
Dear stereotypes, 

Hey. I hope you enjoy this letter. I hope you keep it close to your heart, so you really 

know how I feel. I’m not an athlete. Sorry, I’m not the next Steph Curry or the next Michael 

Jordan. You will never catch me crossing someone over on the court. In fact, the closes you will 

ever find me on the basketball court is if I’m walking across it to reach a concession stand. 

Speaking of food, stereotypes, and my diet doesn’t consist of three slices of watermelon, a basket 

of fried chicken, and a light grape Kool-Aid. Yeah, that’s so realistic, right? Dear stereotypes, 

I’m not living off of welfare, even though the thought of getting food stamps once a month 

would be lit.  Dear stereotypes, we’re not all lazy. I don’t sit on my ass all day and eat skittles. I 

also don’t come from a broken home. My parents are actually married. They’ve been married for 

20 years. And I know what you’re thinking stereotypes, “That’s a long ass time!” Also, just in 

case you were wondering. I know my dad. I’ve known him my whole life a matter of fact. Dear 

stereotypes, I don’t sell drugs, so please stop asking. And no, I’m not linking you up with Pookie 

or Peanut down the street either, because they don’t sell drugs either. They attend Morgan State 

and they’re majoring in business. I also don’t do drugs in case you were wondering. Dear 

stereotypes, I’ve never been to jail nor do I plan to go to jail. So don’t call me a delinquent or a 

menace. I’m not just another pretty statistic you can put in a book.  Dear stereotypes, I’m not a 

criminal. I wouldn’t harm a fly. So nice old white lady at Starbucks, there is no need for you to 

clinch your purse and hold your breath because I’m not about to rob you. I want my Venti 

Caramel Frappuccino too. Dear stereotypes, I don’t own a gun and I haven’t touched a gun. Dear 

stereotypes, I don’t hate all cops. So, you won’t catch me blasting “Fuck the Police” in a police 

officer’s face. I do think police should be held accountable for their actions, but that’s a different 



topic. Dear stereotypes, I’m not always late, even though I do follow C.P. time. Dear stereotypes, 

all of our names aren’t completely wild and outrageous. And I don’t know every black person. 

We all don’t know each other, believe me. Dear stereotypes, I also listen to more than hip-hop. 

My catalog is quite diverse.  Dear stereotypes, I don’t hate white people. That’s nonsense. Lastly 

stereotypes, not every black person is uneducated. Oprah, Barack Obama, Marc Lamont Hill, 

M.K. Asante, Toni Morrison, Maya Angelou, and many, many more supports my point. 

 Now stereotypes, what exactly am I? Let me tell you. My name is Jerred Deiontay 

Anderson. I attend CCBC with plans on transferring to either University of Maryland College 

Park or Howard University. Or maybe another school. I don’t have it all figured out just yet. I 

want to be a high school English teacher and eventually I will work myself up to be a principal. 

One day I will gain my doctorate in Educational Leadership. Yes, stereotypes, this guy one day 

will be called “Doctor.” I would love to even run for a political position on day. Mayor, governor, 

hell, why not even President? President Jerred Anderson…yeah that sounds nice. Well, who 

knows, but your stereotypes aren’t going to determine my career? I’m hard-working, smart, 

honest, and I think I’m kind of funny. I may be profiled everyday, but I’m the type of guy to keep 

a smile on my face. I’m a child of God and I love almost all types of music. I even work at Target 

and I’m successfully balancing school and work. I’m a pretty cool guy in my opinion. Well, it’s 

not really “cool” to say your “cool” is it? Whatever. I’m a fun guy. Last, but not least stereotypes, 

I’m a proud black man, your stereotypes don’t define me. I define me 

 Sincerely,        

 Jerred Anderson 



 A proud black man 


