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One of the best memories I have of my adolescence 

is traveling in a school bus listening to rap music. 

I didn’t recognize it at the time but this was true 

meditation. All of my senses were being stimulated. 

One had to seize a window seat on the school bus in 

order to get the best visual experience to accompany 

the audio.  Hip-hop music was in perfect harmony with 

the streets of Chicago. The pistons that fired the bus’ 

diesel engine  were in sync with the syncopated beats. 

Slang ridden lyrics presented the stories of the Chicago 

streets. Then, to punctuate the street opera, came the 

texture of cracked sidewalks and crackling excerpts of 

forgotten music. These sights and sounds have stuck 

with me all my life. The experience was so immersing 

that diesel fumes and the erratic vibration of the bus 

became numbing white noise. In this state, I got a hold 

of my  psychological bearings; fear, hopes and dreams. 

This started when I was eleven years old and now I 

am thirty-two years old. My brother, Peter, was there 

too. These  years of getting bused to inner city schools, 

learning the visual arts and falling in love with hip-hop 

music have inspired my brother Peter and I to tell these 

stories. Enjoy the “Funk”!

Story – Peter & Paul Ziomek
Art – Peter & Paul Ziomek

“Talent Show” 
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Football is O.K. 
but I’ll never be 
as good as Dad.

In the apartment of 11-year-old 
Keenan Reynolds.

AH YEAH!
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“FAKIN’ the FUNK” created by  PETER  & PAUL ZIOMEK

I told you; 
‘No juice 

after 7 or you 
will pee in 
your bed!’

Come on ma! 
It’s only 7:30 and I’m 

almost finished.

Yeah, well if you do wet 
your bed tonight, I 

ain’t cleanin’ it up.

Now I hope you studied 
for your spelling test 

tomorrow if you got 
time to watch yer little 

rap videos!
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I told you; 
‘No juice 

after 7 or you 
will pee in 
your bed!’

Come on ma! 
It’s only 7:30 and I’m 
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YO, HERBERT, 
are  you 
alright?

...

Friday morning at the Falcon 
Elementary playground.
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Provin’ you don’t KNOW ME
Stop was�n’ my �me
and step o� HOMIE!

DANG KEENAN, 
YOU O.K.?

HEY ‘DUMBO’, THAT’S 
INTERFERENCE! 

I  WAS GONNA GET 
THE BALL!

No Herbert, you’re DONE
ac�n‘ like you know me

pushin’ me around for FUN.
I’m not tryin’ to FIGHT YOU

but if you disrespect me
no te�ing what I MIGHT DOI’m beyond DETECTION

usin’ my dumbo ears to fly
and make an INTERCEPTION.

OOO, 
HERBERT’S 
GONNA BEAT 
THAT KID UP.

WHO IS 
THAT OTHER 

KID?
THAT’S THAT 
QUIET KID, 
KEENAN.

HE’S 
FINISHED!
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Yo, I could go on and on
show you I ain’t no JOKE
I make the mic SMOKE 

and....

yo, peace out 
HERB!

Alright guys. Single file, 
and be quiet. The third 

graders are taking a test 
and you wouldn’t like a 
bunch of noise when you 

are taking a test.
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...gettin’ my 
ravioli on.

Yo keenan!

hey!

 Oh, you know. 
Jus’ chillin’...

 What up, man?

Hey man, I 
didn’t know 

that you could 
rap! 

Yeah, I spit a 
freestyle every 
now and again. 

It’s just a 
hobby.

Cool. Maybe 
you can 

teach me 
how to rap 
sometime.

Oh, just so you 
know; Herbert 
and his buddies 
are gonna try 
to jump you 
after school,

 ...so don’t go out 
by the east 
playground.

 Thanks, 
Brian.

What’s wit you, Keenan. How 
come you were playin’ ball 

with those dudes? Me and 
Sajid thought you were 

absent.

Later that day in the
Falcon Elementary Lunchroom. 
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Naw, man. 
It’s a long 

story.

Ya see; when you were 
sick last week, I 

borrowed this dope 
breakin’ magazine 

from my uncle Derek.  

He asked me if I could do 
any breakin’ myself.

Yeah man, I can 
do a windmill, 
Headspin, and 
all types of ill 

moves.

Can you teach 
me some moves 

during gym.

Uh....yeah. 
Yeah, no 
problem.

After laps, Mr. Martin gave us free time for the rest of the 
period and I had a chance to show off some dope moves to 

the whole class.

Then that dude Brian saw 
it and he wanted to check 

it out.

I didn’t know you 
could break 

dance.

Weeeelll, I can. 
I’m just not the 

best.
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They all were laughing at me. None of them 
realize how hard it is to do a windmill,

so forget them.

All except that dude Brian that I 
was just talking to. He was cool.

I’ve tried to do a 
windmill before, it’s 
tough. You did much 

better than I did.

Well, I haven’t 
thrown down in 

a while. I’m a 
little rusty. What 
I really needed 

was a dope beat 
to bust out to.

So what type of 
dance music do 

you like?

Not dance music, 
man. Hip-hop!

But I never
seen any 

break-dancing 
in rap videos...

So after gym class, 
Brian said he would let 
me in on their football 

game.

No way man! 
Those games 

are always 
locked! I told you

I was a 
baller!

Are you gonna 
play football 

with those 
jocks again?

Weeeellll. 
Maybe not 
for a while.


