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About a year and something ago, I was in my uncle’s car, with my siblings and mom, having 
just brought the pizza I was forced to pick up. The kids were hyper, laughing and talking 
loudly. We were going to visit my cousins, eat pizza, and possibly go to the park. I was staring 
through the window, mulling over the likelihood of seeing friends, when I noticed a rather 
dubious looking lady, a road directly across from me, seemingly talking on the phone and-wait 
a moment-is she staring at me? Greatly unsettled, it was evident she was pointing at our car, 
with me staring unabashedly, eyebrows raised.  Suddenly, her phone call halted, and, I kid you 
not, our eyes met. She kept her unwavering gaze on me as she continued her phone call, now 
speaking rapidly. 

At first, I was speechless, but my interest mounted, now with added concern. I began 
insistently tapping my uncle, trying to gain his attention. “Ok, ok, what is it?” I gestured 
towards the lady, and he squinted. His expression went from deadpan, to surprise, to what I 
think now, was realization. He turned on the ignition, backing out of our parking, onto the 
road. Silence was screaming, questions hung in the air. What just happened?  My uncle was 
quiet, and someone laughed nervously. Slowly, the tension broke, and the rest of the day was 
a blur. Soon shortly after, we were back home. 

A brief knock came from the door, sending expectant looks my way. As I unlocked the door to 
what I thought were the neighbor kids asking to play, I prepared to break the news that we 
couldn’t play, when I paused. To my utter disbelief, a tall, white police office was at the door, 
complete with the duty belt and disarming smile. A cruiser is parked in front of our house. My 
head quickly runs through a few worst-case scenarios, and I hesitantly call for my mother to 
come. 

Later, I learned that someone had called the police, on account of ‘suspicious behavior’ and 
‘screaming’ coming from the car. They were told someone was hitting a child, and gave our 
license plate. It must’ve been a surprise when all of my younger siblings bombarded the 
policeman with greetings and questions.  He interviewed each of the kids, you know, just to 
be sure. It was clear now it was a misunderstanding, and nothing was written. He left, and we 
didn’t bring the event again. I remember joking about the lady who phoned was probably 
blind, adding some fitting adjectives.   

While it’s understandable that the police were checking in to see if things were alright, I was 
a whole different issue with the woman who called on us. It was basic racial profiling, and let 
me define that real quick. It’s the act of suspecting or targeting a person of a certain race on 
the basis of observed or assumed characteristics of a racial of ethnic group. Not only limited 
to race, but religion as well.  What I want to go into depth with this essay is the huge link 
between racial profiling and law enforcement, and its disastrous consequences. 

In every case of a position with high power and authority, people will abuse it. In America, 
there is a huge problem with police brutality. It is deeply tied to racism, and often goes 
unaccounted for. If it comes down to word of a police officer against the word of the 
potential criminal, you can easily see the bias this can inflict. Pair this with racial prejudice, 
the color of your skin, and you have a system built against you.  People live in fear of the very 
same authority that is supposed to protect them. You subconsciously watch your mouth, make 
sure you don’t do anything that might result in an early grave, god forbid the cop asking for 



your I.D is feeling a little trigger happy.  But progress is survival, and at the end of day, is 
what matters most 

Each time another unarmed black man or woman is killed; there always must be some kind of 
justification. To dehumanize and move on, shielding the real reason, racism. Its mind numbing 
when the cop claiming self defense isn’t convicted of their blatant murder, when the truth is 
so obvious it hurts. It leaves you with the feeling of helplessness. Even when action is taken, 
they’re still going to be on payroll for next year, long after the dead man’s under the ground 

Yes, I know the majority of cops are actually good people, that this doesn’t represent 
everyone, and I sound like a cynic. But it’s necessary to realize and take action against the 
people who abuse, and continue to do so, their position of power without consequence. It is 
uplifting to see people continue to seek justice and protest unjust killings.  While this is part 
of a bigger issue, namely a corrupt judicial system, we gotta tackle on issue at a time, baby 
steps. 
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