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| etter from the |~ ditors

|n orderto celebrate our 20t Annivcrsary, the ONY X executive
boards began Prcparing inthe fall semester. | astsemester,we chose to
represent the magazine with the (Ghanaian sgmbol Sankofa, which
emPhasizes the imPortance of the Past on the future. None of us could have
imagincd what a momentous task it would be to pay homage to twenty years
of Black artistic cxPrcssion onthe | ufts campus.

ONY X is more than a collection of ]itcrarg and artistic submissions, it
Is a process and ajoumey thatis often not given the respect that it aPtlg
deserves. ]:ortwcnt3 years, this magazine has Providcd avenue forstudents
to share their outlook on the world. Ovcrthe Past two decadcs, ONYX
has meant and continues to mean different tl’\ings to different Pcople. The
onc_thing that remains timeless is the magazine’s abilitﬂ to make tangjblc the
voices of the African DiasPora at | ufts.

Inthisissue, we attemptecl tofuse ONY X of 1984 with ONYX of
2004 and all the issues in between, undcrstanding that we are united in our
abilit\g and desire to articulate our exl:)cricnccs with a pen, a brush, ora

cameralens in orderto reflect, to express and hoPcFul}; to insPire.

We hope you enjoy this journey through the past and present!
Y ey ) Y 5 P P
Nak eila Fickrom & [ laina Mends

Co-E ditors
Elair\a Mcnds .%loccial T hanks
NaKcila Fickrom Nathalie [Faustin
Nytangia Leitzscg
Arts | ditor Laura Louis-Fils
Josl'lua Clark* (Candice Mosclg
Rochc“c Wi”iams
[ ditorial Assistants For their hclp with Iayout and selection
Dana F}‘ll“l s g ; v ;
Erncst BiEm ”l Desngncd 20th Annlvcrsarg Covcr
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ne Kain a

l think
sitting in class (20 century lit.)
l think...
l think of

who l am..a beautiful
sound

blacl( woman

whcre I am...sma”

New England
[ iberal Arts

Prc&ominatclg

white universitq

] think of...

my brothers and sisters in the class

oreven on campus,

who sit in fear of bcing
recognizecl
identified and

thus scrutinized
[How sad it is to think
to think...

r]ow’/'ustbcing here

we are [iving out the dreams

OF SO man9 O]C ourlcamily mcmbcrs

to think...
how much
we must reach out
we must hold on to one a

we must love one another
aPPreciatc and respcct cach other
suPPort and admire those others
dcspitc our many differences of color

sex

sexual orientation

Family backgrouncl

economic bacl(grouncl

(areek organization

dress

stglc
look

Wc must LC) VE cach other

which stems
first

from lo ving ourselves
i

[ his is a special dedication to the founder

O/C)N X and my 50r0r, /\//Jrgof /\//os/qg.
|/V/t/7 much honor, raspecf;m(/ love.

Anclrca Nclson

f:rom 1990 lssuc

nother

ancl I(CCP thOSC From Fa”mg dOWﬂ

we must build the bridge
so those who lie on the
border don’t fall through
the gaps
the cracks

and tl']rougl'l the hole.

ONYX SPring 2004




unccrtaintg

BREATHING, PAUSING, AND BREATHING AGAIN, SMELLING THE
AR THAT S BEEN SOIL-ED BY THE DERELICTS PRESENCE.
MARKING TIME LETTING GO, HAVING NO CONTROL OVER WHAT'S
BEEN SAID OR DONE. FEELING LOST, FEELING BLUE, ALL THAT'S
GONLE 1S5 ONE'S SANITY, TOO. NOT ALIVE IN ONE'S OWN MIND FOR
THE FPAST HAS LEFT YOU ALL ALONE. REMEMBERING, RELIVING
AND [ OVING LIFE, FOR THE PRESENT HAS BROUGHT A MUCH
BRIGHTER LIGHT. THE RAIN COMES DOWN CLEANSING MY HEAKRT,
CAUSING ME. TO WEEF AS THE SKY ONCE DID. NOT KNOWING WHY |
SHED THESE, NOT KNOWING WHY FOR SO MANY YEARS. LOOKING,
LAUGHING AND FEELING GOOD ABOUT THE YEARS THAT HAVE
BEENSFENT WITH THE SUMMER'S BREEZE AND THE AUTUMNS
LEAVES. THERE SHOULD BE A UTOFIA TODAY, SOME. DAY, ANY
DAY WE MUST WAIT AND ALWAYS PRAY. HOW CAN WE WISH WHEN
WISHES ARE EXTINCT AND TIME NONEXISTENT. WE ARE LOSING
ALL WEVE LIVED FOR, ALL WEVE GATHERED AND SO MUCH MORE.
FOR MAN CANNOT BE AT PEACE, THERE MUST ALWAYS BE WAR
AND WHAT WILL REMAIN; AN UNHEARD CRY, A SIGH AND 5O MUCH]

MORE.

Dawne Simon

From 1984 Issue
Untitlccl
Goocj Morning 5unsl~1inc
and how are you toc]ay?
Can we stoP and talk

forjust a moment?
Why is it that you
who gives the Eght of |iFe,
the warmth of love an even
the nourishment we ncccl,
can be so undcrstar\ding,
undemandin

and kind?

You shine down upon
E_veryonc

without favor or Prcmcerencc
How can you be so universal

Wl’lCﬂ thosc that you shinc on cannot?

CLS

l:rom 1987 lssuc
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ain

lt is Funng to me
Evcryboc’y waiting to see
A clc[ivcrcraPPcar inthe skg

And wl'lg
When Son of man said he dwellinside

A strong Pcoplc don’t need a strong leader
Or aleader at all

th time stalls

We read that the civil rights eraendedinthe 70’s
And believe it

Satanic Plans, you have to Perceivc it

Rcvcal it

To 9oursc|ves

E_ar‘t|’1 can be heaven or hell

Your mind an unlimited expanse ora cell

You’rc the one that chooses where you dwell
Masses are [7@/'/7g conditioned like a/ogs Acar/ng bells
[ ike Ager\t Smith said,

Humanity is Star'ting to smell

Fa”ing Rain, the truth tells

What is rulinggour heart?

Whatis the unclcrlging Principlcs o{:gour decisions?
Do you believe me

when ] saywe are ruled bg value systems?

50 what values do you have son?

Extcrnals can be taken awa

Hoard lcnowlcc{gc and rich you will alwags stay
We were the scholars of Timbuktu in ancient daﬂs
l watch the world stage

And interpret the lag

[Farthist cgameE

And it has no rules
]n the hands of fools that Prcach Fairy tales

oard, I say

Wl'n'le PuPPcts masters balance the scales
Olcjusticc and truth to their own convenience
Fay close attention

to the words in this next sentence

TI’IC most impor‘tant use of words

is to navigate your own conscience
50 who created the ]anguagcs we spcak
And what are the goals thcy seek?
lnclia and China T'a”< of

(hiand Farna

T he internal divinity

Transcenc//ng allthat is life and /zuman/}fg
This concept is not found in English
No word means no liglﬂt switch

To illuminate the thought

And before birth

We’rc alreaclﬂ caught

in a mental limitation

Thcy alreacly censored

Our tl—»oughts and conversations

| shout liberation

Onall Plancs of being

To Perceivc

Beﬂond touching, hcaring, and seeing
To exPericncc the fullness of be~ing

FEACE®
Michael Fraser

From SPring 2000 |ssue
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eign [all

White reign falls hcavy on his soul
soaked at his ?cct,
ma‘(ing him bitter cold.
White reign sP]ashcs on his face
runs the Icngth of his body—

CVCI’(}P[SCC.

Wlﬁisperecl, he hears the living desert
ca“ing]ﬂis name.

T}we weightcd clouds had split aPar‘t
burst out

fﬂis hea&, so wet,
drenched by the torrential reign.

]t runs off his head onto his lips
but sometimes it 5]iP5 into his
mouth and he tastes it;

5houlcl he swallow or should he sPit’?

The reign seeps through his clothes

Is there any Protection that anyone knows?
Tlﬂc desert is not nurtured by the clownPour;

the sand strugg‘cs up and it reigns more.

Not undaunted he covers his bodg with the oil
of i(nowledge and common sense

And he watches the beads of reign s]iP
over his head, past his shoulders and

run off over his toes.

50 it flows...
Soitfalls.

Vera L

From 1990 ]ssuc
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Jn\dk Wo.how ‘11

Jcnc”c Waltl-lour
From 1987 ]ssuc
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Sizzle: |nk, Pastels Sclﬁchcrazadc Ti”ct

From SPring 2000 ]ssue
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HAIR

l have beautiful hair.

But beautiful accordma to who?
Allf
and PerFummg with coconut 0||

it blow around when the wind hlts

made Po%slble bL j my I’HOHH’]'L ) perm.
Men say ] have Oooc‘l hair fhat thﬁq can
run their hnger% ’rhouah

a IHQ; dOWH JFOUHA I'HLJ ﬁhOlJId(’r‘?

l have beautiful hair.

But beautiful acc orc’mo to who?

MLJ hairis short and natural

frammg the skin on my dari(, chocolate face.

A man says he likes his sister natural.

] have beautiful hair.

But beautiful accorémd to who?

[ ong AFFILAH box lvmncls and fjenecr alese
that shme and smell sweet O(AICFICAH Fl ide
in a bottle.

] have beautiful hair.

[~ ver changing, never Pléasing everyone for
or another.

] oo i<inl<Lj.

T—oo short.

T oo fake.

T oo 5traight.

Not natural.

] have beautiful hair.
But beautiful according to who?

Am|b
[ auren Allen

From 1996 |ssue

ack according to you?

ONYX SPring 2004
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“WHO | AM (FOEM FOR MOMMY)”

for years

iwas Proud

of bcing

true

ghanaian

surrounded by

Purple

Flying

free

from slavcry

colonialism
roud

that l knew

my roots and

not lost

like the millions

infinite

african-americans

whose Family

origins

umbilical cords

5|owle unraveled

untiéd and cut

from their mother

land

used for

lenchings n

AME RIKK KA

in my soul,

i reigned

like my mother
ueen

nefertiti

queen mother

nana

ﬂoating

freedom

from the

535tematic rapes

of black women

bq white slave owners

and black men alike

my F;amily

was not

enslaved

50 ! tthoughf

my mother’s skin
sweet caramel

is celebrated

in ghana

a PFC{:CFFC& CO]OT

mommy
you are a strangcr
immersed in the tide
of ebon

dark cocoa beans

mother

you were Proucl

to possess

a whiter complexion
Proud

while others

sit in the dark
unable to HH
unilluminated

eaten away

by seﬂlcontcmpt
{jeclmgs of
incertitude
because theirhair
like wool

is not

straight cnough
because their noses
are flat stubs

i tl"lought i could
fly

itis only in
AMERIKKKA
that my brothers
and sisters
defeat me

with colorism

in AFRICA

l assumed
sovereigntﬂ

was not based on
shades of skin
magf)c not

mommy
wheni

when ghana

looks at you

you are forever

an embodiment

of a consciousness

that whiter

is better

that midnight

tar skin

is shame.

a sgmbol of

truth

that a white man

cluring africa’s colonization
raPed

a lf)lBCk woman

he was my grcat—grandﬁat}'\cr

maybc l didrm’t Fly

Nana Osafo
[From Spccia] |ssue 1997
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nyx €S

Crgptocrgsta”ine

CryPt, for the unc{crground vault

my grandmérc Pcaccfu”g lies in

i lived in the womb of the womb she gave life to
Our hands never touched though

“Granémére, ] swear your black eyes
in that Photo

in the living room

FOLLOWLED
ML »

As | write this poem,
i realize that i do not
even know your name

letters hidden in your
dark Precious Onyx E\qcs

Your last name thougl‘\

was | A GUERRE

Warrior—martgr

you gave away the last breath of life

to your babg

r‘lard dark onyx eyes that watched over me.

Crgstal eyes that must have shed

tears as you cxPircc‘]

l(nowing that you would never be able to
laH your eyes on your babg.

Natasl"na Labazc

From 1990 ]ssuc

( ]ntitlcd

«..not black enough,”
someone said
in soft disgust.
not black cnough?
| ask-
always ask
mgselF,
not too
tart
magbc too sweet
Just me
an cn’citﬂ in space
not
reen orred
but filled
with all the glorious color
of a goldcn catlﬂeclral,
so thati may be
what i may-
not one
or the other but
P|ura|~
“can anyone understand?”
my eyes silentlg qucstion
“does anyone want to?”?

my soulwl—n's!:vc:rs~

let me
feel blinc”y without
vision
without so as not to feel

Figurc or grouncl— the pangs-
s0 as not tojudgc those who chose their color
blindness
are but ignorant-
fools i claim-
fools-
but to hear the well heard-
my mind again
asks my unaccountable soul
what is

not black

cnougl—x?

Carol Tatc

f:rom 1990 Issuc
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The Thickness of Blood

WI'IO says blood runs thicker than water?
For starters, my red cvcr~1qowing,
ever 5hinning blood

]s linked to someone unknown to me.

l dor’t care.

[ iar.

Wc” adoPtlon was her OPthl‘l
And she opted to glvc me up
lr\ I’lOPCS of a better life filled with confusion and

animosity.

l hate her

[ iar.
She held me.

r—‘lclcl me inside l’]Cl‘, warm and safe for nine

months.

The best days of my life.

[He watched his wife in Pain with either hatred or
elation.
Or maybe he was absent, during this supposedly joyous
Y S PF 5J8

occasion.

Probably.
Frobab[g not.

When she conceived me, she instant]y relieved me of my
ldcntlty
]nsamtg crcPt upon me as ] was embraced into a new

Famn]

Cuddlcd and kissed in white soft loving arms.

Pl ncvcrforgivc her.

[ iar.

My anonymous Mothergivcr,

shc turned me loose.

Am I suppose to Forget about the ropes,
the tight noose,

the beautiful trees stained with b]ood,

the cl‘manging rearranging of Gocl,

to the white man above?

Never!

Do ] have any love for her.
Yeah.

l:_vcn though my ancestrg was taught to me

Througl’r books and bug eycd looks
That tore my flesh.

Wl‘\cre is she? thrc was she? Whois she?

Do | wanna know,
Who gave me this beautiful skin and crazy

afro?

Yeah.

I'm gonna sto thinking about [er.
5 P B
| sar.

5|—1€ s cemented in my mind hard.
At mght my inner tl‘noughts try and

FI ht the Frlght

of loving one whom l’vc never met.

Shc stole a P'art of my soul.
Or maybe,

she’s holdmg onto it waiting.

Sctl'l Marklc
}:rom Fa” | 997]ssuc
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Still iving and Still | ife

T wo friends

once ClOSC, inseParab]e

thcg could magica“g feel
each others thoughts.

NOwW

an occasional g]ancc or

“hello”

as thcy both goin seParate directions
don’t you see

time was the enemy

tlwcg grew up

Anthony Snowdcn
I 9 |s¢
From 1989 [ssue ﬁog cht Door

rlc was different
the hooded eyes
shaded a sadness

Oﬂly ]CCW COUICJ 5€¢E

He ran away
in order to live

he had to

some undcrstood

some wondered aloud
whg such a young bog
had to g0 s0 far away
to be a

man.

Antl')ony Snowdcn

l:rom 1998 ]ssuc
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Mango Clﬂutncg and K ool-Aid

Thank God for white bogs and boy bands.

That kind of vapid happincss cannot be taught.
Guys named PBrandon and Kﬂ]c sing about those things

that white girls exPect and black girls want but never get.

] confcss,

l almost bought Koo[—Aicl the other dag.

«;

l Pickcd up something red and JUiCH” but,

the Package was too slick for my touch and l slow]y

put it bacl(, snug between two others-
etto-fabulousness.”

‘G

]’d like to think my tastes are more refined.

PUFEOSC)CUHS seParating mysch )Crom any and 8” traces O{:

Cranbcrrg juice, chilled in a wine g]ass with a squeeze of lime

ora clroP o% voc”<a, anﬂthing with a rccognizable label.

But, when l am around them,
yes them...

I trg so hard to appear non~threatcning, Putting off all the

“I” thnic” vibes | can muster.

(Laughing to mgsc”-)

| sing, along to the latest blanched anthem,
saying:

Bﬂc bgc bgc

to all the Pretenscs...

to the absolutes and the extremes

that could never describe me.

] am, without a doubt, as black as theg come,

And just how black is that?

Blac{ cnouglﬁ to know that l exist outside of a box
wa”PaPercc‘] inlies and images that are

too big-li ed, and wide-nosed to be anything but animal?
Spp EiTimg

We”, hereis my Statement of Furpose:

] can’t sing

50 l write.

Thank God for white boy bancls, who sing, what I can

onlg clroP one }33 one on the page. | am my mother
grandmother grcat~grandmot|wcr great grcat-grandmotl'\cr.
| am 1\16 Carib. | am 1\ 6 white. Co[onizccl and colonizer
togethcr n my blood. [Tirst Nations victim cscaping my

red blood but filled to the brim with black white and ochre.

| am island and mainland and dirt, sinking beneath my

own inc]lgcnous feet. ] am a memory —-a l‘)istorg of strug)g]e
that will live like a genie on velvet couches in the forefront
oFyour mind and my legs are still chained and my toes are so cold

COHICC’

kohled

Natasha Marin
[From SPring 2001 |ssue

ONYX Spring 2004




Jazz

] never rca“9 aPPreciatccUazz until he Playccl itonme
| would just stare at sheets of music~cr3ptic

| neveranew the rlﬁytlﬁm’s ]ucic]ity orits potence

| never imagincc{ that the music becomes like ]iquid
] never dreamed ] would long for virgim’tg

Just 50 I could give it up agin and again

and again.

And now when he Plags the jazz

he holds my hand, Prcssingf ose kegs and reaching those cords
Pve torn up my music sheets

now | Plag 53 ear

and he gives me the music again and again

and again.

Tiphanic Yaniquc (Galiber-(GGundel
[ rom SPring 1999 lssuc
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Well, does she fit the c{cscription?

I_u” allurmghps
Tc”mg the CXP]lle exPIOIts of

Sexq, smooth Hersheg skin
Bqngmg boc’g
roPer|3 Pronouncmg every curve and muscle.
Cl‘lxscled to most men’s satisfaction.
5/76 must run track with those /cg5 e

S’rorc bou ht cyes
shxe]dmg hcr soul but Fondlmg; my mngnntron
W/wts behind that st: 1//7?(/ o'/ ass?
Wf/mt does she want to /7/(/@
Nothmg her tlghtly woven hair doesn’t suggest.
Notl’n'ng her Proportions don’t a|ready tell.

Black Woman.
Udecniablﬂ, and unmista‘(ablﬂ fine

Seductive wittiness

Machismo taming,

ATTITUDE.

Ma‘(mg my mission to PléabC you

tease me wit your scnsuallt\zj and %ensxtlwtg
Selﬁrelnnt arrogant

]_ovmg, and comps assionate

Cer’mmlg not ﬂawlcss but Pcr(cct

You've got my attention.
And you can have my affection...if you want it?

Shamik |. Mitchell
From SPcciaHssuc 1997
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Reality?

black duderags, Pink curlers, outside house shoes,
worn out robes

Cussing, f‘]ocing.

No Pri&e. No self esteem

Bitches with Attitude

Babics having babies

Co s and robbers - everyone wants to be the
robber

Shots and screams violent dreams.

Boyz will be Boyz...
In Da Hood,

success is unknown

fearis power

There are no hopes,just f”loop Dreams

No strivers for success - They’rc}ust striving to
survive

Mcnaccs to a societg that does not want or care
for them

Where are the idols?

Wl’!o are the Joc Clarks?

Thcg say that there are many roads to choose
from...

On]g one is accessible to those Strapped and
traPPecl.

Or s0 it seems.

H: the other road exists, how come we can’t see the

light?

K ahlillah Dotson
From Special lssue 1997

ONYX Spring 2004

| ittle ( 5ir|s

When ] was asked to define reality
as Part of my urban theraPﬂ

] on]g said what was real to me.

Reaiit}j is little black gir]s with lopsiclccl Pongtai]s
fastened with gigantic Pink elastic balls.

Realit9 is these little girls who smack tl‘rcirgum too
loudly

and sPcak too soon, who bcgin to trade in their white
P]astic ken dolls for chocolate ones of more life-sized
Propor‘tions.

Reality is these little gir]s who think education ends in
tenth graCJc,

who memorize every song that cPitomizcs them as casy
hoes,

and who sPeak with dees and dems, instead of these and
those.

Realit is these girls who get turned out, put out, or
Y ot g P
locked out of socictﬂ.

Rcalit9 is these little gir]s who don’t care where their

babg’s c{addﬂ be.
And the saddest rea]it9 of a”, is that this is the on/y
realitg these little girls see.

Jamila Moore

rom SPring 2000 |ssue
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Soul Search

Oh beautiful for spacious skies,

Samc skies that dark faces couldn’t look upon for
Picking out the

Amber waves of grain.
On PurP]c mountains mjcsty
Abovc the blood filled )

T hat was then and this is now.

Now we still a Pickin) still a Pickin, still a Pick—e—ting.

anes.

TI’IC on]y difference is attire that we are allowed to
wear in the field.

Ohne little, two little, three little, Negroes, four
little,

Wait! | et’s start again.

One little, four little, one little, four little, four back
to one, four to one, four to one,

Forty~onc!

W|'1at if one shot bounced back?

Inspector say well lets check the source and see
what the one Ncgro was rcaching for.

On~|ool<ing Negrocs say your source ain’t Primar3,
bitch.

Your source ain’t Primar s

Wl‘\at if one shot bounced back?

My countrg tears of t|—acc, ones who couldn’t sa
shit cause their voices were strang’cd 139 the vines
of trees in the

Sweet land of libcrty.
O thee | sing!
Cnly | see,
Modcrn minds still swinging, still lwanging their
Fants, their Chains, their hands, their
ain.
Land where my fathers c]icd,
ENOUGH SAID.

[From every mountain sidc,

ENOUGH SAID.

| et freedom ring.

ENOUGH SAID.

Scc it's Funng how theg wont let us be number l, Aé
matter what it is

Went from Fublic Encm3 # 1,
Slidc down to 2 and
Introducing the new candidate for Number i

Osama, Osama,
(I say mg) own black smiles co”apsc like WTC

Bin Laden, Bin Lac{en,
(Bccn lctting) this shit I"naPPcn for too long.

Dream l had last night,

MLK, C]OD, and MFC/ sat down and we
discussed lyrical content.

MLK said “write those lyrics of peace”
G.O.D. said “write those lyrics of faith”

MFC said ]’m confused.

How can ] write about what isn’t there or what is
lackluster?

MFC asked to be excused, and called lnFiniti and
told him the content is wrong,

We aint writing what we know,

We ain’t writing what we show,

Den what the hell we writing fo!

What the hell we Fighting fo!

MFC left the Last Suppcr and brother Malcolm

over heard from outside and said “write lyrics for

revolution.”

TV cameras caught view and then the revolution
was destined to be televised.

But on that day BET had technical clig:icu|t3,
chl‘micolor clig:iculty,
Wl'wen N Sync made the countdown.
Fissed me off so l turned the channel back to 50u|
T rain.
Brokc down and cried when the Soul T rain
derailed, Video Soul got canceled and T he

Box sold out to MTV
Wl‘!y don’t we have a vote?
\N|’10 vote to get back black music or a black
Presic’cnt and if you are from Floric{a we have to
throw your olcl, scratchy voices out since you did it
to us.
ENOUGH SAID.
MFC said for me to tell you a little lesson he
learned.
|nfiltration only happenec’ when one of our own
sold out,

Soul fell out of the videos,

Souls fell of the train when it derailed.

We search the bodies for survivors and 41
passengers were still éancing, Pointing at one man
rcaclwing for his life.

Mind elevation will be lctting off on the seven floor

of Dowh’ng.
Wlwcrc do we go {:rom here? And where do we
O unmnseesanamses Do ckouwbiil

Connc” Cloyd
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| | ove Milk Chocolate

| ke Milk Chocolate,

much more as a conccpt
than asa cancly ora PreccPt

(though I’d like to have

my cake and eat it, too).

but Milk Chocolate, it’s like

a rca] c{rcam, man.

T he child of Skim and Chocolate
Milk and Cocoa.

It makes no al:vologg for bcing sweet
and creamt

Not forced to decide between

[t's bcing one or the other

Crcam9 or Sticky sweet

Milkﬁ or Chocolatclg, as it were.

You see, it’sjust what it be
Pcoplc dorw’fjuc‘ge

or Point

or sneer

saying onlg,

“Youre not rca”g Mi”(”

or, “You’re not rca”3 Chocoiatc”
and both “Bccause

You’re not like me (or tl'lcm)”

| ke Milk Choco[atc, yes
but also

] am like M|”< Chocolate

]an Smith-DaH

From SPring 1998
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l hc Iylan
Who is that man?

he can make

me cry, sometimes

Who is he

who can PU“ my

smile from under

the frown?

What is he to me

that he can understand
where others have failed?
]s he Part of me

when at times

our thoughts mesh?

A stranger

when we can’t seem

to Figure cach other out
he isjust the man

in love with me.

Avril

From 1989 lssuc

r bong Lovc

I’m Clrowning in the sea of uncertaintuy.
I cant Figure out what l want to do.
W]’n’r could be h aPPf'nmg; to me?

l want to be free!

T cach me to SWim, Bab}), because

l love 90(1!

Dorian Young

From 1984 lssuc

JAD]
Coohn’

Tal(mg thmgs as ’rhcg come
Jus’r havma{un

Aan ind

First and ] hird there is no cure!

You’re as crazy as the first time that you set foot
on this P]anet

Wl’uj don’t we find a Place where we can rest
Ancl Put to the test
Thls crude thmg youca
Can you relate?

D|g this- You re fountain OFJ

me fhaf‘

th roll your eyes: at the skies that conceived you

T}‘nat convinced me that there’s no hopc on earth
for all man kind.

Dorian Young

From 1984 lssue

love and l call hate.

But ] m no toy, dort ca

fjupplgma cach other with 5freng;t!—1
nd cour: age
dor’t worry man,
] got your back
S P .
Laug]’ning, T easing, \'/jwcaring
Bu’r nevercrging
S

Doys for life

]mmeram‘l in the grave toEK:s of out era
ood

rree O‘ )ﬂg W()Il("”lj concerns

60 we PrefenA
[ ric Todd Rice

f:rom 1987 ]ssuc

remalc‘a l‘l()OP brother
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ecca hAann

rom Spring 1999 |ssue
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For Peter, the beautiful bird that flew away

Love isa memory which l cannot recall. ] had tasted a

droP that was sweeter than wine, and a thousand times more

intoxicatirxg to my soul.

The nigl‘lt we shared was beautifu], but ] wish he could have
lasted to lead me to the sunrise, but as the Pcai( of dusk, he flew

into the skﬂ.

His scent stays with me sti”, as his words rest on my mind, but
[His presence will ever be misscd, and his thoughts ever divine.

| aura Griffin

From 1990 ]ssuc

I urnstiles

]’vc gota turnstile in my bedroom.
“Sing]c file.., One at a time Plcase!”
Say my blue clad workers.

I’ve gota turnstile in my bedroom.

Because of all the traffic and volume.

[tis Protcction against the darkness and the gloom.
ln case a false love attcmpts to bloom.

Orwarm touch makes me swoon.

M9 conductor will croon,

“Move along..., KCCP moving, Plcasc.”

Pve gota turnstile in my bedroom.

Kun your card.

Or c!roP a token.

Barelg aword need be sPo‘ccn.

T]’]c ticket taker makes small talk while jokin’

But he’s here to insure my heart don’t get broken.

Pve gota turnstile in my bedroom.

You could be a home wrecker.

That’s whg ]’vc gota metal detector.

Mﬂ blue clad minions will act as protectors.

[ oric Walker

I:rom 1997 ]ssuc
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I xposure Esl'wcna Davis

[ rom SPring 2001 ]ssue
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85 T Y]

Thcrc are very few with the l'lungcr] have.
T here are very few with the skills | have.
T here are very few with the thirst | have.
Therc are very few with the stamina | have.

The will l have

T he drive I have
T here are very few with the agilitg | have to take it down low and kccp it up top without brea‘dng my

soul.
The Fccling, the taste in my mouth
| want to ‘(CCP ricling this ride until it won’t go out

I thougl’\t it was about talent and the game ] could bring.
Too many Peoplc think thcg run this tl'lang.
Changing face while sacriﬁcing all t|'1c9 know.
| would rather die than give up my soul

Causc they don’t have the strength | have to keep it real when it should be real
Y 8 P

I stru%lc to overcome
You give up in the battle
l ‘«ZCP Fighting til ]’ve won

T his is not some invention, some Plan | have clcsigncd

This is the way it should be...

Welive ina world where children are dging and yet million dollar contracts are still rising,

r‘lave we Forgottcn about A]DS and Povcrty and hoPe?

Tcaring down one anothers dreams, yet hoEing for something better
Can there be anything better when notl'n'ng as changcd?

Thc qucstions are out therc, yet the answers remain hidden.

Must we live for the unknown?

Can we rise above racism and sexism and power?

Tl’mc dreamis out there
Waiting to be uncovered
O en your eyes to the sk
peny 9 Y

Hj it is not you
Than it will be me

» Angela T. Anderson
ONYX SPring 2004




GQS Rebuttal

| acquired this abilit}) to rhymc/ but this ambition that | have in my heart and my mind/ didn’t take
time for me to develop it,/ it was innate/ for | inherited it/ from two strong parents who’s conviction
in me,/ was that | would not fail/ which made my mission to be/ that | would excel/ inhale and

e/ the Positive in detail/ and never get derailed/ |'m alwaﬂs ontrack/ thisis nota

exha
misconccption itis Purelﬂ a Fact/ and my Pcrccption/ oFyour elusive cxPrcssions/ is t}'latgou’re
trying to confuse me then surround me in your dcprcssion/ and if thatis your weaPon/] l‘\ope you
get the imPression/ that my c.onccPtion inmy abilities/ is bcyoncl the hostility/ that you could ever
do to me mcntallﬂ/

But if you do hurt me menta”g/ it will onlg be transitory/ foritis manclatorg/ that | continue to

ersist/ because my persistence will always exist/ it is inveterate,/ | am more eloquent/ and you're
P yp Y 9 y
even worth the words used to diss your intc”igcncc/ 50 Plcase/ 'm going to win, it’s a menta
disease/ not transient/ its here to stay, never to leave/ so please bclieve/ that l will succeed/
whether you claim that gou’re omniPotent or that 3ou’re better than me,/

So emigrate/ to another country or to another state/, but whatever you do/ realize that the mind
of GQ/ is off limits to you/ and whetherit’s your Point of view/ or your PerccPtion/ that 'm

sup osed to be under 9ou/ because that's what your exPectin’/ well you need to check
it...[Decause you are deﬁnitcly c]ogmatic/ and |'ve clefinitelg about had it/ and I'm sorry hcgou dor’t
have the habit/ of rcFusing to be average/, but if you choose to be average/ thenitis my intuition/
tlwat\ ou choose to lose at lilce, because you refuse to ]isten/ and i\cyou coulcljust pay attention/
then ] would try to mention/ that the Proximit9 between your thoughts and actions are chinitclH
missing,/ 50 Pm sorry if | shocked you, or if | blew your cover,/ Uust had to let you know that your

diss went in one ear and out the other.

Gcrrard Jamcs
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BLACK TKRINITY

Thcy came to me wishing, three black fairies

Thciryoung wlﬁiPPcd into their shoulders like scriPturcs
Of black as sin and pure as snow | ord make me, | pray
Tlﬁree they came with "xolcs, one nail thick in their Palms
One nail thick in througlw their dusty feet

Thc Tl—urcc siPPing the blood of those who die for evergthing
A]ways with a head stone “Rest in...Alwaﬂs the same

A” three dressed in blac‘(, the SCCOﬂd with tears crawling
On her coal co]ored, c{ustg cheek — tears strcaking, writing

Always the Same for black fairies with holes in their feet
Always the same Jcsus, with eyes of blue and hair that ones
With the wind; never with locks, never feet of bronze—

Maﬂbc it rubbed off somcwhcre, the Third saicl,
Magbc it rubbed off but never tainted, magbe

lt would come back I’liding under the brim of a crown
Maybe to Proclaim: l am King, l am Frecdom, ] am

A shadow that hides from its scci(er, gets lost in the night
Black shadow of a black man, son of black fairies, now old

The sonofa young black Fairg, now old and wand-less,
Without Fairy dust,

Magbc, my mothers sPrinHed itin Fairg land so that I can
566 reddersunsets

Magbe her wand flashes ]ights of red and blue and red
Strcaking with sirened sounds clag and niglﬁt to let me know
Shc’s there

Tl‘xcg’” never get lost, give them stories of north and
5trcct]ig}1t5 for stars

To lead them north to freedom north guiding their way,
Maﬂbe,

Strectlights bring reachable white moons; black daughtcrs 5tancling

(nder,

Thc First saicl, a strcctligl'\t so that Fingcrs of her shadow
Might touch his black shadow as he passes to go north

Alwin A.D. Jones
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S[ivic!.com

The clock in room 54 of the science wing,
always toged with me. lt would move close to 845 then
back to 8:43. ]t didmt help that it was a smilcg face
clock either. Bio]ogy was one of my more boring
classes. Miss | ewis went on and on about Darwin’s
nature versus nurture and survival of the FittCSt,
whichever the right one was who knew. She kePt going
on about how one’s environment influences them. Fina”g,
the clock hit ciuarter ast and class was over.

Tabor Acaj;mg was in the middle of nowhere
Marion, Massachusetts. | he school was right on the
beach front and the way that the nicclg cut grass and
the water complimentcd the school was Price]css. lt was
one of those stuci@up schools where there was a strict
dress code and rules about when one sleeps.

l went to breakfast and upon cntcring the
cafeteria | caught sharp screaming from LJanc
Ohrenberger, who was 3ening, “Brooke stop it! |t's
not Funng put it away!”

APParcnt!H, Brooi(c had Put Janc’s donut
around his Penis and was chasing heraround the
cafeteria. | thoug]ﬁt it was amusing but Janc was not
amused at all. Brooke was a sicinny red-headed kid from
Martha’s Vincgarc{. ] didn’t know if we were friends
because l was black and he hadn’t known that many
black People orif we wcrejust friends. Broo‘«: had also
grownup with four brothers who had gone througlﬁ
TaborAcadcmy and he was the last-born. ] his might
have made him a little more Phgsica] than usual. lgot a
bagc] and some OJ and Brooke and l started wa”dng
up to the Clﬁapcl.

“You still a P]ying for Proctorship, homcg?” He
asked as we walkccrup.

“Yeah, | think | might doit. |t's good for
co”ege aPPlications you know,” | rcplied, trging to
make it seem unimportant.

Most of tE
dorm, our dorm parents were Bi”y and Nanng
C]ough who had three kids. Mr. Clough was my
Eng]ish teacher and his wife Nanny taugl'xt a creative
writing class. | roomed with Davey Yeh an Asian kid
from | aiwan who unlike Brooke Douglas was clean
and didn’t try rea”g hard to hide his money.

lgot back to the dorm and started on my
Proctorship paper. lt was Mrs. Clough’s idea that l

e sophomorc boys lived in West

HPP]}} She told me | had a good chance of becoming
one. | heideaof having my own room with a friclge and

a television were more pleasing to me than babysittin
P had Y =4

50

some freshmen l(ids, but if the two came togcthcr,
then so be it.

| had finished my essay and went to drop it
off in the Academic (enter. When | entered the

computer room | caugl’mt a devious smile on Brool(e'ﬁ

face. f"lc was on the ﬁ()nlputer Iooking at somc—:thing,
somcthing that was holc‘ling his attention. l went to
checkit out.

“What up homeg, look what | got,” he said to
me but, never lool(ing at me. l looked at it but it was
oan a Package from some website called Vivid.com.
A Tabor, we were notified if we got Packagcs
througlﬂ the e-mail sgstem and so students checked
their e-mails numerous times a day.

“Wlﬂat’s 50 spccial‘?” Whﬂ was he so l’laPPH'?

“]’” show you tonight!” he 36”6& as he ran
away, ] think to Picl( up his Pacl(agc from the
mailroom.

Mﬂ interview for Proctorship was scheduled
for seven o’clock that night with Mrs. Hazlewood.
She didr't know me that well so | was a little nervous.
Mrs. Haz!cwood was in her early thirties with two
kids and one on the way. The interview went
smootHg; | was imPrcsscd with mgself.

Thc C]oughs were on duty, wc”, Nanng
Clough, who was rather strict when she was on dutg a
contrast to her bubb]ing Personality, but she was
Prcgnant and each month we were reminded bﬂ the
size of her stomach.

“How was your interview?” Sl—le asked,
genuinclg interested.

“]t was ok it went alrigl’lt, l think she liked me.”

“Tl‘xat’s good and you know all ] have is gooc]
things to say about you,” she said checrfu”y.

“T hanks Mrs. Clough, | aPPreciatc it:?

«All rigl‘nt, bogs lights out in tifteen minutes.”
Shc 36”6& out as she Patro“ed the rest of the hall.
Nanng Clough alwaﬂs Patro”ccl the hall twice, once
when she made the fifteen minute announcement and
the second time to make sure all the ligl']ts were out.

Now it is a quarter to eleven and lights out
was at ten thirty‘ | snuck into Brookc’s room to
borrow his la top because he writes his Bio]ogy
notes on his i:;Fs toP comPuter. As ] entered the
room E)rool(e told me to ciuic,u\Lj come on in. [ Je was
sitting on his couch watcl'ling some tlﬁing on his
c,omPuter.

“What you watching?” | asked all excited,

bccausc oF thc secrecy.
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]f s ’rl'lc \/lwd DVD l got in the Pagkagc

tod: ayremem ber. He whnspercd, as he motioned me
overto have a seat on the couch next to him.

“ls this the Packagc‘ from \/|v1c com?*

“Ye ah watch this!” he said with a smile on face.

T_he D\/D was avery graphlg. porno movie. ] had
seen nal«x{ Pictures on the internet I)ut, never
amjthing like this. BrooLe stared at this screen
mtensehj without ﬂmchmd

O}'I my g god! fﬂomm) this is insane, look how
she takes that in her mouth!” he said without ]oolng his
focus on the screen. ] realized Nanm) C|ough hadn't
made her second round tr 1P, l didm’t want to get
C:aught'

Brooke when your done let me borrow the

Bio notes?”

tlwe screen.

l asked wnthout also looamg focus from

f1om€g relax. l m done you can have it. ] m
domg to bed. Thc notes are in my Aocuments, BIO
notes. L_dbt thmg thouglﬂ, hand me that lotion before
cave.” he had a déviou% smile on his face.

“Yeah no prob lem T hanks brookg"’ ] said
m,ma to hurrL) with the LaPtoP which had the porno

LjOlJ

still Pl ujmg
/\ffer ] gave him his intensive care lot|on l
went for the door while almultaneouslg I searched for
the volume button with out any luck. WI’\CH the door
cracked oPenecl, a five month pre gnant Nanng
( lough was wtandmg in the (“loor way Ioolqng very
unh: appy- We stood there for about five seconds in
snleme l was scared and she was gettmg more Peevc‘c‘l
}nj the moment. T”\f‘ onlg sounds you could here came
from the comPuter “rluk me, h: 3rcl(*r oh Ljealﬂ oh
ye: ah!” T‘vche words Pll“ the ass alappmg were the
on|c sounds audible in our five second silence.
J ] stood there nervous as hell c{esperateh
sf‘archma for the volume button. A” l could do was to
close H‘ne laPtoP which some how made the volume

IOU( (= £

CJIV( me the comPuim 7! (jhe commanded
tur nmga” shades of red lu the second.

What LomPuter l'f‘P|" d dumb-founded, as if
she had not noticed the Idptop mnmy hand.

I he one in your hand!
the coml;mter and went str naht to bed.

T WO Aazjs |atc°r wa”qno to the cafeteria ] saw

Mrs ( Iouglﬁ sfandnw next to H‘u c’oorwag clﬂaftmv toa

student who mlght have been her lm.)g sitter. /\ﬁ ]

5}16 rep lied. | gave her

Passec’ her bottomjaw droPPed in amazement.
She shook herhead in silence as ] walked bg,
com(u:mg the babL ~sitter.

“Yo l‘lomcgl ' called Brool«z from the other
side of the cafeteria.

“What’s uP'?” | replicd as l walked over
there.

Don i worry about the comPuter ] I get it

back. Tlﬁcre was a pop quu in bio toclaﬂ thouglﬂ
He warned me, as f uizwas harderthen usual I
got aomethmg to eat anj went to check my mail in
tl'le academic center. T}'\erf‘ was a letter addressed
to me from Tabor Acaclc*mg so it had to be about
the ProctorbHP l knew ] had not received it
because Nanny Clough was bUPPOSCd to %Pcak
on my behalf and after the incident two mghts ago, ]
do not think she had many nice thmgo to say about

me. The rcjection letter read:

DearSl’lawn H uclson

We are sorry 70 R
That was it; ] did not need to read anymore. ]t was
not a blg dlsaPPomtmcnt because ] knew l was not
Uomg to get it. ]n Bmlogg] everyone came n
revnewnncf tl’!Clr notes, and ] )uc,t sat in the back tired
from tl'ns afternoon and the Past two c{agb
Clcar your desk,” said Miss Lewxs as she
started l‘lanc‘mg out the quxac‘s Ol( you may
begm
T}‘IC quu was multiple chorce which ] did not
érooke sald “The
answeris alreadg t‘ﬁcre home
Tl’le first qlJ€af1c)|1 was: ]1( a
equa“q Prcchsponcc] to aggresslon and that

mmd SO mUCl’l b?CSUSC as

] Iﬁumans are

deg—;rc‘c of a%reaﬂon individuals’ dlsplay arises in
lﬁSPOﬂﬁC to Fcatures o{ thc environment to WI"IICI‘]

theg were ralsed this is ......

A) Natura] Selectlon B) Evolution
C) NUFtUFC D) t‘!credity

Jamcs Dormon
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912”7

|t sure did hurt

Hurt like crashing towers of reality

I:a”ing upon the throne of dominating ignorance
Kings now jcstcrs in the international scene

Quccns heard rumbles of the island’s ring
Muthafucka, it hurt

More than the masters whiP, but his dick

]n my great, greater moms

Fertilizcé egg gives rise to confused progeny

Hurt like biracial in classes of homogcnous students
Hurt like “is that your real hair?”

Hurt like “what are you?”

[Hurt more than auntjcmima and uncle ben

Mal’l brcakFast, luncE, and dinner still owned by the

corPorzate media masta

Do you know of hurt?

Do you understand the Pain lgct seein my sistas c{cng
t]’xeirgodlg comP]cxion?

ASSI"IO]C, Barbic is not Perrcction.

Hurt like the word “nigger.”

I‘|ur‘c so muchwhenwe use “nigga.”

Fass the dollar cause the time ] sPcnd on this betta
make a cl'range

Alter the Psgchc of corrupt Political aPachcs
Swinging on the vines of a bureaucratic trapeze
Concocting Plots to traP me

This aint no dream,

Mulﬁfjucka don’t slaP me

Hurtlike 666 cmbracingyour cru~ci-fix

And MLK restin }33 lynchcd bodies bg sticks

That shit hurt more than JCFFcrson celebrated with
Famc

Chop his dick off before in 53“3 Hcmming’s, he came
An American Controvcrsy

An American Controvcr59
An Amcri-kkk Controvcrsy

Shit was real, don’t believe the l‘lﬂPC
Hurt like ya mom’s od’ed on china white
4
Kitchen tablc, snot of floor containing ills of
3esterc|ag’s KlelygelV
Hurt cause EuroPca ns stole our lmow]cclgc, fucka

bOI’TOW

May d33!m1
£(9 ] 2]) ((9 ] 2))

? “nine one two”

“nine one two
Hurt like the on]y thing you wanna dois Plag basketball

Hurt like the 01119 thingyou think we cando is Play
basketball

\5 hinx, the Egyptians- black mathematics
il

e world without our inventions, high]y static

[Hurt like stars and striPcs in bag of Pigs
fﬂur‘t more than amadu shot bg a }335 of Pigs
That bullshit hurt like

1492

1896

1945

1968

1940, the year of Biggcr Thomas
hurt cause Richard Wright aint wrong
black stcreotgl:vc Pcwadc cause BET still on

hurt more than cugcnics and the bell curve
hurt cause sistas don’t aPPrcciatc their curves
Demonic mechanism, mo]ding mental schisms to low self

esteem

America........

Westernization brings forth damnation

Modcrnizing industrialization built on the backs of the
slave nation

From this land ] need a mental vacation

To the
Man hattan Froj ect

Exp]ooooc{e like bullets in Projccts
[:_xplooooodc like Plancs ancycocLPits
In caPitalistic builclings thriving of 3/5% stock chips

Crashing like towers to hurt our rcalitg
Wl'n'lc the throne of clominating ignorance cause

American Fatalitg

Hollal
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Mak-A-do-cious Keila P.

ONYX SPring 2004 55




A Drive to | ake | angano

Wistful winds of high vclocity,

ah yes, what a Fecling.

Rusldn’s Passion for mountains have |

and those Promontorics of lavish light blue,
favor realizations: l ambut a Passcrbg.

And such a zenith of that vermillion sun,

the clever c]oucl, my love; scarlet in the wind.

Dicl ] mention hillocks of the purest green?

So Plain and lig]nt, the slightcst glimPse; a gleam.

A craven am ] for qucstioning life.

Behold eyes, that which is grandcur.
[f on the morrow, | die of sorrow;

remembcr Langano, anc{ a“ its many SPICﬂdOFS.

Ncwagc Daniel

Didn’t K now

] humble mgscllc when l talk to you

| didnt see it chore, but now it’s clear
You loved me and | didn’t know

] was the world to you

A diamond in your bag of rocks
Your rig}'lt hancl, l didn’t realize it

Too young to understand

A victim of circumstance

Didr’t know how to Proccccl

| see it now, it’s so clear

50 now
l humble myscllc when l talk to you

Jasmine Wallace
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Mﬁdmatc

Mng ] make love to your Tate

thmu]ate your mind until l drive you insane with Pdﬁﬁloﬂ

MaLe you crave for my words of intellect

WIH"I words of dee f|’10uahh mé a%%admd and Pencfrahnd your brain
f\/lag ] touch LjOUFIHf@”(’Lf caress your sel resPeLt

/-/\Hd vlve you 5Cumh’ to all your fhoucrhts of nef]ed

Fa»non ateILJ ] look into your splrmmlmj which in ’rotahh

C ontains -scnsualltL) that Bc—‘md the essence of your pe rsonallty

I have Ljet to discover another ‘7llk,l"l as you

W}'m’r you possess is like no other

] allow you to become my ment al and Pl’upmal lover
[ et’s Pulmate to the rl'ujthm of knowleﬂ

Our brain waves mer an todc ~ther

]nto our qulﬁt underst: mdmd

[ et’s ()Pc n ourselves to lov@ and the thrill of knowled ge

rawﬂon s nevere nclmd t}'lrlh’r ” us with the mixture of Iove

Pounclmc’ it's we ay tlﬁloudl'l the pores
Of our Bemd as we c|lm ax~/\~7 Q)ne
Dlm ove rma an unknown fe e]mv greater than this
M()FC‘ Powu‘{ul to the mind ‘rl‘mn flﬁc most intimate kiss
Cjenf]q let your tonfue create a tender tone
/\nc‘l your words of royz alfq will sit upon my throne

L,“tmm’reh ) ] aurrenderwﬂ,hout reluctance or fear

r orin my heart I know ] have found a man of pure and entire beautg
(Jenfh l Place your soul next to mine

f)o tl'xe two can intertwine over time

Creatind a union which is absolute and divine

When you exPcncme me Phqsua”g ] know it will be gumme

f or wl‘zen ] make love to your ondg ] will know ] first made love to your mind

| aura Louis—-]:ils




Manual Reflection ]:_|aina M. Mcnds

38 ONYX Spring 2004




The Spirits to Rest

fﬁolding you as theg have been
since AFrica that is.

Coming out of the water

out of their disPoscd bodies

throwned overboard.

ourflesh became fish
our natural heat risen
until Finding its living flesh
in the form of me,

you shackled,

our skins marrccl,

art of warPecl minds.

It was tt socurwho found out

that the SPirits want to rest.

She was clroPPed

DroPPcd when a certain Bonapartc
Fastor bg clay, chlg/cnc/o 53 night
of her one-room-house.

r‘ie was not the first to have come.

Ati12, Christophe had come.
[He left behind the little bog
|3ing in his vomit — hiding it

from the rats, ca”ing it breakfast

lunch and dinner.

The sPirits had been there

tl‘lég had Fought, but oh,

thcy were defeated.

Jt might have been the sound of

Manzél ] it socur’s mother, now on]y e 5Pirit
watching was wondering to herself:

of her c‘auglﬁter

bcing delivered by a certain Bonapar‘tc?

Marie K. T heodore-Pharel
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40

Froceed

(Mg rap verse with the (Inda(Godz)

lerou h all the lies of sugar coated crack pipes

g g Pip

HOOP dreams and lost rcality of the green,

| stay on my hust]e, but this time with no grind

Sti” try'na geta Piece of that aPPlc Pic.

American [ Dream?

Forgct that schcme, a mclting pot of abortions, teen
Pregnancies, and death Pcnaltics

T o prove ya sanity.

Guiﬁy or not somcbod9 got 5!’|ot,

No notice in the paper unless a cop gets POPPCd.

While mothers out here trﬂ’na school their daughters

Thc media has it backwards, « . shake ya booties for

dollars”.

Gct’cing higl—m in a room full of smolcc,

Contem lating if | wanna take one last toke.

But hol S and slow ya roll for a minute,

Just sit back re]axga mind while my words are all up init.

50 from a woman’s state of mind, who’s constant on the

rhymc,

l’m mai(ing a clﬁangc cause ]gots to keep my daughtcr in

mind.

K eila F.
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