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07.

                   rowing up as a kid, I never understood fatherhood I would think about being adopted and not 
knowing my biological father. About all the times I questioned if I looked like him, acted like him, what he 
did for work, does he know I exist, will I ever meet him.But now, When I think about fatherhood, I think 
about the man that raised me. A mans man. Rarely showed any emotion. Taught me to fish. Taught me a 
trade. Taught me toughness. Always took care of his family. The many times he said “Keith, now I done 
showed you how, do it like I did”, I realize now was his way of saying how much he loved me, even though 
I didn’t come from him. I realize how much wisdom he has. How his dedication to his family and his craft 
is the exact thing that I wanna emulate. This man lights up every time he sees me and gives me a hug and 
I know how blessed I am to have been raised by such a great man. Blood doesn’t make you a father, your 
contribution to a child’s life and well being is what ultimately makes you a father.
(To view the rest of this Fatherhood Manologue, visit: www.mypeoplecommunity.org/fatherhood-
manologues.html) 

Blood Doesn’t 
make you a father
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08.

All I ever wanted to do 
Is be just like you
A good man like you
A strong father like you
Dedicated to my family 
Just like you

If I ever did anything in this world
The least I could do
Is try to make things better 
Just like you

When I look into the mirror
I see “Little Abdul” 
Trying to be like his dad
Trying to fit in his shoes
Trying to help my people
Cause that’s what you’d do
If I could make you proud
There’s nothing else 
I need to do

How can I make you understand
How I feel about you
You’re my hero
You’re my idol
Nobody else but you

All I ever wanted in this world
Is to be compared to you
Be smart like you
Do right like you
Grow a beard 
Wear a kufi
Just like you

Even when we disagree
I think about you
How would you deal with the 
problem?
And then that’s what I do
If you ever had concerns
If your words were getting through

I hope you see your words 
In everything I do

When my Amir becomes a man 
And he’s trying to make his way
I hope I’ve passed on knowledge
To get him through his days
I wish to stand by his side 
As he ventures through life’s maze
Tell him if I see a trap
Or if everything’s OK
I pray he feels the same way 
Exactly how I do
When he thinks of his father
And says I want to be
 Just like you 

I miss you Daddy!

Just like you
By: Abdul-Rahmaan I. Muhammad


