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Zoom! Rae and John shot forward, but only their heads. Their bodies were stretched in the form of a 
multi-colored light. Properties within the space-time continuum dictate ten seconds must elapse before the 
lower and upper torso fasten. 
“Don’t look back!” Rae yelled. John looked back. 
“Ahhh, where in the hell is my body!” he shouted. Rae’s face postured an indignant grin. 
 “It’s in the light; the space-time continuum.” 
“The space… continuum?” John mumbled. 
“Don’t worry, it will catch up in a few. I adjusted the GPS warp safety protocols, in case of asteroid fields," Rae 
explained loudly.  
Their destination was the planet Afro-genesis, five light years from San-Francisco and the new city of Berkeley 
which had become a state of the art cannabis plantation. John stared on, wide-eyed. Seconds later their 
bodies caught up. 
"Shoup. . . ehn, ehn, ehn, ehn!" 
 “Whoa, that was crazy!” John shouted, feeling the instant singe of his body fasten like a robotic transformer. 
The boys laughed and transitioned out of jump. They landed on the planet Afro-genesis, in a protective blue 
fluorescent shield which covered their bodies like a tailored suit. Scattered abroad in the vast terrain, blue 
shields were everywhere; everyone was dancing. 
In the new universe, rhythm is equivalent to air. If you do not have rhythm, you are L-seven-squared, devoid of 
funk as defined by James Brown, the Godfather of Soul. Here, funk is rhythm, and rhythm is time. Without 
rhythm, time is displaced, and one is late for everything. When you get ready to eat, your food has already 
digested. When you get ready to have sex, your partner is already done. By the time you get to work your shift 
has ended and you do not get paid. Therefore, rhythm is mandatory! 
 Before the initiation of the second big bang, intelligent design considered cultural ancestry; it was clear that 
many ethnicities did not have funk. Indians hobbled to the beat of a drum; the Chinese did slow-motion karate, 
and 90% of white people could not dance. However, Africans of American descent had too much funk and 
were the perfect origin of species to teach rhythm through the art of dance.  
“We got two hours to do what we came for.” Rae with eyes of that as hazelnut, and skin, dark coal, but light as 
many evening suns, spun around, did the splits, and pop-locked. 
“Ha, I can’t dance. . . without music!” John said, green-eyed, blond and fair. He couldn’t dance with music. 
“The sounds are in your shield. Just think of any song you like and the neurotransmitters in your brain will 
tether with the shield’s particle stimulator and produce the song. Think of three songs, like a mix tape. Watch 
this.” 
Rae folded his arms and bobbed his head. The electric sound of Michael Jackson’s hit song, “Beat It,” 
reverberated. John looked on, amused. Instantly, the music switched to Hall & Oats, “She’s a Maniac.” Rae did 
the running man. In a swift transition, he held the air like an invisible woman; the soft melody of Luther 
Vandross, “If This World Were Mine,” filled the air. John stood in awe watching Rae slow dance. 
“You gotta show me how to do that!” John said. 
“Just think of a song and start moving,” Rae shouted. Seconds spanned. 
“Come on now, we ain’t got all day,” Rae warned. 
“I’m thinking, I’m thinking.” Auspiciously, a melody came to life. 



“Ba, ba, ba, baaaa, ba, I know this - much is - true...” John flapped his shoulders and bobbed his head like an 
ostrich high on oxycodone. Rae gave an approving sly smile. But immediately the song switched to Led 
Zeppelin’s “Kashmir.” John went crazy. He twisted his body, waved his hands, and jumped around. The boy 
went way off beat. 
“Houston, we’ve got problems,” Rae mumbled, shaking his head. Subsequently, an idea quickly came to mind. 
Rae calculated the beat; when John jumped, he jumped, came down and did the slide. John watched and 
began to mimic the move.  
“Yeah, yeah, that’s it!” Rae said. This would go down in history.  
They were doing a partial Electric-Slide to a rock song. John missed the slide a few times, but he was on it. 
Rae stopped dancing. He looked out into the planet’s galactic landscape. A slew of African instructors 
intermingled with fluorescent shields conducting rhythmic moves. Rae was proud to be alive in this universe. 
Every race shared purpose; all people lived in harmony; and ultimately, the universe was in control. 
  
  
  
Afro-futurism is a concept developed in the 1950's. It connects Africans of American decent to the concept of 
space and what's beyond in the universe, if anything. Afro-futurism created a space for black super heroes, 
and musicians such as Sun Ra, George Clinton, and filmmaker Ytasha L. Womack who developed their lyrics 
and performing arts on the foundation of Afro-futurism. 
 


