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And I be there screaming NO less! 
For how could they do this to my: 

SISTA, BROTHA, ELDERS, ANCESTORS, BABIES 
 
 

Who be beaten into submission 
Whose pelvis has been contaminated by power thirsty 

Blood hungry villains 
Not seeking ‘cuz nipples be ripe – it be about power 

Not reaching out ‘cuz abs be tight-let’s talk about control 
 
 

The control you wish you had so you violate  
Innocence stolen ripped from the core 

The control you gotta have so you destroy 
Ain’t planning on building unless it’s satan’s armies! 

‘Cuz you rob the youngest to the oldest  
 
 

so I say NO! 
For sista’s that didn’t speak! For brothas that couldn’t speak! 

For babies raped without words to speak! 
 For nations of disabled persons!  

For granny’s &  pop-pop’s lying under covers to scared of rapists 
disguised as nurses! For inmates locked in hell all by themselves!  

Unwilling, unwanted, non-consensual gestures  
 
 

Now let me see them try to rape the thoughts of No! 
They can’t! It’s Final! Complete! 

But oppression be the keys that lock 
Mothers, daughters, fathers, sons, grandparents 

She – he – me – you – we 
Down against our will  

Not of our own consent written or verbal 
Ripping away our innocence – using sex as a weapon! 

 
 

I SAY NO 
SO YOU CAN SAY NO 
SO WE CAN SAY NO! 

 


