art, our language, our rhythm, our resistance — while leaving the struggle untouched. Because to love Blackness deeply is to interrogate whiteness, and most would rather perform admiration than confront inheritance.

They love how we move, but not why we move that way.
They love how we speak, but not why we had to invent new languages to survive.
They love our joy but not the pain that makes it so defiant.

White desire wants our soul but not our story. And that’s the truest violence of all — to be worshipped and erased in the same breath.


Whiteness has always desired Blackness — but never as kin, only as resource.
From the plantations to pop culture, it has known how to feed on Black life without ever tasting its bitterness. It reaches for our rhythm but not our rage, our glow but not our grief. Whiteness consumes us like a delicacy — devouring the flavor, discarding the bone.

There is nothing new about this appetite. It is centuries old — born in the slave ships where Black bodies were first turned into spectacle and profit. In the colonies where African culture was stripped, remade, and sold back to the world as “exotic.” In the minstrel shows and ethnographic museums that turned Black existence into performance. In every white artist who found “inspiration” in Black struggle but refused to see the people behind it. Whiteness has always known how to translate Black suffering into white pleasure.

Today, the language is different — softer, liberal, “inclusive.” But the impulse remains the same. White women and men still commodify Blackness — sexually, socially, culturally — while refusing to carry any of the weight that comes with it.

White women wear it like an accessory. They borrow Black aesthetics — the hairstyles, the hips, the vernacular, the attitude — as though they were trying on rebellion for a day. They thicken their lips, darken their skin, braid their hair, speak in rhythms not theirs. Online, they build careers out of “Blackfishing,” curating an image that passes for racially ambiguous — just Black enough to be interesting, just white enough to remain palatable. The world rewards them with brand deals, followers, and praise for a “trend” born from centuries of Black invention and resistance.

And when these same aesthetics are worn by actual Black women, they are punished. In workplaces, they’re labeled unprofessional. In schools, “distracting.” In airports, “threatening.” The same hairstyle that earns a white influencer sponsorship earns a Black girl detention. The same “bold” lips on a white model are “too much” on a dark-skinned woman. This is not admiration; it’s extraction — beauty as theft.

White men’s consumption of Blackness takes a different form: they fetishize it as rebellion. For them, Blackness becomes a kind of danger they can borrow — a performance of masculinity, a symbol of resistance, a flavor of cool. They listen to trap music, adopt slang, wear gold chains, sag jeans — not out of solidarity, but as costume. They want to embody the power they imagine Black men possess, without facing the criminalization that defines Black male existence. They mimic the swagger but none of the surveillance. They love the defiance but not the despair.

Both white men and women perform this selective intimacy with Blackness — they draw near enough to taste, to touch, to imitate — but never close enough to bleed.
They love our art, but not our artists. They love our rhythm, but not our rage. They love our sensuality, but not our vulnerability. In every interaction, the power dynamic remains unchanged: they take, we give; they consume, we are consumed.

Social media has only magnified this hunger. TikTok dances created by Black teens are stolen by white influencers who go viral. Fashion lines built on African aesthetics are paraded on runways where Black designers are missing. White musicians mine Afrobeats, Amapiano, and R&B for “fresh sounds,” get playlisted globally, and are hailed as “genre-bending” — while Black artists fight for recognition in their own traditions. Our slang fuels global pop culture, yet our communities are called “ghetto” for using it.

What ties all of this together is the paradox of proximity: whiteness wants to be near Blackness, but never *of* it. To be *inspired* by it, but never implicated in it. The same people who twerk to African beats will cross the street when a Black man walks by. The same people who say “Black Lives Matter” in captions will vote for leaders who build cages, close borders, defund schools, and silence protests.

And the truth is — their love for Blackness is always conditional. It thrives in comfort but dies in crisis. It’s loud at concerts but quiet in courtrooms. When it’s time to post a dance, they’re first in line. When it’s time to post bail, they disappear.

To love Blackness is to confront whiteness — and most would rather perform admiration than surrender power.
That’s why the world applauds white people for doing the barest acts of cultural participation — singing a Nigerian song, eating jollof rice, wearing Ankara — and calls it “solidarity.” They are praised for dipping a toe into a culture that we are drowned in. The cookout invitations, the African names given playfully, the collective gasp of delight at their “effort” — all of it reveals how desperate we have become for validation, how eager to believe that the same hands that built empire could one day hold us gently.

But even that brief moment of cultural curiosity has faded. The world’s political climate has shifted again. The illusion of allyship was temporary — a performance of guilt dressed as love. Once America, the global weathervane of whiteness, elected another man who built his legacy on racial fear, the tone changed. The masks slipped. The language of “diversity” gave way to the silence of indifference. The flirtation with Black culture ended as soon as it stopped being profitable.

And now they’re back — like they never left. Back to reclaiming space, back to rewriting stories, back to consuming what we create without ever acknowledging who we are. The cookout invitations have been rescinded; the love affair was always one-sided.

Because whiteness never really wanted to *join* us — it wanted to *taste* us.
To devour the beauty, the rhythm, the soul — and leave the body behind.

That is the heart of interracial fetishization and cultural consumption alike: desire without responsibility, intimacy without solidarity, hunger without empathy.

They love the beat of our drums but not the history that taught us to play them.
They love the curve of our hips but not the backbreaking labor that shaped them.
They love our laughter, but not the survival it’s built on.

Whiteness wants the warmth of the fire but not the smoke that stings the eyes.
It loves how we shine, but not why we burn.

The commodification of Blackness by both white women and men operates through a continuum of desire, imitation, and erasure — a dynamic that sustains white supremacy while performing a veneer of post-racial intimacy. As bell hooks notes in *Eating the Other*, racial difference becomes “a spice, a seasoning” that adds excitement to the dullness of white life. Blackness, stripped of its historical and political weight, is consumed as affect, as sensuality, as aesthetic. The desire is never for the Black subject as a person, but for Blackness as a cultural signifier that connotes authenticity, virility, or rebellion.

White men’s fetishization of Black women often pivots on a colonial fantasy — the hypersexual, animalized body that must be both desired and dominated. Conversely, white women’s fetishization of Black men is rooted in transgressive allure — to desire Blackness is to borrow its edge without inheriting its pain. As Saidiya Hartman reminds us, this dynamic reproduces the spectacle of slavery: the Black body as both spectacle and labor, to be consumed and discarded at will.

Pop culture offers a contemporary theater for these dynamics. The Kardashian-Jenner empire, for instance, embodies what critics have called “digital blackface” — a calculated aesthetic borrowing of Black womanhood (through tanned skin, fuller lips, cornrows, and associations with Black partners) that yields cultural capital without proximity to anti-Black struggle. Similarly, white TikTok creators who mimic African American Vernacular English (AAVE) and dance styles commodify the linguistic and performative labor of Black youth, profiting from the very cultural expression that Black creators are penalized for.

The fetish extends to the politics of reproduction. The rise of the “mixed baby aesthetic” on social media — where interracial children are framed as photogenic trophies of liberal progress — reflects a neoliberal fantasy of diversity without justice. Here, whiteness consumes Blackness as beauty, as virility, as rhythm — but not as humanity. The fantasy of “color-mixing” becomes a form of social capital that fetishizes hybridity while reaffirming white desirability as the stable center of the exchange.

Ultimately, the commodification of Blackness reaffirms the racial hierarchy it pretends to dissolve. It is not solidarity, but appropriation — a circulation of Black aesthetics without Black bodies, of Black cool without Black pain. Both white men and women enact this economy of desire, even as they claim intimacy with Blackness. The result is a culture where Blackness is endlessly visible yet structurally dispossessed — the body wanted, the voice stolen, the suffering unseen.

---

### **2. Polemical / Cultural Commentary Style**

There’s a strange alchemy in how whiteness consumes Blackness. It is hunger masquerading as admiration — a wanting that strips, reshapes, and rebrands. You can see it everywhere: white women who contour themselves into caramel, who stretch their hair into curls that aren’t theirs, who speak like they’ve swallowed a whole Black girl and spit her out as slang. They want the rhythm, the edge, the heat — but not the history. They love Blackness the way colonizers loved the land: to extract, not to belong.

The Kardashian family turned this alchemy into empire. Their bodies are shaped by the fantasy of Black womanhood — lips, hips, slang, and swagger borrowed wholesale — while their privilege ensures they’ll never pay the price that real Black women do for the same performance. Their relationships with Black men become proof of their “cool,” a kind of cultural currency that signals proximity to danger without consequence. They love the idea of the Black man — not the man himself, but the myth of him: hypermasculine, exotic, endlessly potent.

On TikTok, the story continues. White teens perform AAVE like it’s choreography, mimicking the cadence of Black speech for clout. They mouth “periodt” and “it’s giving” and “on fleek,” mining Black language for rhythm and viral gold. It’s minstrelism with a ring light. And when the algorithms reward them, while muting the very Black creators who invented the trend, it becomes clear: whiteness never imitates innocently — it capitalizes.

Even the children born from these cross-racial desires are drawn into the aesthetic economy. “Mixed babies” become accessories in influencer culture — props for captions about love being “colorblind.” Their curls, their skin tones, their existence itself are turned into a performance of wokeness. Diversity becomes decoration. The white parent gets to say: *See? I can’t be racist — look at my child.*

But love without accountability isn’t solidarity; it’s consumption. And what’s consumed is never just culture — it’s people. The white woman who fetishizes the Black man, the white man who exoticizes the Black woman, the influencer who uses a Black aesthetic — they all participate in the same economy: one that turns Blackness into spectacle while keeping whiteness safe, clean, unexamined.

To love Blackness should mean to share in its struggle. Anything less is appetite disguised as affection — the same old hunger, dressed in modern clothes.

Pop culture has become the stage where anti-Black desire performs itself — brazenly, shamelessly, and profitably. Here, whiteness gets to costume itself in the aesthetics of Blackness without ever wearing the consequences.

Perhaps nowhere is this more evident than in the Kardashian-Jenner empire — a dynasty built on the theft of texture, tone, and shape. Their bodies have become archives of stolen features: lips plumped to mimic Black femininity, hips sculpted to imitate the natural abundance of African forms, skin bronzed just enough to look “ethnically interesting.” They sell this reconstructed Blackness to the world as luxury — sanitized, marketable, and Instagrammable. Their surgeries are framed as innovation, not imitation; their appropriation is rewarded with wealth, while the women they imitate are punished for existing.

Kim Kardashian can post a photo in Fulani braids and call it “Bo Derek braids.” Kylie Jenner can tan three shades deeper and be praised for “bringing back curves.” The irony is searing: the features that once drew ridicule, discrimination, and violence when worn by Black women now sell shapewear and lip kits when worn by white women. Whiteness, as always, finds a way to colonize beauty — to extract it from the Black body, polish it, and sell it back to the world as new.

And it doesn’t stop with them. Across TikTok and Instagram, an entire ecosystem of white influencers thrive by mimicking the linguistic and cultural rhythms of Black communities. They slip easily into African American Vernacular English (AAVE), sprinkling “periodt,” “sis,” “whew chile,” and “it’s giving” into their captions like costume jewelry — glittering, performative, empty. The internet rewards their mimicry with virality. But when Black creators speak the same way, they’re called “ghetto,” “aggressive,” “uneducated.”

This is the digital plantation — where white creators harvest Black expression, strip it of context, and monetize it. The platforms, driven by algorithms that mirror the world’s biases, reward the imitation while burying the origin. Black creativity becomes a currency that only white hands can cash.

Even more haunting is how this aesthetic colonization extends to children — particularly mixed-race children, who are often paraded online as symbols of a “post-racial” utopia that doesn’t exist. Their curls, their caramel skin, their “exotic” features become props in curated family photos, a visual reassurance that racism has been solved through genetics. White parents and influencers showcase them like accessories — proof of their “wokeness,” their “diverse family,” their “love beyond color.”

But this aestheticization is not love. It’s spectacle. It turns Blackness — even in its most innocent form — into an object of consumption. These children grow up in homes where their image is adored but their identity is misunderstood, where their existence is celebrated but their history erased. They become living proof of how whiteness absorbs difference only to neutralize it.

bell hooks once wrote that “the commodification of otherness has been so successful because it is offered as a new delight, more intense, more satisfying than normal ways of doing and feeling.” That is precisely what’s happening here: the “delight” of Blackness without the discomfort of confronting anti-Blackness. Whiteness does not want to dismantle the power structures that oppress Black people — it wants to accessorize them.

Pop culture has always been the laboratory for this — a place where the aesthetic of Blackness is constantly reinvented, reframed, and resold. From Elvis to Eminem, from Miley Cyrus twerking on stage to white TikTok dancers repeating routines created by Black teens, the pattern is identical: extraction, performance, profit, erasure. The cycle continues, each generation finding new ways to disguise the same theft.

In this sense, the Kardashians are not an anomaly — they’re the blueprint. They represent the full maturation of a global phenomenon: whiteness learning how to *perform* Blackness convincingly enough to profit from it. Their success proves that in the world’s moral economy, *Blackness is most profitable when divorced from Black people.*

And that is the tragedy of our time — that the culture we create becomes the costume others wear, while we are left to bear the weight of its meaning.


In pop culture, anti-Blackness doesn’t always announce itself with slurs or overt hatred. More often, it comes disguised as *admiration* — as “inspiration,” “trend,” or “influence.” It cloaks itself in praise and curiosity, a quiet hunger that seeks to consume Blackness without ever sitting with its pain. Here, Blackness becomes something to be borrowed, borrowed and discarded — a season’s style, a mood board, a marketing angle.

Nowhere is this paradox more visible than in the Kardashian-Jenner industrial complex — an empire built on the selective consumption of Blackness. The Kardashians didn’t invent cultural theft; they perfected its monetization. From the lips to the hips, from the slang to the soundtrack, every feature once pathologized on Black women was refashioned into a billion-dollar brand when worn by white women with proximity to luxury.

Kim Kardashian’s body has become a global language — one written in the syntax of imitation. Her “Bo Derek braids” were Fulani braids renamed; her curves, once a marker of “ghetto” femininity, became the universal template for desirability. Kylie Jenner, too, built an empire on the fantasy of Black aesthetics: inflated lips that mimic Black fullness, bronzed skin tones that signal “ethnic ambiguity,” hairstyles once mocked as “unprofessional” now rebranded as “edgy” or “street style.”

And yet, for all the mimicry, they never have to carry what comes with Blackness — the profiling, the exclusion, the violence, the exhaustion. They wear the costume, not the history. Their brand of “curvy” does not invite police suspicion. Their cornrows don’t cost them jobs. Their tan doesn’t bar them from spaces. It’s the safest Blackness possible: cosmetic, curated, and endlessly reversible.

bell hooks once wrote that “the commodification of otherness has been so successful because it is offered as a new delight.” In that delight lies the violence — the reduction of culture into novelty, of history into accessory. Whiteness continues to feed on Black creativity because it is starved of meaning on its own. It must take, reshape, rename — to keep itself relevant.

Across TikTok and Instagram, this hunger metastasizes in new ways. White creators build massive followings by parroting the rhythms and inflections of Black speech — AAVE repackaged as “internet slang.” They say “periodt,” “sis,” “no cap,” “the gag is,” and “it’s giving” without knowing (or caring) that these phrases are linguistic legacies — born from survival, queerness, and defiance in Black spaces. The algorithms reward them for mimicry, while the originators are punished for authenticity.

A Black girl using AAVE is labeled “ghetto.” A white girl using it is “funny,” “relatable,” or “iconic.” That is the double standard of digital culture — the same rhythm that was once criminalized in the mouth of its maker becomes viral in the mouth of its thief. The system hasn’t changed; it’s just automated now. The new plantation is virtual, and the overseer is the algorithm.

Even children — the most innocent expression of Blackness — are not spared from this commodification. The aestheticization of mixed-race babies has become a disturbing cultural trend. Their curls, their skin tones, their “exotic” features are turned into social media content, branding tools, and moral proof of a parent’s “open-mindedness.” The mixed child becomes a digital trophy — a curated testament to a “post-racial” world that does not exist.

White parents, influencers, and celebrities parade their biracial children like diversity certificates. They caption photos with words like “melanin,” “brown babies,” “beautiful blend,” without ever engaging with what it *means* to raise a Black child in a white world. These children grow up seeing themselves adored as images but erased as people. Their beauty is celebrated while their identity is misinterpreted, their culture tokenized, their belonging fractured.

Frantz Fanon warned of this psychic violence in *Black Skin, White Masks*: the way Blackness becomes trapped in the white gaze — not as a subject but as an object of fantasy. That gaze is still here, only more polished now, filtered through ring lights and sponsorship deals. The fantasy has evolved from colonial postcards to Instagram grids. The power dynamic hasn’t shifted; it’s just been rebranded.

We see this same tension in how Black pain becomes performance — how trauma itself becomes consumable. Films about slavery, poverty, and police brutality are showered with awards, while stories of Black joy or imagination are sidelined as “niche.” Black death remains profitable; Black life, less so. Whiteness wants to empathize, but only on its terms — from a safe emotional distance that maintains control.

What makes this all so devastating is how familiar it feels. From Elvis to Miley, from Bo Derek to the Kardashians, from the minstrel stage to TikTok — it’s the same cycle of extraction and erasure. Black creativity is the seed; whiteness, the harvester. Our language, our aesthetics, our gestures, our beauty — taken, polished, and returned to us for purchase.

And when the trend expires, when the world shifts again, they simply move on. The same influencers who once called themselves “woke” now mock “wokeness.” The same corporations that posted black squares now sponsor politicians who dismantle diversity programs. The same artists who sampled Black pain for aesthetics now distance themselves from its politics.

Because in the end, whiteness always seeks renewal without accountability. It reinvents itself endlessly — a shapeshifting power structure that survives by pretending to transform. The fascination with Blackness is not love; it is appetite. It is the endless consumption of the Other to feed the hollowness of the self.

To be Black in this world is to watch your reflection sold back to you — pixelated, exaggerated, stripped of soul — and to know that they will always love the imitation more than the origin.

To be Black in a world that simultaneously fetishizes, mocks, and fears you is to live in a constant state of psychic tension. It is to walk through life perpetually negotiating: how much of yourself can you reveal? How much will be stolen, distorted, or ridiculed? Every hairstyle, every piece of speech, every gesture is measured against a gaze that has long dictated what is acceptable, attractive, or valuable — and punished what is not.

This fatigue begins quietly, almost imperceptibly. It settles in the chest, making your breath shallow; in the shoulders, like invisible chains; in the mind, as a constant, low-grade hum of calculation. It is the exhaustion of performing Blackness on a stage you did not choose — a performance scrutinized for authenticity while simultaneously being devalued. To smile, to speak, to laugh is an act of courage, because the world can twist your joy into ridicule in a single viral moment.

Internalized anti-Blackness is not merely self-hate — it is a survival strategy honed over centuries of oppression. It manifests in how Black men sometimes turn against Black women, policing their bodies and speech, because society has trained them to see proximity to whiteness as safety, and deviation as danger. It shows up in how young Black people may reject their natural hair, their accents, their culture — not because they dislike themselves, but because they have been conditioned to fear the cost of being unapologetically Black. It emerges in subtle, daily decisions: the careful shaping of speech to avoid judgment, the alteration of dress to be “neutral,” the suppression of laughter in public spaces.

The toll is cumulative and generational. It carries the weight of centuries of stolen labor, erased histories, and appropriated culture. The same world that applauds a white influencer for “discovering African culture” ridicules the Black teenager who lives it. The same media that profits from Black pain as entertainment ignores the humanity behind it. Viral videos of Black women arguing, laughing, or dancing are recycled endlessly as memes, GIFs, or reaction clips — divorced from context, reduced to caricature, commodified for humor. The emotional impact is real: humiliation is shared publicly, but dignity is private work.

Audre Lorde described Black women as “burden bearers” — carrying the weight of race, gender, and history in spaces that refuse to acknowledge them. This burden seeps into the interior world: hypervigilance becomes instinct, not choice; exhaustion becomes a constant companion; rage becomes careful, calculated, often suppressed for survival. The mind catalogues every slight, every misrecognition, every appropriation. It is an invisible ledger of grief, persistence, and endurance.

Social media amplifies this burden exponentially. Every day, Black people navigate a digital landscape designed for their exploitation: dances and sounds stolen without credit, cultural gestures commodified by influencers, beauty standards defined by whiteness, algorithms that reward theft and mock authenticity. Every swipe, every scroll, every like is a reminder: the world wants your creativity, your beauty, your humor — but not your story. Your labor, your pain, your joy, is never fully yours; it exists as content for others to consume.

The psychological cost is intimate and all-encompassing. It shapes the way Black people love, move, and trust. It shapes friendships and families, influencing how men and women interact within their own communities. It dictates the careful negotiation of identity in public and private spheres. It is intergenerational: parents who lived under harsher systemic oppression pass down survival strategies to children, children internalize these lessons, and the cycle continues — a quiet, invisible inheritance.

Yet even amid this exhaustion, there is resilience. Black people carry this fatigue with dignity, masking it when survival demands, yet never fully silencing it. Every moment of creativity, every act of joy, every instance of resistance is a quiet rebellion against the systems that seek to consume and erase them. It is the psychic labor of survival: hyper-aware, hyper-present, carrying grief and hope simultaneously.

The psychological toll of anti-Blackness is therefore not only about self-perception; it is about *being seen* and *unseen* at once, about navigating a world that desires the image of you but rejects the substance. It is the interior landscape of oppression, fatigue, and resistance — a terrain mapped in shadows, sighs, and stolen moments of peace.

bell hooks wrote that “to be oppressed means to have your spirit under constant surveillance, your body under constant judgment, your mind under constant negotiation.” That surveillance is never temporary. It is inherited, internalized, and lived daily. It is fatigue that cannot be switched off, vigilance that cannot be paused, and grief that cannot be fully voiced.

To be Black in this world is to live within this tension — the constant negotiation between visibility and erasure, desire and degradation, joy and exhaustion — and yet to persist, to create, to laugh, to survive.
To be Black in a world that simultaneously desires and despises you is to live perpetually on edge, where every moment contains risk, calculation, and performance. This is not an abstract theory — it is the lived reality of day-to-day life, amplified by social media, celebrity culture, and the viral economy of attention.

Scroll through Instagram, TikTok, or Twitter, and the fatigue begins. You see your culture mined for clout: a Black teen posts a dance they created, only for a white influencer to go viral performing it, their name trending, their bank account enriched. The originator receives likes, maybe, but the applause is for the imitation. You witness Black women’s faces used as reaction GIFs — Tiffany Pollard’s rolling eyes, Nicki Minaj’s sass, Nene Leakes’ exasperation — detached from the context of their real lives, their struggles, their brilliance, reduced to punchlines for strangers’ amusement.

Celebrity culture compounds the toll. Consider Kim Kardashian’s appropriation of Fulani braids or Kylie Jenner’s hyper-contoured lips — gestures stolen from Black women and elevated to luxury status. Black women who wear those same features are criticized as “unprofessional,” “ghetto,” or “too much.” Or the “Blackfishing” phenomenon: white influencers darken their skin, adopt Black hairstyles, and post AAVE, while the Black creator’s authenticity is mocked. Every viral moment is a reminder: the world celebrates imitation, but punishes the origin.

Even mundane online interactions carry weight. A compliment like “you’re pretty for a dark girl” carries a sting beneath the surface, implying that your natural beauty is an exception, not the standard. In classrooms, workplaces, and online forums, microaggressions pile up: a Black man’s voice “too loud,” a Black woman’s curls “unprofessional,” a Black teen’s slang “ghetto.” Each slight is a reminder that society values only what it can consume safely, not the person producing it.

Social media does not just reflect these dynamics; it accelerates them. TikTok dances created by Black teens like Jalaiah Harmon are stolen by white influencers, becoming global sensations while the creators themselves remain invisible. Memes recirculate Black pain as entertainment: videos of Black women arguing, Black boys struggling in school, Black families’ daily joys or frustrations — all looped, captioned mockingly, stripped of context. In each instance, the observer’s laughter comes at the expense of the subject’s dignity. This creates an unrelenting psychic labor: to witness, to survive, to remain human while being consistently objectified.

The emotional toll is not only digital — it permeates everyday life. Black men internalize pressure to conform to anti-Black standards of masculinity, policing Black women’s bodies and behavior as a survival strategy in a white supremacist system. Black women constantly negotiate respectability politics: hairstyles, clothing, speech, posture — every choice carries potential judgment or ridicule. Parents silently prepare their children for a world that may never fully see them, teaching vigilance, caution, and coded resilience.

Even moments meant for joy carry tension. At a cookout, a school event, or a family gathering, Black people are acutely aware of how their joy might be appropriated or mocked. That viral TikTok clip of a Black child dancing is replayed endlessly; a white influencer replicates it with applause, shares it to millions, and the original child is left invisible. Every act of cultural creation comes with the psychic cost of witnessing its extraction.

The fatigue is both emotional and corporeal. It manifests in the chest as anxiety, in the mind as hypervigilance, in the skin as a careful calibration of expression and style. It is the exhaustion of constant negotiation — not only to survive, but to preserve dignity in spaces that refuse to honor it. It is intergenerational: the lessons of survival, vigilance, and restraint are passed down quietly, shaping the interior worlds of Black youth before they even step into a classroom or log onto a social media platform.

bell hooks and Audre Lorde illuminate this truth: oppression is not only external; it seeps into the interior, creating layers of grief, anxiety, and cautious pride. Fanon’s insight — that the gaze of the colonizer becomes internalized — reverberates here, in every meme, every viral moment, every viral appropriation. Black people learn to see themselves as the world sees them: as spectacle, as entertainment, as commodity. And yet, despite this, we persist.

Every viral appropriation, every celebrity theft, every microaggression compounds the psychic ledger, yet Black creativity persists. Black voices continue to create, innovate, and resist. The laughter, the dances, the art, the joy — they are acts of survival, even in the face of exploitation. The fatigue is profound, the cost immense, and the resilience immeasurable.

To be Black in this digital and physical world is to carry centuries of extraction, mockery, and erasure in the chest, the mind, and the body — and still move forward. To exist as both subject and object, creator and consumed, loved and lampooned, and to survive all the same.

Black culture has always been both a gift and a target — a force that innovates, inspires, and endures, even as it is constantly mined, reshaped, and monetized. From music and dance to language, fashion, and online trends, the Black aesthetic travels faster than its creators, leaving in its wake both admiration and exploitation.

Take **Afrobeats**, for example. Artists like Burna Boy, Rema, and Tiwa Savage channel lived experiences, histories, and community rhythms into music that pulses with both joy and struggle. Their moves, dances, and lyrics are steeped in local contexts — Lagos streets, Accra dance halls, Johannesburg township energy. Yet TikTok, Instagram, and YouTube are filled with viral recreations: non-Black creators mimicking dances, performing songs, using the “sound” without acknowledging the origin, and accruing clout, followers, and even sponsorship deals. The creators, the teens in their neighborhoods who first choreographed these routines, often remain invisible, their labor extracted, their cultural contribution flattened into a consumable trend.

Language, too, is harvested with impunity. African American Vernacular English (AAVE), Nigerian Pidgin, South African township slang, and Caribbean creoles have become internet shorthand. Phrases like “periodt,” “it’s giving,” “the gag is,” or “wahala” spread globally through viral TikTok videos, Twitter threads, and Instagram reels. When Black teens or young adults use these phrases authentically, they risk being labeled “ghetto,” “too much,” or “performative.” When a white influencer uses them, however, it is celebrated as clever, funny, or iconic. The social media algorithms reward the imitation, not the origin, reinforcing a hierarchy where Black creators are visible only as content, not as full human beings.

Fashion, beauty, and hair amplify this pattern. Natural Black hairstyles — braids, cornrows, dreadlocks, twists, laid edges — once policed in workplaces and schools, are now celebrated in pop culture only when adopted by white celebrities or influencers. Kim Kardashian’s cornrows are heralded as “edgy” or “artistic,” while Black women are still judged as unprofessional or “urban” for wearing the same style. Similarly, nails, makeup, and streetwear once labeled “ghetto” are suddenly luxe when filtered through Instagram aesthetics. This selective admiration strips Black culture of context, care, and history while leaving the labor invisible.

Even **social media microaggressions** compound psychological fatigue. Consider viral videos of Black women arguing, dancing, or passionately expressing themselves. Clips of Tiffany Pollard (*Flavor of Love*), Nicki Minaj, or Nene Leakes have become reaction GIFs and memes, detached from context, consumed endlessly for humor, with their lived experiences reduced to punchlines. Everyday users, too, experience fatigue: comments policing hair, skin tone, speech, or dress are normalized. A compliment like “you’re pretty for a dark girl” carries embedded hierarchies of beauty. A viral dance of a Black teen is celebrated when white imitators perform it, while the original creator is dismissed or ignored. The digital and physical environments are extensions of the same extractive system.

Celebrity culture heightens the tension. **“Blackfishing”**, epitomized by influencers darkening their skin, wearing Black hairstyles, and adopting Black slang, rebrands Black aesthetics as aspirational while stripping them of history and consequence. The Kardashians’ appropriation of Black hair, makeup, and curves monetizes features long ridiculed on Black women, transforming oppression into profit. Even biracial children are commodified as aesthetic accessories — their beauty fetishized as proof of “progressive parenting” or cultural openness, while their lived reality as Black children navigating systemic racism is largely ignored.

Corporate complicity compounds the extraction. Global brands sponsor Afrobeats dance challenges, promote streetwear derived from Black neighborhoods, and adopt Black aesthetics for advertising campaigns. Meanwhile, the young creators whose creativity fueled these trends remain unpaid, uncredited, and invisible. Blackness becomes a product to be consumed, admired, and discarded. Joy, culture, and expression are mined, monetized, and exported — but the Black people behind it remain expendable.

Even historically, this pattern is familiar. From minstrel shows to Hollywood films, from MTV music videos to viral TikTok challenges, the world has long desired Black creativity but recoiled from Black lives. The afterlife of the Black aesthetic is not an accident; it is the modern manifestation of centuries-long structural and cultural anti-Blackness. The extraction is continuous, even when cloaked as celebration, admiration, or trendiness.

Yet the resilience is undeniable. Black culture persists, innovates, and adapts, even as it is consumed. Afrobeats, Black fashion, AAVE, and viral dances thrive despite extraction. Every act of creation, every moment of joy, every cultural innovation is a form of resistance — a refusal to be fully erased, even as the world attempts to profit from our labor.

The afterlife of the Black aesthetic is beautiful, tragic, and enduring. It illuminates Black ingenuity and resilience while exposing the relentless machinery of cultural extraction, exploitation, and erasure. The aesthetic is global, viral, and celebrated — the people who create it often remain invisible, exhausted, and under-recognized.

To be Black today is to carry the weight of centuries of racialized violence — not only in the physical world but in the digital spaces that increasingly mediate our lives. Every meme, viral video, or “funny” clip mocking Black bodies, speech, or expression is a small, repeated trauma. Each instance whispers the same message: the world sees you as spectacle, as entertainment, as object, not as a human being deserving dignity.

Social media amplifies this trauma exponentially. Black people scroll past videos of women laughing, arguing, or dancing — clips stripped of context, captioned mockingly, shared thousands of times. They witness their hair, their skin, their gestures, their very movements transformed into content for someone else’s amusement. Viral dances created by Black teens, like Jalaiah Harmon’s “Renegade,” were copied and performed by white influencers, racking up millions of views and sponsorships while the originator’s contribution remained largely invisible. Slang, AAVE, Nigerian pidgin, and South African township slang are taught in tutorials, mimicked by non-Black users, and celebrated globally, while the original speakers risk ridicule or invisibility. Every moment becomes a psychic double bind: joy is desired but dangerous, creativity celebrated but stolen.

The **emotional fatigue** is pervasive. Black individuals develop hypervigilance: anticipating when a clip will go viral, when a joke will target their body, hair, or voice, or when a harmless expression will be co-opted or mocked. Celebrity culture deepens the strain. Kim Kardashian’s cornrows, Kylie Jenner’s contouring, and the Kardashians’ appropriation of Black fashion and hairstyles are praised as trendsetting, yet Black women with the same styles face professional censure or social policing. Even the biracial children of celebrities are commodified as aesthetic markers, celebrated as visual proof of “progress,” while their Black heritage is often ignored.

Over time, repeated exposure produces **emotional numbness**. Laughing at a meme that mocks one’s culture becomes reflexive — a defense mechanism — but beneath it is exhaustion and grief. Viral moments of mockery, cultural appropriation, and fetishization of Black bodies accumulate into a historical ledger of trauma. Freedom to express oneself authentically becomes fraught with caution; joy becomes provisional, coded, or measured. A Black teen wrote on Twitter:

> *“I don’t dance on TikTok anymore. Everything I do gets stolen, repackaged, and celebrated without me. It’s exhausting.”*

The trauma is both **interpersonal and structural**. Everyday microaggressions — comments on hair, skin tone, clothing, speech, or posture — pile up in digital and physical spaces. A Black woman’s natural curls are “unprofessional”; a Black teen’s slang is “ghetto”; a Black man’s voice is “too loud” — all while algorithms amplify the performances of Blackness by non-Black users. Each share, each viral moment, each stolen dance or expression is a new wound — digital retraumatization, relentless and inescapable.

This trauma is **cumulative and intergenerational**. Young Black people grow up witnessing older generations’ expressions mocked online, learning early that creativity and culture are prized only when detached from the body and history that birthed them. Parents carry exhaustion as they guide their children through a world that celebrates their Blackness selectively while mocking it mercilessly. Communities become simultaneously proud, hyper-aware, protective, and quietly, painfully fatigued.

The emotional toll manifests in daily life: Black women straighten hair to avoid judgment; Black men modulate speech to navigate professional spaces; Black teens measure laughter, slang, and posture before posting online. The digital sphere is far from neutral — it is a **site of ongoing psychic violence**, where centuries of anti-Blackness are reproduced algorithmically, monetized, and normalized.

Even joy is not exempt. Every viral trend, every dance, every viral clip, every aesthetic moment carries the shadow of extraction. Bell hooks notes in *We Real Cool*:

> *“To be oppressed means to have your spirit under constant surveillance, your body under constant judgment, your mind under constant negotiation.”*

Social media intensifies this surveillance, turning microaggressions, mockery, and appropriation into persistent, unavoidable rituals. Emotional numbness becomes a survival strategy. One TikTok creator shared:

> *“I’ve stopped posting my makeup tutorials because someone else will do the same thing in five minutes and go viral. My work isn’t mine anymore.”*

And yet, resilience persists. Black people continue to create, dance, innovate, and express joy despite repeated retraumatization. Each viral dance, song, or shared story becomes both survival and resistance — an assertion of existence in a world designed to extract and commodify without recognition. The fatigue is real, the grief is real, and the trauma is ongoing.

Digital spaces amplify centuries of harm, turning mockery into ritualized consumption and joy into labor. Racial trauma, digital retraumatization, and emotional numbness are not abstractions; they are lived, internalized, and carried across generations. They shape the interior lives of Black people in ways the world rarely sees and even more rarely acknowledges.

To be Black today is to carry the weight of centuries of racialized violence — not only in the physical world, but in the virtual spaces that increasingly mediate our lives. Every meme, viral video, or “funny” clip that mocks Black bodies, Black speech, or Black expression is a small, repeated trauma. Each instance is a reminder that the world sees you as an object of amusement rather than a human being deserving dignity.

Social media accelerates and magnifies this trauma. Black people scroll past videos of Black women arguing or laughing — clips stripped of context, captioned mockingly, shared thousands of times. They see their hair, their skin, their accents, their gestures turned into content for others’ consumption. Viral dances, slang, and aesthetics are lifted from their communities and celebrated when performed by non-Black creators, while Black creators are dismissed or invisibilized. This constant witnessing creates a psychic double bind: joy is both desired and dangerous, creativity is both celebrated and exploited.

This digital extraction compounds **emotional fatigue**. Black individuals develop hypervigilance: anticipating when a clip will go viral, when a joke will target their body or speech, when a harmless expression will be appropriated and mocked. The mind and body bear the stress of centuries-old anti-Blackness reenacted in real-time. Every notification, comment, or share can be a reminder of centuries of systemic oppression and contemporary erasure.

Over time, this repeated exposure fosters **emotional numbness**. Laughing at a meme that mocks your culture can feel reflexive — a coping mechanism — but underneath lies exhaustion and grief. Viral moments of mockery, the appropriation of culture, and the fetishization of Black bodies all layer onto a historical ledger of trauma. For many, joy becomes provisional, coded, or measured; freedom to express oneself authentically becomes fraught with caution.

Racial trauma is not just historical; it is continuously **reproduced online**. Microaggressions that once occurred in hallways, classrooms, or workplaces now echo infinitely in comment sections, TikTok threads, and Instagram stories. The world’s consumption of Black expression is relentless: our music, our dance, our aesthetics, our pain are endlessly recycled for amusement, profit, and cultural capital. Each iteration, each share, each stolen moment is a new wound — digital retraumatization that is difficult to escape.

This trauma is cumulative and **intergenerational**. Young Black people grow up witnessing how older generations’ expressions were mocked online, learning early that their creativity and cultural identity are both prized and punished. Parents carry the exhaustion of protecting their children from a world that will celebrate their Blackness selectively while mocking it mercilessly. The result is a community simultaneously proud, hyper-aware, protective, and quietly, painfully fatigued.

The emotional toll is not abstract — it shapes daily life. Black women check mirrors and straighten hair to avoid judgment; Black men modulate speech to navigate professional spaces; Black teens measure laughter, slang, and posture before speaking online. The digital sphere, far from a neutral space, is a **site of ongoing psychic violence**, where centuries of anti-Blackness are enacted in comments, likes, and viral trends.

Yet, in this numbness, there is also resilience. Black people continue to create, innovate, and assert joy despite repeated retraumatization. Every dance, every song, every shared story is both survival and resistance — a refusal to allow the world to fully dictate the value of Black life. But the fatigue is real. The grief is real. The trauma is ongoing.

Digital spaces amplify centuries of harm, turning mockery into ritualized consumption and joy into labor. Racial trauma, digital retraumatization, and emotional numbness are interwoven, shaping the interior lives of Black people in profound ways — ways the world rarely pauses to see, and even more rarely acknowledges.


To write about anti-Blackness and its psychological toll without anchoring it in real culture, history, and lived experience is to float in abstraction. Black life is rooted in centuries of struggle, joy, and creativity — and so is the extraction of that life. Anchoring your essay in **thinkers, pop culture, and moments** allows readers to feel the weight of both the oppression and the resilience.



bell hooks, in *We Real Cool*, illuminates the dual burden of Black women: central to cultural production, yet simultaneously devalued by both patriarchy and anti-Blackness. She writes about the constant surveillance of Black bodies and the emotional labor demanded just to exist. Frantz Fanon’s *Black Skin, White Masks* provides a framework to understand internalized anti-Blackness — how survival in a white supremacist system can distort self-perception and relationships, including the ways Black men and women navigate attraction, desire, and cultural belonging. Audre Lorde in *Sister Outsider* situates these dynamics within intersectionality, showing how Black women’s bodies, labor, and voices are continuously policed. Contemporary voices like Ta-Nehisi Coates (*Between the World and Me*) and Reni Eddo-Lodge (*Why I’m No Longer Talking to White People About Race*) extend these insights into the 21st century, documenting how performative allyship and cultural extraction operate online and offline today.

---

#### **Pop Culture Moments as Mirrors**

History repeats in media and pop culture. Minstrelsy evolved into Hollywood stereotypes — the Mammy, the Jezebel, the sassy Black friend — teaching the world to view Black people as caricature before humanity. *The Birth of a Nation* (1915) glorified white supremacy; *Amos ’n’ Andy* (1920s–1950s) normalized racial mockery. Fast forward to reality TV and early social media: Tiffany Pollard (*Flavor of Love*), Nene Leakes (*Real Housewives of Atlanta*), and viral YouTube “ghetto” videos turned Black expression into content for amusement. These moments are not just entertainment — they are education in what the world feels it can take from Black people without consequence.

In the digital era, appropriation becomes more immediate and invisible. Jalaiah Harmon created the viral “Renegade” dance, only for it to explode after non-Black influencers performed it; Sweet Brown’s *“Ain’t Nobody Got Time for That”* became a meme detached from her humanity. White TikTokers lip-synced AAVE phrases; fashion brands lifted hairstyles, nail trends, and streetwear aesthetics; and Instagram influencers “Blackfished,” darkening skin, mimicking curves, and celebrating Black features as trend. All the while, the creators and communities that birthed these expressions are either ignored or ridiculed.

---

#### **Voices from the Digital Trenches**

The interior lives of Black people navigating this landscape reveal the emotional cost. A viral tweet reads:

> *“Every dance I make gets stolen. I watch strangers get fame for my moves, and I can’t even smile without feeling like it’s being appropriated.”*

A Black teen wrote on Instagram:

> *“I stopped posting makeup tutorials. Someone else will do the same thing in 10 minutes and go viral. My work isn’t mine anymore.”*

These voices capture cumulative trauma — exhaustion, hypervigilance, and grief — intensified by social media’s architecture, which rewards appropriation and penalizes authenticity. Every share, retweet, or comment can be a small wound. The repetitive nature of digital extraction produces **emotional numbness**, a coping mechanism against relentless, algorithmic anti-Blackness.

---

#### **Why Anchoring Matters**

By threading theory, history, pop culture, and real voices together, the essay transforms from abstract argument to lived truth. It shows that anti-Blackness is not merely personal or accidental: it is structural, historical, and perpetuated through cultural extraction. It also highlights resilience: despite centuries of ridicule, appropriation, and erasure, Black people continue to create, innovate, and assert joy — even when their labor is invisibilized.

As bell hooks wrote,

> *“To be oppressed means to have your spirit under constant surveillance, your body under constant judgment, your mind under constant negotiation.”*

Anchoring your essay in these thinkers, moments, and voices allows readers to feel that surveillance, witness the extraction, and understand the profound fatigue it creates — and to recognize the endurance and resistance that persist despite it.

To write about anti-Blackness and its psychological toll without grounding it in **real culture, history, and lived experience** is to float in abstraction. Black life is not merely a concept; it is historical, material, and intensely lived. Anchoring your essay in **thinkers, pop culture, and real voices** allows readers to feel the weight of both oppression and resilience, showing how centuries of exploitation, appropriation, and erasure continue to reverberate in the digital age.

---

#### **a. Theorists as Lenses**

* **bell hooks** (*We Real Cool*, *Ain’t I a Woman?*): Hooks articulates the dual burden of Black women — central to cultural production, yet systematically devalued by both patriarchy and anti-Blackness. She frames Black creativity as simultaneously celebrated and policed, producing fatigue and hypervigilance.
* **Frantz Fanon** (*Black Skin, White Masks*): Fanon’s work explains internalized anti-Blackness as a survival strategy in a white-dominated world. His concept of “colonial mimicry” helps illuminate why Black men and women navigate attraction, desire, and self-worth in ways shaped by centuries of structural oppression.
* **Audre Lorde** (*Sister Outsider*): Lorde situates oppression at the intersections of race, gender, and sexuality, showing how Black women’s bodies, labor, and voices are systematically surveilled, fetishized, and silenced.
* **Ta-Nehisi Coates** (*Between the World and Me*): Coates documents the embodied experience of living in a world where Black bodies are constantly threatened, reminding readers that systemic oppression is lived every day.
* **Reni Eddo-Lodge** (*Why I’m No Longer Talking to White People About Race*): Eddo-Lodge analyzes contemporary performative allyship and the invisibilization of Black labor, offering a lens to examine social media’s extraction and appropriation of Black culture.

Anchoring your essay in these thinkers creates a **critical framework** for understanding fatigue, extraction, and appropriation as structural rather than individual phenomena.

---

#### **b. Pop Culture Moments as Mirrors**

The historical lineage of anti-Blackness is clear in media:

* **Minstrelsy & Early Hollywood**: *The Birth of a Nation* (1915) glorified white supremacy; *Amos ’n’ Andy* (1920s–1950s) normalized racial mockery. Tropes like the Mammy, Jezebel, or sassy Black friend created a template for how Black bodies would be viewed for decades.
* **Reality TV & Early Internet Virality**: Tiffany Pollard (*Flavor of Love*), Nene Leakes (*Real Housewives of Atlanta*), and countless viral YouTube clips turned Black women’s expression into consumable spectacle. These moments trained audiences to see Black emotion as humor, entertainment, or drama.
* **Digital Era Appropriation**: Jalaiah Harmon’s “Renegade” dance, Sweet Brown’s *“Ain’t Nobody Got Time for That”*, viral memes of Black women’s reactions — all became detached from their creators, shared widely, celebrated when performed by non-Black users, while Black creators were ignored. White TikTokers lip-synced AAVE phrases, fashion brands lifted streetwear, hairstyles, and makeup trends; Kardashians “Blackfished” and profited from aesthetics built in Black communities.

These examples demonstrate continuity: the **same desire to consume Blackness without enduring its consequences** that existed in minstrelsy and Hollywood continues in the digital age, now amplified by algorithms and virality.



---

#### **c. Voices from the Digital Trenches**

The **interior, emotional reality** of this extraction is often visible in social media and essays:

* Viral tweets:

> *“Watching TikTok is exhausting. Every trend I make gets stolen by someone who looks nothing like me, and I’m left watching my creativity go viral without me.”*

* Instagram posts:

> *“I stopped posting my makeup tutorials. Someone else will do the same thing in ten minutes and go viral. My work isn’t mine anymore.”*

* Essays by Black creators describe the “invisible labor” of constantly producing content that will either be appropriated, ridiculed, or ignored.

These voices reveal the **cumulative trauma**, hypervigilance, and emotional numbness produced by repeated appropriation. Social media is not neutral; it is a **mechanism for digital recolonization**, amplifying centuries of anti-Blackness in real time.

---

#### **d. Everyday Microaggressions as Anchors**

Beyond viral moments, everyday interactions compound this fatigue:

* Comments on hair, skin tone, clothing, or speech.
* Policing Black men’s voices as “too loud” or “intimidating.”
* Praising non-Black influencers for doing the “bare minimum” of Black cultural expression.

Each interaction, online or offline, becomes a **micro-injury**, layering on historical trauma and creating a constant state of alertness. Parents carry this stress, guiding children through spaces where their creativity and Blackness are celebrated selectively, mocked ruthlessly, or invisibilized.

---

#### **e. Why Anchoring Matters**

By threading **theory, history, pop culture, social media, and real voices**, this essay moves from abstract critique to lived truth. It shows anti-Blackness as **systemic, historical, and digital**, producing fatigue, grief, and emotional numbness across generations. It also illuminates resilience: Black people continue to create, innovate, and assert joy despite extraction, ridicule, and erasure.

bell hooks captures this duality perfectly:

> *“To be oppressed means to have your spirit under constant surveillance, your body under constant judgment, your mind under constant negotiation.”*

Anchoring your essay in these thinkers, moments, and voices allows readers to feel this surveillance, witness the extraction, and understand the profound fatigue it creates — while also recognizing the enduring **resistance and resilience** that persists despite
Works: *We Real Cool*, *Ain’t I a Woman?*
* Lens: Explores the intersections of race, gender, and patriarchy, highlighting how Black women are central to cultural production yet systematically devalued. Hooks’ insights illuminate both internalized anti-Blackness and the exhaustion of constantly negotiating identity under systemic surveillance.

#### **2. Ta-Nehisi Coates**

* Works: *Between the World and Me*
* Lens: Documents the lived experience of Black bodies in a world structured to threaten them, connecting historical violence to contemporary realities. Ideal for illustrating generational trauma and the interior world of fear, vigilance, and fatigue.

#### **3. Toni Morrison**

* Works: *The Bluest Eye*, *Beloved*
* Lens: Explores colorism, beauty standards, and internalized oppression. Morrison’s narratives provide a literary mirror for understanding how Black self-perception is shaped by systemic anti-Blackness.

#### **4. Audre Lorde**

* Works: *Sister Outsider*, *Zami*
* Lens: Intersectional approach to oppression; articulates the double burden for Black women navigating both sexism and racism. Her work is perfect for grounding sections on patriarchy, fetishization, and emotional labor.

#### **5. James Baldwin**

* Works: *The Fire Next Time*, *Notes of a Native Son*
* Lens: Historical perspective on anti-Blackness, internalized oppression, and the role of white supremacy in shaping interpersonal and cultural dynamics. Baldwin also helps contextualize the emotional toll and resilience of Black communities.

#### **6. Frantz Fanon**

* Works: *Black Skin, White Masks*, *The Wretched of the Earth*
* Lens: Explains internalized anti-Blackness as a survival strategy under colonial and white supremacist structures. Fanon is crucial for analyzing misdirected self-hatred and how it manifests in relationships, including Black men’s attitudes toward Black women.

#### **7. Brittney Cooper**

* Works: *Eloquent Rage*
* Lens: Modern feminist critique of misogynoir and the cultural policing of Black women. Cooper provides contemporary examples that link historical oppression to social media and pop culture trends.

#### **8. Christina Sharpe**

* Works: *In the Wake*
* Lens: Explores the ongoing effects of slavery and systemic anti-Blackness on contemporary Black life. Sharpe’s work can frame digital retraumatization and emotional fatigue as part of a long, unbroken history of structural oppression.

Anti-Blackness is neither accidental nor fleeting. It is structural, historical, and cumulative — felt in the body, in the psyche, and in the digital spaces that mediate our lives. To write about it without anchors is to describe shadows; to give it context, history, and resonance, we must root it in **theory, pop culture, and lived experience**.

---

#### **Theorists as Lenses**

bell hooks illuminates the double burden carried by Black women: central to cultural production, yet systematically devalued. In *We Real Cool* and *Ain’t I a Woman?*, she maps how Black women are both celebrated and policed, showing how the weight of emotional labor, microaggressions, and societal expectation produces fatigue.

Frantz Fanon, in *Black Skin, White Masks*, provides a lens to understand internalized anti-Blackness as a survival mechanism in a white-dominated world. His exploration of colonial mimicry helps explain why Black men and women navigate attraction, desire, and cultural belonging in ways shaped by centuries of oppression.

Audre Lorde, in *Sister Outsider*, situates oppression at the intersections of race, gender, and sexuality. Her insights are crucial for understanding misogynoir — the simultaneous devaluation and hyper-surveillance of Black women — and how these dynamics are replicated in digital and pop culture spaces.

Toni Morrison’s narratives, from *The Bluest Eye* to *Beloved*, expose how colorism and Eurocentric beauty standards are internalized and perpetuated. They help contextualize why viral trends mocking hair, skin, and body types carry such emotional weight.

James Baldwin and Ta-Nehisi Coates trace the embodied experience of living in a world structured to threaten Black bodies, connecting historical oppression to contemporary manifestations. Baldwin’s essays reveal patterns that extend from Jim Crow to social media, while Coates’ *Between the World and Me* maps the psychic toll of structural violence on young Black bodies.

Contemporary voices like Brittney Cooper (*Eloquent Rage*) and Christina Sharpe (*In the Wake*) provide modern lenses on misogynoir, digital retraumatization, and the persistent afterlives of slavery. Cooper critiques the policing of Black women in culture and media, while Sharpe shows how centuries of structural anti-Blackness manifest in everyday fatigue and grief, particularly in spaces that claim neutrality, like social media.

Anchoring Black Fatigue: Thinkers, Culture, and Moments**

Black fatigue—the exhaustion of navigating a world that constantly diminishes, exploits, or erases Black existence—is not abstract; it is embodied, generational, and profoundly cultural. Anchoring this fatigue requires tracing the voices, texts, and moments that illuminate both the weight and resilience of Black life.

**Thinkers:** From Frantz Fanon’s searing analyses of colonial violence in *Black Skin, White Masks* to James Baldwin’s piercing essays on American racial hypocrisy, Black intellectual tradition has always been both diagnostic and liberatory. bell hooks reminds us that love, care, and community are acts of resistance; Audre Lorde teaches that our anger is an essential tool, a response to systemic oppression rather than a personal flaw. More contemporary voices—Ta-Nehisi Coates, Brittney Cooper (*Eloquent Rage*), and Christina Sharpe (*In the Wake*)—map the intergenerational grief, the psychic toll of anti-Blackness, and the labor of surviving in spaces built to devalue us. Each thinker articulates facets of fatigue: moral, emotional, cultural, and spiritual, offering frameworks to recognize and name what is often dismissed as “just life.”

**Culture:** Black fatigue manifests in the everyday rhythms of culture. Music, film, and literature do not simply entertain—they record the weight of living Black in a world structured to exhaust us. Nina Simone’s lamentations, Kendrick Lamar’s narratives of systemic violence, and Toni Morrison’s novels of intimacy, trauma, and survival all articulate a fatigue that is both personal and collective. Social media amplifies this dynamic: memes, hashtags, viral tweets—intended as humor or commentary—often encode the exhaustion of constant vigilance against anti-Blackness, microaggressions, and stereotyping.

**Moments:** Cultural moments anchor fatigue in time, making it tangible. Early 2010s “roasting” culture, rife with colorism jokes on social media, is one such example—where the casualness of humor concealed the labor of navigating internalized biases and societal hierarchies. Moments like viral police brutality footage, the global resonance of #BlackLivesMatter, or the backlash against Black creators online further illustrate fatigue’s layered existence: persistent, visible, and exhausting.

Together, thinkers, culture, and moments construct a constellation that names Black fatigue—not as weakness, but as a testament to enduring in systems designed to undermine existence. It is a call to witness, reflect, and hold space for the psychic labor of Black life.

From minstrelsy to TikTok, the mechanisms of exploitation remain constant: Black expression is harvested, celebrated when repackaged, and critiqued or erased when authentically performed.

* **Early Hollywood & Reality TV:** *The Birth of a Nation* (1915), *Amos ’n’ Andy* (1920s–1950s), and tropes like the Mammy or Jezebel established a template for how Black bodies would be consumed. Reality TV figures like Tiffany Pollard (*Flavor of Love*) and Nene Leakes (*Real Housewives of Atlanta*) became enduring examples of Black expression repurposed for entertainment.

* **Viral Culture & Social Media:** Jalaiah Harmon’s “Renegade” dance exploded globally only after white influencers performed it; Sweet Brown’s *“Ain’t Nobody Got Time for That”* became a meme detached from her humanity. TikTokers lip-syncing AAVE phrases, fashion brands lifting streetwear or hairstyles, and celebrities like the Kardashians “Blackfishing” highlight modern cultural extraction.

* **Everyday Microaggressions:** Online and offline, Black people navigate constant judgment — policing of hair, skin tone, body shape, speech, and posture. Even well-intentioned engagement often carries performative overtones: white creators are praised for “trying Black culture” while Black creators face scrutiny or ridicule.

These examples show the **continuity of anti-Blackness**: the platform changes, the performers change, but the hunger to consume Blackness without enduring its cost remains.

---

#### **Voices from Lived Experience**

Social media amplifies these dynamics, making trauma immediate and collective. Viral tweets capture the exhaustion:

> *“Every trend I make gets stolen. I watch strangers get fame for my moves, and I can’t even smile without feeling like it’s being appropriated.”*

Another user writes:

> *“I stopped posting my makeup tutorials. Someone else will do the same thing in 10 minutes and go viral. My work isn’t mine anymore.”*

These voices reveal the **cumulative trauma**: hypervigilance, grief, and emotional numbness generated by repeated extraction. Social media acts as a **digital rehearsal of centuries of anti-Blackness**, normalizing emotional fatigue while celebrating Black culture selectively.

---

#### **Why Anchoring Matters**

Integrating **theory, culture, and lived voices** transforms the essay from abstract critique into tangible, lived truth. It shows that anti-Blackness is **systemic, historical, and digital**, producing fatigue and grief across generations, while also highlighting resilience. Despite appropriation, ridicule, and invisibility, Black people continue to create, innovate, and assert joy — each act a quiet rebellion, a declaration of existence.

bell hooks writes:

> *“To be oppressed means to have your spirit under constant surveillance, your body under constant judgment, your mind under constant negotiation.”*

Anchoring the essay in thinkers, culture, and real voices allows readers to feel this surveillance, witness the extraction, and understand the profound fatigue it creates — while recognizing the enduring **resistance and resilience** of Black communities.

The early 2010s were a peculiar time on social media—a space of frenetic creativity, sharp humor, and, often, biting cruelty. Platforms like Twitter, Instagram, and early Facebook feeds became arenas where humor and identity collided, producing a distinct aesthetic of “roasting.” Roasts were clever, sometimes savage, public commentaries, often targeted at peers, celebrities, or entire communities. They were witty, performative, and viral, creating a digital theatre where a punchline could be launched in 280 characters or less.

Yet, lurking beneath the humor was a darker current: colorism. Lighter skin was repeatedly valorized as aspirational, and darker skin was frequently the butt of jokes—subtle, sly, or brazenly cruel. Memes circulated endlessly: the darker your skin, the sharper the critique, framed as humor, delivered with hashtags, emojis, and the digital equivalent of laughter tracks. These jokes didn’t exist in a vacuum; they echoed centuries of colonial beauty standards and systemic preferences that permeated African and African-diasporic societies alike.

What made this era culturally significant wasn’t just the jokes themselves, but the complex, unspoken social choreography they demanded. To participate was to navigate a delicate line: laugh, retweet, or react without appearing insensitive—or worse, without reinforcing the hierarchy of beauty and worth. Social media became a mirror reflecting collective anxieties about identity, race, and desirability, while also shaping them. Young Black users, in particular, absorbed these messages, negotiating self-esteem and belonging in a space simultaneously intimate and public.

Visually, these moments were vibrant and chaotic. Screens lit up with colorful fonts, reaction GIFs, and trending hashtags like #RoastMe or #Shade. The digital streets hummed with the rhythm of notifications, each ping a tiny ripple in a larger social consciousness that was both cruel and creative. Humor became a currency, but one that exacted a price: internalized colorism, self-doubt, and the subtle policing of beauty and value along a spectrum of melanin.

Looking back, the early 2010s roasting culture feels like both a spectacle and a confession—a digital confession of societal obsessions, prejudices, and contradictions. It was a moment when the world’s social stage was as intimate as it was relentless, where laughter often carried the weight of history, and where every joke, every retweet, became part of a collective narrative about race, identity, and the politics of skin.

Black fatigue—the cumulative exhaustion of existing as Black in a world that persistently diminishes, exploits, or erases Black life—is not abstract; it is visceral, embodied, and intergenerational. Anchoring this fatigue requires tracing the intellectual voices, cultural currents, and historical moments that both illuminate the weight of anti-Blackness and testify to resilience in the face of it.

**Thinkers:** From Frantz Fanon’s piercing analyses in *Black Skin, White Masks*, which dissect the psychological toll of colonial domination, to James Baldwin’s unflinching essays on American racial hypocrisy, Black thought has always been both diagnostic and prophetic. bell hooks’ insistence that love, care, and communal accountability are revolutionary acts reframes resistance as relational and ethical, while Audre Lorde elevates anger as a necessary and transformative response to oppression, refusing the cultural scripts that demand emotional conformity. Contemporary voices continue this lineage: Ta-Nehisi Coates chronicles systemic erasure and the inherited trauma of slavery in urban America, Brittney Cooper’s *Eloquent Rage* reframes Black women’s frustration as strategic, embodied, and political, and Christina Sharpe’s *In the Wake* traces the haunting persistence of slavery across generations, revealing the psychic labor of surviving in a world structured to exploit Black life. Together, these thinkers provide both a lexicon and a mirror for understanding Black fatigue—not as personal weakness, but as evidence of enduring oppression.

**Culture:** Black fatigue is encoded in cultural expression, revealing itself in music, literature, film, and social media. Songs like Nina Simone’s *Four Women* and Kendrick Lamar’s *To Pimp a Butterfly* narrate generational trauma, grief, and resilience; Toni Morrison’s novels excavate intimate, psychic landscapes of Black suffering and joy. Social media, especially in the 2010s, transformed everyday spaces into sites of both affirmation and exhaustion. Early Twitter roasts and memes—particularly those steeped in colorism and intra-racial critique—illustrated a subtle but relentless labor: Black users navigating humor that reinforced hierarchies of skin tone while simultaneously craving belonging and recognition. Viral moments—such as footage of police brutality, the rise of #BlackLivesMatter, and the backlash against Black creators in digital spaces—make the invisible labor of survival suddenly public, forcing collective witnessing of trauma and amplifying emotional fatigue. Even in humor, culture bears the imprint of survival under constant social scrutiny.

**Moments:** Certain historical and cultural moments crystallize Black fatigue into tangible, lived experience. The early 2010s “roasting” culture on social media, with its casual colorism jokes, is a striking example: an era when wit and virality masked the deeper psychic labor of internalized oppression. Global incidents of racialized violence, high-profile murders, and the viral circulation of systemic injustices—each moment punctuates the unrelenting vigilance Black communities must maintain. These instances act as anchors, reminding us that fatigue is not episodic or isolated; it is cumulative, layered, and deeply entrenched in social, political, and cultural life.

Anchoring Black fatigue through thinkers, culture, and moments is therefore not merely an act of documentation—it is a recognition of endurance. It is a testament to the persistent energy, intellectual rigor, and creative resilience required to navigate a world that often demands invisibility or assimilation. These anchors illuminate the cost of survival, while also affirming the profound, often unacknowledged, labor of existing fully as Black in spaces that rarely accommodate it.
In the wake of George Floyd’s murder in May 2020, social media erupted as a space for grief, outrage, and calls for justice. Amid the flurry of posts, videos, and hashtags, “Blackout Tuesday” emerged—a moment when individuals, influencers, and brands posted uniform black squares on Instagram, ostensibly to pause business as usual and center Black lives. The gesture, initially framed as an act of solidarity, quickly became one of the most visible cultural moments of collective mourning and digital activism in recent memory.

At first glance, “Blackout Tuesday” appeared to offer a shared, reflective pause—a visual acknowledgment of grief, a communal act of centering Blackness in a media landscape often indifferent to Black suffering. But as the days unfolded, critics highlighted a deeper tension: the line between genuine allyship and performative engagement. Corporations, celebrities, and public figures flooded feeds with black squares, hashtags, and statements of support, often absent of substantive action—donations, policy change, advocacy, or structural commitment. In many instances, the act became symbolic rather than material, a digital veneer of conscience that allowed entities to signal virtue without confronting the systemic anti-Blackness their industries perpetuate.

This performativity cannot be disentangled from the broader context of Black fatigue. Christina Sharpe, in *In the Wake*, articulates the relentless visibility of Black suffering: the daily witnessing of racial violence, the documentation of trauma, and the societal expectation that Black people endure and perform resilience. “Blackout Tuesday” exemplifies the exhaustion Sharpe names—Black communities are asked to shoulder grief, labor, and advocacy while watching others adopt the aesthetics of mourning as a form of social capital. Brittney Cooper, in *Eloquent Rage*, similarly underscores how Black anger and grief are both necessary and politically potent, yet are often co-opted, aestheticized, or misread by those outside the community. The black square, a seemingly simple symbol, embodies this tension: it is simultaneously a tool of amplification and a mask for inertia, a placeholder for care that does not always translate into action.

Moreover, the digital design of “Blackout Tuesday” made it both powerful and problematic. Its stark uniformity created a visual language of solidarity, yet it also flattened complexity. Accounts dedicated to activism, resources, and urgent calls for protest were sometimes buried under an avalanche of reposted black squares, illustrating how performative gestures can inadvertently overshadow the very voices they claim to uplift. The labor of curating, amplifying, and responding to this moment fell disproportionately on Black activists, writers, and organizers—individuals already navigating emotional exhaustion, grief, and systemic pressures. Social media thus became both a space for collective expression and an arena where Black emotional labor was foregrounded yet undercompensated.

Ultimately, “Blackout Tuesday” stands as a case study in the duality of digital mourning and performative allyship. It reflects the potential of online spaces to coalesce voices and draw attention to urgent crises, while simultaneously highlighting the limits of symbolic gestures divorced from tangible action. Anchored within the discourse of Black fatigue, this moment reveals the persistent labor demanded of Black communities: to grieve, to organize, to educate, and to navigate the optics of solidarity performed by those who are not themselves structurally invested in Black liberation. It is both a memorial and a mirror—a reflection of collective grief, the allure of symbolic action, and the emotional toll exacted when caring for a community becomes work rather than shared responsibility.



The murder of George Floyd in May 2020 ignited a global reckoning with racial violence, sparking protests, conversations, and social media movements that sought to both document and demand accountability. Among these digital gestures, “Blackout Tuesday” emerged as a collective pause: millions of users flooded platforms like Instagram with black squares, symbolically halting business as usual to center Black lives. On the surface, it was a gesture of solidarity, a moment to reflect, amplify voices, and signal moral alignment with the struggle against systemic anti-Blackness.

Yet, this cultural moment also revealed the tension between genuine activism and performative allyship. Brands, corporations, and influencers jumped into the movement with posts, hashtags, and statements of solidarity, often without substantive action to back their proclamations. Logos replaced voices, campaigns replaced accountability, and the black squares sometimes became a shorthand for virtue rather than justice. The juxtaposition was stark: while millions grieved, protested, and risked safety in physical and digital spaces, some entities reduced a global crisis to a marketing opportunity or a performative checkbox.

The aesthetic of “Blackout Tuesday”—a uniform, stark, black square—belied the complexity beneath it. It was a visual metaphor for both collective grief and digital inertia, a symbol of solidarity that could also obscure inaction. Activists and Black thinkers quickly critiqued this performativity, reminding audiences that the work of dismantling systemic oppression required more than social media gestures: it demanded sustained advocacy, tangible support for Black communities, and confrontation of entrenched inequities.

Culturally, “Blackout Tuesday” captures the duality of digital mourning in the 21st century: the power of platforms to amplify voices, raise awareness, and create fleeting moments of collective pause—and the risk of reducing trauma to aestheticized content. It is a moment that embodies Black fatigue in real time: a world eager to witness grief but often unwilling to shoulder responsibility, a space where symbolic gestures can both honor and erode the very lives they claim to center.


In the aftermath of George Floyd’s murder and the surge of global protests in 2020, social media evolved into a powerful tool for both accountability and cultural reckoning. Platforms like TikTok, Twitter, and Instagram became stages where everyday interactions, previously private or overlooked, could be amplified to a global audience. Ordinary users began posting videos exposing racism—sometimes subtle, sometimes overt—capturing microaggressions, discriminatory workplace practices, or casual bigotry in ways that were both undeniable and shareable.

These viral exposures often had immediate consequences. White TikTokers, influencers, and public figures were unmasked for racist remarks, past behavior, or discriminatory actions, sometimes resulting in lost sponsorships, canceled appearances, or even job terminations. The viral nature of these moments reflected a shift in the cultural and digital landscape: anti-Blackness, once easily ignored or minimized, could now be documented, amplified, and mobilized against in real time.

Yet these moments also illuminate a form of Black fatigue. As Brittney Cooper notes in *Eloquent Rage*, Black communities often bear the labor of witnessing, curating, and amplifying these instances, educating broader audiences about nuance, context, and the stakes of harm—all while enduring the emotional weight of seeing familiar patterns of prejudice repeated. Christina Sharpe’s concept of living “in the wake” resonates here: Black people are forced to continually navigate spaces shaped by the legacies of anti-Blackness, even when those spaces momentarily seem to hold others accountable.

Viral exposures of racism also highlight the performative dimensions of justice in the digital age. While the immediate consequences for perpetrators can be significant, they rarely dismantle the systems that produced the behavior in the first place. Companies may sever contracts or remove problematic content, but broader structural inequalities—workplace bias, social media algorithmic amplification of white content, and systemic inequities—persist. For Black audiences, these moments are simultaneously cathartic and exhausting: a mix of vindication, trauma, and the ongoing responsibility to ensure lessons are learned and histories remembered.

Culturally, these viral incidents reflect a profound tension in the post-2020 landscape. Social media offers visibility, voice, and a form of reckoning, yet the burden of monitoring, witnessing, and contextualizing harm falls disproportionately on Black users. Each viral video is both a victory against invisibility and a reminder of the psychic labor demanded by a society that still treats anti-Blackness as a teachable moment rather than a systemic failure.

 the wake of George Floyd’s murder and the global surge of anti-racist protests in 2020, social media transformed into a landscape of reckoning, grief, and digital activism. Platforms like TikTok, Instagram, and Twitter became stages where racism—once hidden, excused, or dismissed—was made visible in raw, undeniable ways. Ordinary users began posting videos capturing microaggressions, overt discriminatory acts, or casual bigotry from peers, co-workers, and influencers, creating a new archive of lived experiences that could no longer be ignored.

These videos often went viral almost immediately. White TikTokers, YouTubers, and other content creators were publicly unmasked for racist remarks, jokes, or behavior—sometimes resulting in canceled sponsorships, lost jobs, or widespread backlash. Each viral exposure felt like a small victory: a moment when the public sphere recognized wrongdoing, affirmed the humanity of those harmed, and briefly shifted power toward accountability. Yet these moments also revealed the emotional cost borne disproportionately by Black audiences.

Black fatigue, as theorized by thinkers like Christina Sharpe in *In the Wake*, is both visible and invisible in these moments. Black people often carry the labor of witnessing harm, curating evidence, educating the broader public, and contextualizing what is seen—all while experiencing the trauma of recognizing patterns that have persisted across generations. Brittney Cooper, in *Eloquent Rage*, frames this labor as deeply political: the effort to maintain dignity, to translate pain into understanding, and to hold oppressors accountable is a sustained exercise of emotional, intellectual, and cultural resilience. Every viral video demands attention, judgment, and care, asking Black audiences to relive historical violence in microcosm while the perpetrators’ world remains largely untouched beyond temporary repercussions.

These exposures also underscore the performative dimensions of social media justice. While viral callouts might result in canceled contracts or public apologies, they rarely dismantle the structures that allow racism to persist—workplace hierarchies, algorithmic amplifications of whiteness, and societal indifference. For Black viewers, this produces a complex interplay of catharsis and exhaustion: vindication tempered by the recurring recognition that justice is often fleeting, incomplete, and symbolic.

Culturally, the viral documentation of racism after 2020 is both empowering and heart-wrenching. It testifies to the necessity of visibility, the potency of collective outrage, and the refusal of Black communities to be silent. At the same time, it illuminates the emotional toll of living in a world where your pain must often be performed publicly to be acknowledged, where witnessing and educating become continuous labor, and where every viral moment carries the weight of history, grief, and persistent vigilance. These videos are more than content—they are a ledger of resilience, a record of collective mourning, and a testament to the enduring, exhausting work of surviving in a society that refuses to fully value Black life.

The Kardashians—arguably the most visible family in global celebrity culture—have long been at the center of discussions around cultural appropriation, aesthetics, and the commodification of Blackness. From contouring trends that mimic traditional Black makeup techniques to body-shaping fashions and the popularization of hairstyles like cornrows, the Kardashians have repeatedly borrowed, adapted, and profited from Black cultural practices. What makes this particularly significant is the layering of visibility, consumption, and erasure: these aesthetics are presented as aspirational and mainstream, yet the Black communities from which they originate often receive neither credit nor financial benefit.

This phenomenon is emblematic of what Brittney Cooper describes as the extraction of Black cultural labor: the continual taking of style, language, and artistry without acknowledgment, compensation, or accountability. The Kardashians’ global platform allows them to amplify trends, turn them into billion-dollar industries, and define what counts as beauty, all while obscuring the contributions and struggles of Black women who originated these looks. Social media intensifies this dynamic: Instagram and TikTok feeds are flooded with tutorials, selfies, and trends that reproduce these aesthetics, often under the guise of celebration or inspiration, yet the structural inequities remain invisible.

The cultural impact is layered. On one hand, these aesthetics entering mainstream consciousness can be read as a form of visibility for Black culture—an acknowledgment of creativity, innovation, and artistry. On the other hand, the very same visibility perpetuates erasure: the labor, histories, and identities embedded in these cultural practices are stripped, repackaged, and re-sold for profit by those outside the communities who created them. Audre Lorde’s insistence on naming and claiming our anger resonates here; the frustration, critique, and call-out culture surrounding such appropriation are acts of resistance against systemic cultural exploitation.

In the broader discourse of Black fatigue, the Kardashians’ rebranding of Black aesthetics reflects the emotional and cultural labor demanded of Black communities. Black women, artists, and creators are tasked with witnessing, educating, and sometimes defending their cultural contributions, often while contending with the exhaustion of being the source of both inspiration and extraction. Every contour palette, every viral hairstyle, and every reposted tutorial becomes a reminder of the ongoing negotiation between admiration, exploitation, and the work required to assert authorship over Black creativity.

Ultimately, this case study illustrates a paradox of contemporary pop culture: Black culture is everywhere, influencing aesthetics, media, and consumer trends, yet Black people often remain marginalized from the economic, social, and symbolic rewards of their own creativity. It is a vivid example of the intersection between cultural admiration and systemic fatigue—the ongoing labor of claiming, protecting, and asserting Black identity in a world eager to consume it without care.

The Kardashians occupy a unique and powerful position in global celebrity culture—a position that allows them to shape trends, define beauty standards, and influence millions of consumers worldwide. Over the past decade, their public image, social media presence, and business ventures have consistently drawn on Black aesthetics, from hairstyles like cornrows, braids, and box braids, to makeup techniques such as contouring and highlighting that originate from Black beauty practices, to fashion silhouettes inspired by Black and Black-adjacent body ideals. These cultural elements, deeply rooted in Black creativity and lived experience, have been reframed as aspirational commodities: a “look” to emulate, a product to buy, a lifestyle to consume.

What makes this phenomenon particularly striking—and troubling—is the asymmetry of recognition and reward. Black women and communities have long borne the labor of creating, innovating, and sustaining these aesthetic practices, often within spaces of marginalization. Yet when these aesthetics are filtered through the lens of the Kardashians’ empire, the cultural and historical context is stripped away, leaving behind a sanitized, hyper-visible, and monetized version. Contour kits become bestsellers; hairstyles circulate as viral trends; body ideals are normalized—all while the original Black creators of these forms receive little acknowledgment, and the systemic structures that historically excluded them remain intact.

Brittney Cooper’s concept of “cultural extraction” in *Eloquent Rage* captures this dynamic precisely. Black creativity, in all its brilliance, is repeatedly mined and repackaged for mainstream consumption. The emotional labor of witnessing this—of seeing one’s culture co-opted, commodified, and praised only when refracted through whiteness or celebrity—is part of the persistent fatigue borne by Black communities. Audre Lorde’s insistence on naming and claiming anger resonates here: critique is not merely reactionary, it is a necessary mechanism for resisting erasure, asserting cultural authorship, and demanding acknowledgment.

Social media amplifies this dynamic exponentially. Instagram tutorials, TikTok trends, and viral beauty content circulate widely, reproducing Kardashian-fueled aesthetics as “inspiration” while rarely engaging with the origins, histories, or communities that developed them. Black creators are often relegated to secondary visibility: their innovations become popular only once filtered through celebrity approval. The labor of educating audiences about history, context, and credit falls disproportionately on Black voices, reinforcing the emotional and cognitive fatigue of navigating spaces that demand both creation and explanation.

This case study illustrates a broader cultural tension: Blackness is simultaneously ubiquitous and exploited. The Kardashians’ rebranding of Black aesthetics demonstrates how admiration, consumption, and erasure coexist, producing both visibility and fatigue. Black creativity is celebrated—but only in forms sanitized for mainstream consumption, divorced from the lived realities, struggles, and histories that birthed it. The paradox is stark: influence and visibility are granted, but agency, credit, and structural reward are withheld.

Ultimately, examining this phenomenon through the lens of Black fatigue reveals the recurring patterns of emotional, cultural, and intellectual labor demanded of Black communities. Black creators are tasked with innovating, preserving, teaching, and correcting narratives—all while observing their contributions being commodified, sanitized, and profited from by those who do not share their historical or material stakes. It is a vivid illustration of contemporary cultural extraction: a reminder that Black aesthetics are never neutral, but always political, and that the work of claiming, protecting, and asserting Black cultural ownership is ongoing, exhausting, and profoundly necessary.

The careers of Black male cultural figures like Drake, Kanye West, and other high-profile artists provide a compelling lens through which to examine the intricate negotiation of anti-Blackness and proximity to whiteness. These figures operate in spaces historically and structurally dominated by white gatekeeping—music industries, media conglomerates, fashion, and global entertainment—requiring constant navigation between authenticity, commercial success, and societal perception. Their public strategies reveal both the pressures of visibility and the complex labor of survival within systems that often valorize proximity to whiteness while marginalizing Blackness.

Take Kanye West, whose trajectory exemplifies the tension between radical Black expression and the demands of a predominantly white cultural market. Early in his career, West centered narratives of Black life, economic struggle, and systemic oppression, particularly in albums like *The College Dropout* and *Late Registration*. Yet as his platform expanded, his work—and his persona—shifted toward experimentation with whiteness-adjacent aesthetics, globalized soundscapes, and overt engagement with luxury culture. Publicly, West’s political positions and social commentary have often oscillated between articulations of Black pride and gestures of alignment with dominant cultural norms, exposing both the pressure to appeal to white audiences and the scrutiny applied to Black success. His persona becomes a site of tension: lauded for genius, criticized for deviation, and perpetually policed by the racialized gaze.

Drake, similarly, operates in the interstices of Black authenticity and mainstream palatability. Though rooted in Toronto’s multicultural and Black diasporic communities, his music often blends Afro-Caribbean rhythms, R&B, rap, and pop—a sonic hybridity that simultaneously celebrates Black creativity and caters to global, predominantly white audiences. Drake’s careful curation of persona, accent, and collaborations reflects a calculated proximity to whiteness, allowing for mass consumption without overtly alienating audiences conditioned to see Blackness as either threatening or niche. Yet this proximity comes with critique: accusations of erasing authentic Blackness, distancing from rap’s socially conscious traditions, or diluting cultural specificity for broader marketability.

These navigations are neither simple nor purely strategic—they are deeply tied to the labor of survival under systemic anti-Blackness. Christina Sharpe’s notion of living “in the wake” resonates here: Black individuals must constantly contend with the psychic and material legacies of slavery, colonialism, and systemic racism, even as they ascend into positions of visibility. Black male celebrities, especially those with immense cultural capital, are forced to perform a delicate balancing act: asserting racial pride and individuality while negotiating spaces that reward assimilation, aesthetic alignment with whiteness, or market palatability.

Brittney Cooper’s *Eloquent Rage* further illuminates the emotional labor embedded in these negotiations. Black men in high-visibility spaces carry both personal and collective expectations: to be ambassadors of Black excellence, to push boundaries of creativity, and to defend cultural authenticity—all while being constantly scrutinized for perceived missteps. The public often interprets their choices not as nuanced survival strategies but as moral failings or betrayal, compounding the fatigue of visibility with the weight of representation.

Moreover, their proximity to whiteness is itself fraught. While aligning with mainstream aesthetics, institutions, or celebrities may amplify reach and revenue, it risks co-optation and critique: the Black artist’s identity is flattened into a marketable persona, their lived experience abstracted into consumable narratives. The paradox is persistent: success requires proximity to whiteness, yet such proximity is often weaponized against them, both publicly and within Black communities, as evidence of compromise or complicity in systemic oppression.

Ultimately, examining figures like Drake and Kanye West underscores the broader dynamics of Black fatigue at the intersection of visibility, labor, and systemic oppression. Their public negotiation of anti-Blackness and whiteness is not mere personal branding—it is a form of psychic labor, a constant calculation of survival, audience perception, and cultural authenticity. Each decision, collaboration, or public statement is embedded within the pressures of structural inequities, the gaze of multiple communities, and the legacy of a society that commodifies Black talent while constraining Black agency. Their careers offer a window into the tensions, triumphs, and exhaustion of navigating success as a Black male figure in a world still structured by racial hierarchies.

The public trajectories of Black male cultural figures such as Drake, Kanye West, and others illuminate the intricate, often exhausting negotiations required to exist visibly as Black in spaces dominated by whiteness. These figures operate at the intersection of race, commerce, and global celebrity, where every artistic choice, public statement, and aesthetic presentation is scrutinized not only for artistry but for its racial, social, and cultural implications. Their careers are a study in the tensions between authenticity, assimilation, marketability, and survival under systems designed to commodify Blackness while constraining Black agency.

**Kanye West** exemplifies the paradoxical interplay between radical Black expression and engagement with whiteness. Early works like *The College Dropout* and *Late Registration* foreground systemic inequality, urban struggle, and Black cultural narratives, positioning West as both innovator and cultural chronicler. As his platform expanded globally, however, West increasingly engaged with aesthetics, spaces, and collaborations traditionally valorized by whiteness: luxury fashion, European brands, and corporate partnerships. Publicly, West oscillates between articulations of Black pride—his celebration of Black creativity, entrepreneurship, and spiritual identity—and gestures that align with dominant cultural norms, such as his controversial political statements or flirtations with symbols of mainstream American power. This duality exposes the psychic labor required to navigate visibility: the need to assert selfhood while performing in a system structured to reward proximity to whiteness. His choices are both acts of agency and survival, yet they are subject to relentless scrutiny, often framed as excess, ego, or betrayal by both white and Black audiences.

**Drake** operates under similar structural pressures, but in subtler, more performative ways. Toronto’s multicultural landscape informs his hybridity: his music blends Caribbean dancehall, R&B, rap, and global pop sensibilities. This sonic and cultural fluidity allows Drake to appeal to mainstream, often white-dominated markets while still drawing on diasporic Blackness. His careful curation of persona, accent, and collaborations reflects a constant negotiation of race and reception. Yet this proximity to whiteness is double-edged: while it amplifies reach and influence, it also subjects him to critiques of inauthenticity, dilution of Black identity, and cultural compromise. Drake’s career thus exemplifies a central tension in Black male celebrity: visibility and success are contingent upon both performing Blackness for mass consumption and tempering it for acceptance within white-dominated spaces.

This dynamic is deeply entwined with what **Christina Sharpe** describes as living “in the wake” of slavery and systemic anti-Blackness. Visibility for Black male figures is never neutral: their work, identity, and mistakes are amplified within a world that has historically denied Black personhood while simultaneously profiting from Black creativity. The emotional labor is immense—curating public image, negotiating audience expectations, and managing the consequences of misread statements or artistic risks, all under the relentless gaze of multiple communities.

**Brittney Cooper’s concept of Black rage** in *Eloquent Rage* further illuminates this burden. The public scrutiny of Black men’s choices—what they wear, how they speak, who they align with politically—forces them to perform both excellence and representation. Their mistakes are moralized, their successes racialized, and their cultural contributions are constantly measured against a backdrop of systemic inequities. Each collaboration, public statement, or aesthetic choice becomes both a tool of agency and a source of vulnerability. The stakes are higher than personal reputation: missteps can be interpreted as reflective of Blackness itself, a burden uniquely borne by high-profile Black men navigating global platforms.

Moreover, proximity to whiteness—socially, aesthetically, and commercially—is fraught. Aligning with mainstream tastes, white collaborators, or elite institutions may yield reach, capital, and influence, yet it also risks co-optation, erasure, and critique from within and outside Black communities. These figures are continually negotiating a tightrope between visibility, profitability, authenticity, and collective representation. Success, in this context, requires an ongoing performance of navigation itself: a labor that is emotional, intellectual, and cultural.

The careers of Drake, Kanye, and other Black male celebrities thus reveal the enduring reality of **Black fatigue** at the intersection of fame, racialized expectation, and systemic inequity. Their public personas are both shields and mirrors—tools for survival, platforms for creativity, and flashpoints for critique. They highlight the relentless psychic labor demanded by a society that profits from Black brilliance while scrutinizing Black presence, illustrating how the navigation of anti-Blackness and whiteness is never simply personal, but profoundly collective, historical, and ongoing.
 the early 2010s, social media was rife with humor that often trafficked in coded racial and classed language. Memes, tweets, and viral videos regularly deployed phrases like “that’s so ghetto” to mock Black cultural expression, mannerisms, speech, and body types. These posts framed Blackness as inherently inferior, chaotic, or undesirable—particularly targeting women with curvier bodies, darker skin, or specific fashion and aesthetic choices. The humor, framed as ironic or playful, masked deeper cultural anxieties and the persistence of anti-Black beauty standards: lighter skin, slimmer frames, and Europeanized facial features were idealized, while fuller-figured, darker-skinned, or traditionally “Black” presentations were ridiculed, othered, or exoticized.

Yet the cultural valuation of these same bodies shifted dramatically in the mid-to-late 2010s. By 2016, social media influencers, music videos, and celebrity culture—largely driven by figures like Beyoncé, Nicki Minaj, and later, viral TikTok creators—began to celebrate curvier, fuller-bodied Black women. The memes that once mocked were repurposed, the aesthetics previously denigrated were now coveted, and the “undesirable” became aspirational. This sudden shift was not simply an embrace of Black bodies; it was often mediated by mainstream consumption, filtered through platforms that commodified Black female curves for likes, shares, and algorithmic virality, sometimes erasing the original cultural context.

This evolution illustrates a persistent tension in pop culture: Black bodies have historically been subjected to cyclical processes of policing, shaming, and commodification. What was once ridiculed can be glorified, but often without acknowledgment of the communities, histories, and lived experiences that shaped those aesthetics. Audre Lorde’s insistence on naming systemic structures resonates here: Black women’s bodies are sites of cultural labor, political significance, and emotional labor, yet are continually surveilled, judged, and repurposed for entertainment and consumption.

From a Black fatigue perspective, these shifts carry an emotional weight. Black communities are asked to navigate these oscillations: to endure mockery, to educate audiences about context and history, and to celebrate when mainstream culture appropriates or revalues what was once ridiculed. The labor of witnessing, negotiating, and correcting cultural narratives around Black bodies is ongoing and often unacknowledged. Social media accelerates this labor, creating spaces where visibility, critique, and appropriation coexist, forcing Black audiences to perform both resilience and explanation.

Ultimately, the trajectory of “that’s so ghetto” memes and the glorification of Black body types post-2016 reflects the duality of Black cultural expression in the digital age: a space where Blackness is alternately mocked, celebrated, commodified, and policed. It underscores how societal perceptions of Black bodies are not fixed, but cyclical, often mediated by trends, virality, and mainstream consumption, while the labor of navigating these shifts—intellectual, emotional, and cultural—falls disproportionately on Black communities. The humor and virality may have changed, but the structural dynamics of visibility, valuation, and fatigue remain constant.
In the early 2010s, social media became a pervasive space where humor, judgment, and cultural policing intersected. Memes, Vine clips, Twitter jokes, and Facebook posts regularly circulated phrases like “that’s so ghetto,” ostensibly playful but deeply rooted in racialized and classed assumptions. These jokes positioned Black cultural expression—particularly working-class Black vernacular, fashion, mannerisms, and body types—as undesirable, chaotic, or inferior. Women with fuller hips, larger thighs, pronounced curves, darker skin, or traditionally Black hair textures were frequent targets. The ridicule was framed as humor, but it reinforced centuries-old hierarchies of beauty, respectability, and social worth, privileging Europeanized standards: lighter skin, slender frames, straight hair, and small features were normalized and valorized, while Black bodies were surveilled, critiqued, and often rendered hypervisible as objects of mockery.

Yet by the mid-to-late 2010s, the digital and cultural landscape shifted dramatically. Black women’s bodies—once denigrated in viral memes—began to be celebrated in music videos, social media trends, and celebrity culture. Beyoncé’s *Lemonade*, Nicki Minaj’s hypercurvy aesthetics, and the rise of viral TikTok dances and influencer content foregrounded fuller-figured Black women as aspirational. Platforms that once circulated ridicule now amplified admiration; the same body types previously described as “ghetto” became commodities, celebrated and emulated, often in ways divorced from their original cultural and historical context. This shift reflects a broader pattern in Black cultural production: the oscillation between denigration and commodification, where visibility does not equate to agency, and admiration is frequently mediated by mainstream consumption and marketability.

This evolution underscores the structural and emotional labor involved in navigating Black cultural representation. Audre Lorde’s insistence on naming systemic structures resonates powerfully here: Black women’s bodies are sites of cultural labor, political meaning, and historical struggle, yet remain surveilled, policed, and repeatedly extracted for profit or spectacle. Brittney Cooper’s analysis in *Eloquent Rage* further frames this as a form of ongoing emotional labor: Black communities are tasked with witnessing, critiquing, and correcting cultural narratives, even as they contend with the psychological toll of internalized standards and societal scrutiny. The virality of these memes and trends amplifies this labor: Black audiences must parse humor from harm, admiration from appropriation, and cultural recognition from commodification.

Moreover, the shift from ridicule to glorification reveals the paradoxical nature of social media’s engagement with Black bodies. Humor and critique are inseparable from consumption: what was once mocked becomes aspirational once it achieves visibility and market value, yet the systemic inequities that produced ridicule—colorism, classism, anti-Black beauty standards—remain largely unchallenged. This cyclical pattern produces a layered fatigue: Black audiences are required to educate, contextualize, and celebrate, often without acknowledgment or reward, while watching cultural extraction occur in real time.

Ultimately, the trajectory of “that’s so ghetto” memes and the subsequent glorification of certain Black body types post-2016 illustrates the ongoing tension between visibility, valuation, and cultural labor. Blackness is alternately mocked, fetishized, commodified, and celebrated, creating a space where admiration is inseparable from exploitation. The humor, virality, and trends may evolve, but the underlying dynamics—structural inequities, surveillance of Black bodies, and the emotional labor required to navigate them—persist, embodying the fatigue that comes from living fully in a society that oscillates between erasure and extraction.

2013 Twitter, where everyone was competing to be the funniest kind of cruel.**
It was an era of rapid-fire roasting, viral memes, and colorism jokes, a landscape where laughter often masked the labor of navigating insult and invisibility. Black users were both creators and targets, negotiating humor that celebrated ingenuity while policing, sometimes unconsciously, the boundaries of what “acceptable” Blackness looked like. Skin tone, body type, mannerisms—every trait could become a punchline. Curvier bodies, darker skin, natural hair textures, and vernacular speech were coded as “ghetto,” “extra,” or “too much,” while Eurocentric features and lighter complexions were elevated as aspirational. The emotional labor of laughing along, parsing intent, and maintaining dignity in digital spaces was invisible but real: a first taste of what Christina Sharpe calls the persistent psychic work of living “in the wake” of anti-Blackness.

Fast-forward to 2020: the world stopped—or seemed to. George Floyd’s murder shattered the fragile performative calm of social media, and platforms flooded with grief, outrage, and gestures like “Blackout Tuesday.” The black squares were meant as pause, as reflection, as solidarity. Yet the movement illuminated the tension between symbolic and substantive action. Brands posted without consequence, corporations capitalized on visibility while evading structural change, and ordinary users performed grief alongside viral content. For Black audiences, the fatigue was palpable: witnessing the death of a man, the collective outrage, and the hollow performativity of spaces designed to amplify their trauma while asking nothing in return. Brittney Cooper’s analysis of emotional labor in *Eloquent Rage* is particularly resonant here—the burden of witnessing, explaining, and curating outrage falls disproportionately on Black communities, even in moments framed as solidarity.

In tandem with social media activism, viral exposures of racism became a new form of accountability. White TikTokers and influencers were publicly unmasked, losing sponsorships or jobs, their words and actions broadcast globally. These moments were gratifying yet exhausting: Black audiences were tasked with curating evidence, contextualizing behavior, and educating the masses, all while reliving patterns of racial harm. Social media had become both a tool of visibility and a conveyor belt of fatigue—emotional, cognitive, and cultural. The line between justice and spectacle blurred, leaving the work of accountability largely on those who had always carried the weight of Blackness.

Pop culture amplified these dynamics in more subtle, insidious ways. The Kardashians, for instance, rebranded Black aesthetics for mass consumption: cornrows, contouring, curvier silhouettes, and vernacular expressions were lifted, commodified, and sanitized. The labor of cultural creation, the histories embedded in these practices, and the struggles of Black communities were largely erased, replaced with a curated, profitable fantasy. Black fatigue appears here too: watching one’s culture extracted, celebrated in sanitized form, and monetized by others, while also contending with the paradox of visibility and erasure.

Black male figures navigate these same tensions under relentless scrutiny. Drake and Kanye West illustrate the psychic labor of proximity to whiteness: negotiating authenticity and marketability, Black pride and mainstream palatability. Kanye’s oscillation between radical self-expression and alignment with corporate or political power highlights the perpetual balancing act forced upon Black public figures. Drake’s global appeal requires a delicate calibration of Black diasporic expression and accessible aesthetics. Both embody Sharpe’s notion of living “in the wake”: their visibility is fraught, their agency constrained, and their success constantly reframed as moral or racial evaluation. The labor is not only personal—it is deeply collective, emblematic of the ongoing expectation that Blackness perform excellence while absorbing scrutiny.

Finally, the trajectory of body politics, humor, and viral content underscores the cyclical nature of Black fatigue. The “that’s so ghetto” memes of pre-2015 mocked Black women’s curves, darker skin, and vernacular, only for these same aesthetics to be celebrated, commodified, and glorified post-2016 in viral videos, celebrity culture, and social media trends. The oscillation between ridicule and valorization never alleviates the labor required: Black audiences must witness, contextualize, educate, and survive, all while watching cultural extraction occur in real time. Visibility is double-edged—affirming and exhausting, celebratory and exploitative.

Taken together, these snapshots—2013 Twitter humor, Blackout Tuesday, viral racism exposures, Kardashians’ aesthetic extraction, Black male public negotiation, and the evolution of body politics—form a constellation of Black fatigue. They reveal the layered, generational, and ongoing labor of existing visibly in a world that profits from Black creativity, codifies anti-Blackness, and continually demands psychic and cultural endurance. Humor, virality, admiration, and celebration coexist with ridicule, extraction, and erasure, creating a digital and cultural landscape where Black life is both celebrated and exhausted, made hypervisible and persistently policed


2013 Twitter, where everyone was competing to be the funniest kind of cruel.**
Memes flew fast, jokes landed sharper, and the baseline was clear: humor was rarely innocent—it had a target. That target was Blackness, especially Black femininity. Curvier bodies, darker skin, natural hair, and vernacular speech were lampooned as “ghetto” or “extra.” Lighter skin, straighter hair, and slender frames were valorized. The labor of navigating these spaces—the parsing of humor, the management of dignity, the internal negotiation of self-worth—was invisible, yet profound. Black audiences absorbed critique masquerading as comedy, contorting themselves to fit ideals both external and imposed, embodying what Christina Sharpe names the psychic labor of living “in the wake” of anti-Blackness. Internalized anti-Blackness, cultivated across generations, became a silent curriculum: learn to laugh along, perform palatability, survive scrutiny.

**But the world eventually demanded visibility beyond private negotiation.**
By 2020, the murder of George Floyd thrust grief and rage into the global spotlight. Social media paused in collective gestures like “Blackout Tuesday”—black squares meant to signify solidarity, reflection, and a moral reckoning. Yet the pause quickly revealed tension: corporations posted squares without action, influencers performed care while monetizing visibility, and public grief became performative. Black audiences bore the dual burden of mourning and explaining, of curating the narrative of outrage while enduring the psychic weight of witnessing a global spectacle unfold. Brittney Cooper’s *Eloquent Rage* captures this: Black emotional labor is perpetual, the work of maintaining dignity, witnessing harm, and educating others is demanded without respite or recognition. External validation—the fleeting acknowledgment of Black suffering—remains partial, contingent, and often hollow.

**The labor of visibility intersects with cultural extraction.**
Pop culture magnified these dynamics. The Kardashians, for example, rebranded Black aesthetics for mass consumption: cornrows, contouring, curvier silhouettes, and stylized vernacular became viral commodities. Black creativity, deeply rooted in history and lived experience, was filtered, sanitized, and monetized. Social media amplified this extraction: tutorials, reposts, and viral trends celebrated aesthetics while erasing their origins. Black audiences—particularly women—performed the labor of witnessing, educating, and critiquing while seeing cultural labor turned into profit for others. This is racial commodification in its modern, digital form: visibility without agency, admiration without reward, celebration without acknowledgment. The psychic toll is cumulative; cultural extraction is inseparable from fatigue.

**Even Black excellence carries its own weight.**
Black male figures such as Drake and Kanye West exemplify the complex negotiation of anti-Blackness, proximity to whiteness, and the demands of public scrutiny. Their careers demonstrate the balancing act between authenticity, creativity, and mainstream palatability. Kanye’s oscillation between radical Black expression and alignment with corporate or political power, and Drake’s carefully curated diasporic hybridity, show the constant labor of negotiating visibility in systems structured by racial hierarchies. Their successes are scrutinized, their failures amplified, and their cultural contributions codified as both personal and collective performance. Living publicly as a successful Black male figure requires emotional, intellectual, and cultural labor—the burden of representation layered atop personal ambition.

**And finally, the cycles of visibility, ridicule, and extraction repeat.**
“That’s so ghetto” memes, once deployed to shame Black women’s bodies and behaviors pre-2015, were recontextualized by 2016 as viral trends, celebrity aesthetics, and social media admiration. Curves, darker skin, and vernacular speech shifted from mockery to commodification. But this “redemption” was never true: visibility was commodified, acknowledgment of authorship was absent, and structural inequities remained. The oscillation between ridicule and praise exemplifies the persistent labor Black communities undertake: navigating scrutiny, educating audiences, performing resilience, and enduring extraction. What appears as cultural elevation often functions as subtle erasure—a false redemption that masks the continued demands placed upon Black creativity, visibility, and life.

**Through these moments, a pattern emerges.**
Internalized anti-Blackness, cultivated through early digital humor and societal policing, flows into external validation, where recognition is partial and performative. This visibility feeds into racial commodification, where Black culture, bodies, and aesthetics are extracted and repackaged for profit. And the cycle concludes in false redemption: fleeting praise or celebration that cannot erase the labor, fatigue, or systemic inequities imposed on Black communities. From the cruel humor of 2013 Twitter to viral meme culture, Blackout Tuesday, celebrity appropriation, and public scrutiny of Black male excellence, Black life is repeatedly made hypervisible, extracted for consumption, and held accountable for its own survival.

In the end, the narrative is one of persistence and endurance. Black audiences are asked to witness, educate, and endure, to celebrate even when celebration is incomplete, to survive in spaces designed to extract brilliance while simultaneously scrutinizing it. The labor of Black visibility—emotional, cultural, intellectual—is continuous, cumulative, and uncompensated. And yet, amidst fatigue, it remains profoundly creative, deeply resistant, and unyieldingly human.

2013 Twitter, where everyone was competing to be the funniest kind of cruel.**
The jokes were sharp, fast, and often merciless. Humor, framed as irony or wit, had a clear target: Blackness, especially Black femininity. Darker skin, curvier bodies, natural hair textures, and vernacular speech were lampooned as “ghetto,” “extra,” or “too much.” Lighter skin, slender frames, and Eurocentric features were elevated as aspirational. Every retweet, every viral meme, reinforced standards of desirability and respectability not of one’s own making. The labor of navigating these spaces—the mental gymnastics of parsing intent, the constant assessment of how to perform dignity while laughing along, the quiet negotiations of self-worth—was invisible yet relentless. Internalized anti-Blackness seeped into the very way Black people viewed themselves: a slow, cumulative curriculum of survival, a psychic conditioning that demanded both humor and compliance.

**But cruelty has consequences.**
By 2020, the murder of George Floyd shattered the fragile illusions of social media solidarity. Black grief was broadcast globally, filtered through algorithms, hashtags, and trending squares. “Blackout Tuesday” was at once pause and performance, reflection and spectacle. The black squares represented solidarity, yes—but also the discomfort of recognition: corporations posted without consequence, influencers performed empathy while monetizing visibility, and grief itself became content. For Black audiences, the emotional weight was immense: mourning a man, managing public outrage, educating those who could not see, curating narratives in real time, all while processing personal trauma. Brittney Cooper’s *Eloquent Rage* captures this labor: the invisible, continuous work of preserving dignity, translating harm, and sustaining communal memory. External validation—acknowledgment, recognition, applause—is fleeting, often performative, and rarely accompanied by structural change.

**Visibility feeds commodification.**
Pop culture quickly absorbed these tensions. The Kardashians, emblematic of mainstream influence, rebranded Black aesthetics for global consumption. Cornrows, braids, contouring, curvier silhouettes, vernacular inflections—all extracted, sanitized, and repackaged into marketable commodities. Social media amplified this: tutorials, viral posts, and influencer content celebrated Black aesthetics while erasing the communities, histories, and struggles that created them. The labor of witnessing, contextualizing, and correcting this erasure fell again on Black audiences. This is racial commodification: brilliance made visible but stripped of agency, culture turned into profit without acknowledgment, admiration mediated by extraction. Black fatigue is written here in pixels, hashtags, and algorithmic cycles.

**Black excellence carries its own burdens.**
Black male public figures, from Drake to Kanye West, illuminate the psychic labor of navigating anti-Blackness and proximity to whiteness. Kanye oscillates between radical Black self-expression and gestures toward alignment with mainstream power—luxury fashion, political affiliation, globalized aesthetics—while under relentless scrutiny. Drake blends Caribbean rhythms, R&B, rap, and pop, walking a tightrope between diasporic authenticity and mainstream palatability. Their visibility is layered: they are praised, criticized, scrutinized, and held accountable for their representation of Blackness itself. Christina Sharpe’s notion of living “in the wake” resonates here: every word, every collaboration, every aesthetic choice is mediated by the weight of history, expectation, and systemic inequality. Their labor is simultaneously personal and collective, artistic and performative, a continuous negotiation of survival, excellence, and perception.

**Bodies, once mocked, are later valorized.**
The trajectory of Black femininity is particularly illustrative. “That’s so ghetto” memes, once wielded to shame curves, dark skin, and vernacular expression pre-2015, were repurposed by 2016 into viral trends, celebrity aesthetics, and social media admiration. What was ridiculed became desirable, commodified, and celebrated—but without acknowledgment of the histories, creators, and communities behind these aesthetics. Visibility, in this case, is double-edged: admiration is inseparable from extraction, praise inseparable from scrutiny, celebration inseparable from erasure. The emotional labor required to witness, educate, and survive persists, cyclical and unrelenting.

**And so the pattern continues.**
Internalized anti-Blackness nurtured in early digital culture flows into external validation: recognition that is fleeting, performative, and often hollow. Visibility becomes a vehicle for racial commodification: culture, labor, and identity extracted, repackaged, and sold without justice. Finally, moments of so-called redemption—viral admiration, celebratory trends, mainstream acknowledgment—mask the continuing absence of structural change, a false reconciliation that leaves Black audiences to carry the labor of watching, educating, surviving.

From the cruel humor of 2013 Twitter, to Blackout Tuesday, viral exposures of racism, celebrity appropriation, public negotiation by Black male figures, and the cyclical valorization of Black bodies, one truth emerges: Black life is repeatedly hypervisible, continually extracted, and endlessly scrutinized. And yet, amidst the fatigue, the labor, and the psychic weight, Black communities persist. They create, they endure, they educate, they celebrate. Visibility becomes a site of resistance, creativity, and resilience—a testament to the brilliance of living fully, even when the world demands exhaustion as the price of recognition.


The cruelty of early social media humor was never abstract—it was a rehearsal, a training ground for internalized anti-Blackness. Black audiences absorbed messages about which bodies, behaviors, and tones were deemed acceptable. Lighter skin, smaller features, straight hair, and slim frames were praised; fuller bodies, darker complexions, and natural hair were coded as undesirable, comedic, or dangerous. Each joke, each meme, each viral clip was an instruction manual for survival in a society that simultaneously fetishized and policed Blackness. The psychic labor of navigating these spaces—learning to laugh at one’s own image while resisting internalized shame—laid the groundwork for the endurance required in later moments of public scrutiny and cultural extraction.

**External Validation: The Allure and Limitations of Visibility**
By 2020, Black grief and brilliance were impossible to ignore. George Floyd’s death catalyzed a surge of performative solidarity, from hashtags to viral campaigns, yet this visibility came with contradiction. Corporations and influencers posted black squares and statements of support, but structural change was minimal, accountability partial. The moment illustrated the tension between recognition and genuine validation. Black audiences were left to carry both the mourning and the labor of contextualization—educating non-Black audiences, curating narratives, and sustaining public outrage. Visibility, in this sense, was a double-edged sword: empowering in its reach, exhausting in its expectation.

**Racial Commodification: Culture for Profit**
Celebrity culture and social media trends illustrate the extraction of Black labor in real time. The Kardashians’ appropriation of Black aesthetics—cornrows, contouring, vernacular, curvier silhouettes—demonstrates the friction between admiration and exploitation. Trends that originate in Black communities are sanitized and monetized, while the histories, struggles, and creativity behind them are erased. Similarly, viral social media trends that celebrate Black female bodies, music, or dance often strip context, transforming lived experiences into consumable entertainment. Black audiences witness brilliance being celebrated without acknowledgment, pleasure being extracted without compensation, and admiration being granted only on terms dictated by non-Black consumers. The labor of explanation, critique, and survival remains entirely on Black shoulders.

**False Redemption: Cycles of Praise and Erasure**
The evolution of memes like “that’s so ghetto” encapsulates the paradox of visibility and fatigue. Black femininity and cultural expression, once mocked and devalued, are later celebrated, commodified, and admired—yet structural inequities remain unchanged. Curves and vernacular, once the target of ridicule, now become trends, viral content, and monetized aesthetics, often stripped of context and cultural authorship. This oscillation between ridicule and celebration creates what Audre Lorde and Brittney Cooper describe as continuous emotional labor: Black audiences are required to witness, interpret, educate, and endure, often without relief or recognition. “Redemption” is rarely liberation; it is a surface-level acknowledgment that does not dismantle the underlying structures of anti-Blackness.

**Negotiating Proximity to Whiteness: Black Male Figures in Public Life**
The labor of navigating systemic anti-Blackness is not limited to women. Black male figures like Drake and Kanye West reveal the complex psychic negotiation required for survival and influence in a world structured by whiteness. Their public personas are calibrated for both authenticity and mass palatability, balancing diasporic pride, creative innovation, and mainstream acceptance. Kanye’s oscillations between radical Black expression and alignment with elite, predominantly white institutions highlight the constant negotiation of visibility, risk, and reward. Drake’s hybridity demonstrates how globalized Blackness can be simultaneously celebrated and critiqued. These men’s careers illuminate the collective labor imposed upon Black communities: representation becomes both personal and communal responsibility, each action scrutinized as if it reflects Blackness itself.

**Cumulative Fatigue: A Pattern Across Time and Media**
Taken together, these cultural moments—social media cruelty, Blackout Tuesday performativity, viral exposures of racism, celebrity appropriation, public negotiation by Black male figures, and the oscillating valorization of Black bodies—form a constellation of Black fatigue. Internalized anti-Blackness gives rise to the pressure for external validation. Visibility enables extraction, commodification, and appropriation. Temporary celebration and acknowledgment offer partial or false redemption, masking the continuing demands on Black audiences. Social media accelerates these cycles, making Black brilliance hypervisible, endlessly scrutinized, and persistently extracted. The labor is relentless, cumulative, and often invisible to those outside the communities that bear it.

**Persistence Amid Extraction: Resilience as Resistance**
And yet, amidst this fatigue, there is resilience. Black audiences, creators, and communities continue to create, critique, educate, and survive. Visibility becomes a tool of resistance: every meme, every viral dance, every trend or aesthetic claim is a reminder that Black creativity cannot be fully contained, commodified, or erased. The labor of survival is intertwined with creativity, critique, and joy—a defiant assertion of presence in spaces designed to extract, scrutinize, and exploit. Black fatigue is real, but so is the enduring, unyielding brilliance that produces culture, demands recognition, and persists despite exhaustion.
2013 Twitter, where we all competed to be the funniest kind of cruel.**
We laughed, we retweeted, we shared memes, even as the humor cut deep. The jokes were rarely innocent—they had a target: Blackness, especially Black femininity. Our bodies, our hair, our skin, our voices were evaluated and ridiculed. Darker skin, fuller curves, natural hair, vernacular speech—everything that made us visible was coded as “ghetto,” “extra,” “too much.” Lighter skin, straighter hair, slimmer frames, Europeanized features were praised as ideal, aspirational. And we learned quickly to navigate these digital spaces, parsing intent, performing composure, managing pride and pain all at once. The labor of surviving in a world that polices your very existence is invisible, yet we carried it—quietly, collectively, internally—shaping how we saw ourselves and each other.

**By 2020, the world demanded that we be seen differently.**
George Floyd’s murder made us hyper-visible. Our grief, our rage, our solidarity, all became public spectacle. “Blackout Tuesday” was meant as reflection, yet it also exposed the limits of performative empathy. Brands posted squares without change, influencers performed care while monetizing visibility, and our mourning was consumed as content. We were left to hold the weight: educating, contextualizing, sustaining outrage, while living with the pain ourselves. Brittney Cooper reminds us that this labor—the emotional, intellectual, and communal work of Black life—is continuous. Visibility came, yes, but validation was partial, fleeting, performative.

**And yet, even visibility is complicated by extraction.**
We watched the Kardashians lift Black aesthetics—cornrows, braids, curves, vernacular—and turn them into global commodities. We recognized the brilliance, but also felt the erasure: our histories, our creativity, our labor stripped away. Social media amplified the extraction: tutorials, viral videos, influencer trends celebrated our culture while failing to credit it. We became witnesses, educators, and critics simultaneously, our labor demanded for profit, applause, and visibility that rarely came with justice. Our fatigue is real, cumulative, emotional, and cultural.

**Even our men carry this labor on public stages.**
We see it in Drake, in Kanye West. Their successes are scrutinized, their missteps amplified, their Blackness politicized, commodified, and judged. Kanye balances radical Black expression with proximity to whiteness, navigating corporate, cultural, and political spaces that reward assimilation and punish authenticity. Drake negotiates diasporic pride and mainstream palatability, blending cultures, languages, and styles for global consumption. In watching them, we see ourselves: the labor of representation, of survival, of excellence demanded under a public gaze that judges us all for being visible.

**And our bodies, once ridiculed, are now commodified.**
The “that’s so ghetto” memes that once shamed Black women’s curves, skin, and vernacular were later celebrated and monetized. Visibility shifted from ridicule to desire, yet acknowledgment remained absent. We are asked to witness and endure, educate and celebrate, even as extraction persists. Praise arrives, but often as surface-level admiration—a false redemption that leaves structural inequities untouched. Our labor continues: emotional, cultural, intellectual.

**Through all of this, a pattern emerges.**
Internalized anti-Blackness shapes how we see ourselves. External validation tempts but often disappoints. Our culture is extracted, commodified, rebranded. And moments of recognition, while fleetingly gratifying, cannot erase the fatigue of constant scrutiny and labor. We live in cycles, both creating and surviving in spaces that alternately mock, consume, celebrate, and erase us. Social media accelerates this, turning brilliance into spectacle, pain into content, joy into commodification.

**And yet, we persist.**
Even amidst fatigue, we create. We educate. We critique. We survive. Visibility becomes resistance. Our bodies, our culture, our voices, our labor—they endure. And in that endurance, we claim our brilliance: not as a commodity, not as performance, but as lived, collective, unyielding truth. We exist fully, even when the world asks us to be exhausted, extracted, and erased.


And yet, even in fatigue, there is a horizon we can imagine.**

Healing Blackness begins with acknowledgment that our labor—emotional, cultural, psychic—is real and uncompensated. It begins when our visibility is not a commodity, our brilliance not a spectacle, and our creativity not a source of extraction. Healing is about claiming space for joy, for care, for culture without the constant need to perform, justify, or educate. It is about reclaiming narratives: letting Black stories, aesthetics, bodies, and voices exist on their own terms, outside the cycles of ridicule, commodification, and performative admiration.

Real accountability is not a black square or a viral apology—it is sustained, structural, and tangible. It is brands, corporations, and institutions taking responsibility for exploitation, cultural theft, and harm, and making amends in ways that center the communities affected. It is political action, economic redistribution, and cultural restitution. It is listening without expecting Black audiences to carry the labor of explanation, correcting systems rather than individuals, and ensuring that visibility comes with agency, voice, and power.

Loving Blackness beyond trend requires intimacy with ourselves and with one another. It asks us to see Blackness not as a performative aesthetic, not as a social media moment, but as lived experience: rich, complex, contradictory, and enduring. It requires care—care for our bodies, our mental health, our communities, our histories. It requires joy, creativity, and resistance, even in spaces that profit from our fatigue. To love Blackness is to insist that our value is intrinsic, uncommodified, and unassailable. It is to resist cycles of ridicule, extraction, and hollow recognition, and to center Black life as a source of wholeness, not spectacle.

In imagining this, we see a world where our labor is honored, our visibility is meaningful, our culture is celebrated without erasure, and our fatigue is met with care rather than consumption. A world where we do not have to survive the gaze of others to be seen, but where Blackness is loved, sustained, and affirmed on its own terms. And in that world, the brilliance, creativity, and resilience we have carried for generations finally becomes our inheritance, not merely our survival.
And yet, even in fatigue, there is a horizon we can imagine.**

Healing Blackness is not simply an individual act—it is collective, structural, and deeply cultural. It begins when our labor—emotional, intellectual, cultural—is recognized as real and indispensable. When our visibility is not a performance for algorithms or profit, but a space of agency and self-determination. Healing looks like Black communities reclaiming the stories, aesthetics, and histories that have been appropriated, mocked, or commodified. It is the reclamation of vernacular speech, hair textures, body types, and creative expressions, not as trends or content, but as legacies, lived and sustained. It is the ability to exist without apology, without justification, without constant scrutiny or surveillance. We imagine spaces—digital, physical, and social—where Black joy is not only permitted but protected, where laughter and celebration do not carry the burden of performance or respectability politics.

Real accountability extends far beyond hashtags, black squares, or performative apologies. It requires institutions, corporations, and cultural gatekeepers to confront exploitation in concrete ways. This could be reparative economic action for the extraction of Black labor, cultural restitution for appropriated aesthetics, and legal and policy reforms that confront systemic anti-Blackness. Accountability is sustained listening and action, not episodic moral signaling. It is allowing Black audiences to step back from the constant labor of educating, contextualizing, or performing outrage, and instead receiving the responsibility for correcting harm fully. It is centering Black communities in decision-making, creative direction, and cultural curation, ensuring that our brilliance, narratives, and labor are no longer appropriated but stewarded by and for us.

Loving Blackness beyond trend requires intimacy with ourselves, our communities, and our histories. It asks that we reject external definitions of value and beauty, that we cultivate spaces where Blackness can exist in fullness—curves, melanin, hair textures, accents, and creativity—without negotiation. It asks for care: care for our bodies, mental health, familial and communal relationships, and collective memory. It requires joy as resistance, creativity as reclamation, and love as a radical practice in spaces that often profit from our fatigue. To love Blackness fully is to assert that our value is inherent, not contingent on commodification or validation. It is to insist that our culture, bodies, and histories are not consumable aesthetics but living legacies.

We can imagine a world where Black life is not only visible but honored, where every meme, viral trend, or cultural artifact is accompanied by acknowledgment, authorship, and respect. A world where visibility does not extract, ridicule, or commodify, but uplifts, sustains, and affirms. Healing Blackness in this sense is revolutionary: it transforms the cycles of internalized anti-Blackness, performative admiration, and cultural extraction into sustained care, recognition, and collective resilience. It requires generational vision, structural change, and the courage to center Black humanity fully, unapologetically, and beautifully.

In this world, we do not merely survive fatigue—we flourish. Our creativity, joy, and brilliance are not fleeting, performative, or co-opted—they are preserved, celebrated, and passed on. Blackness is not a trend, a spectacle, or a source of labor for others’ profit; it is a source of life, culture, resistance, and enduring beauty. We see the horizon not as a place of escape but as a space of collective reclamation, where Black communities thrive in fullness, creativity, and care, and where the labor of survival is finally met with sustenance, recognition, and love.


