Amoncia Lamour
Beneath the Black and White, a Haitian Heart

At eleven, the iPad was warm in my hands,
I scrolled through YouTube’s never-ending lands.
A thumbnail caught my curious gaze,
A cow-print suit, not unusual from the internet ways

I clicked play, outpoured a beat,
"Moo" was strange, raw, impossibly sweet.
No sleek lights, no polished set,
Just vibes I hadn’t seen yet

Her humor, her quirks, her carefree air,
It felt like she reached out, and said, “I see you there.”
A black girl, not fitting the mold,
Her boldness struck a chord untold

In that lo-fi, absurd display,
I found a piece of me that day.
Doja, in her cow-spotted frame,
Permitted me to love my melodic name

From North Miami’s overflowing heat,
To Opa-locka’s pastel streets,
Doja’s carefree vibe reminds me still,
Reminds me to claim my space, to own my cadence and will.

On NE 125th, a piano stands,
That plays magic from unseen hands.
The notes leap like waves off Miami’s shores,
In each chord, the city’s soul pours

It’s music that pulls us, a tether, a thread,
Like drums my ancestors once played and bled.
In her defiance against the music industry, I hear the same,
A legacy carried in my voice and name

Under the glow of Miami City,
I learned to embrace both the grit and pretty.
Like Doja’s beat, raw, absurd, and free,
Miami taught me how to find my melody

Finally comfortable in my Haitian skin,
With roots that run deep, strong, and true,
I dance to the rhythms my ancestors knew,
Kompa in my heart, and pride shining through

So now, when I see that cow-print frame,
That playful beat, an unpolished piece of art unable to be tamed  
I think of Miami, like soup joumou, a plate of chaotic art 
And how "Moo" gave voice to my heart



