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Letter from the E_ditors 

Jn order to celebrate our 20th Anniversa r~, the ONYX executive 
boa rds began prepa ring in the tall semester. L ast semester, we chose to 
represent the magazine with the Gha naia n s~mbol 5 a nkota, which 
emphasizes the importance ot the past on the tutu re. None ot us could have 

imagined what a momentous task it would be to pa~ homage to twent~ ~ea rs 
ot !:)lack artistic expression on the T utts ca mpus. 

ONYX is more than a collection ot literar~ and a rtistic submissions, it 

is a process and a journe~ that is otten not given the respect tha t it a ptl~ 
deserves. f ortwent~ ~ears, this magazine has provided a venue tor stude nts 
to share their outlook on the world. Over the past two de cades, ONYX 
has meant and continues to mean ditterentthings to different people. The 
one _thing th3t remains timeless is the ri:ag azine's abilit~ to ma ke ta ngjble the 
voices ot the African Diaspora at T utts. · 

In this issue, we attempted to tuse ONYX ot I 9 84 with ONYX ot 
2004 and all the issues in between, understanding tha t we a re united in our 

abilit~ and desire to articulate our experiences with a pen, a brush, or a 
camera lens in orderto reflect, to express and hopetull~ to inspire. 

We hope ~ou enjo~ this journe~ through the past a nd p resent! 

Co-E_ditors 
E_laina Mends 
NaKeila fickrom 

Arts E_ditor 
Joshua Clark* 

E_ditorial Assistants 
D ana fhillips 
E_rnestf)ihm Ill 

NaKeila fickrom & E__laina Mends 

.Special Thanks 
Nathalie Fa us tin 
N_ytangia Leitzse_y 
Laura Louis-Fils 
Candice Mosel_y 
Rochelle W illiams 
For their help with la_yout and selection 

*D esigned 20th A nniversar_y Cover 
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One Rain_y Da_y 

... j think 

sitting in class (20th centur:J lit.) 
I think ... 

I think of 
who I a m .. a beautiful 

sound 
black woman 

where I a m ... small 
New E._ngland 

Liberal Arts 
predomina t e !:! 
white unive rsit:J 

I think of... 
m:J brothers and siste rs in the cla ss 

or even on campus, 
who sit in tear ot being 

recognized 
identified and 
thus scrutinized 

... ... How sad ..... 

How sad it is to think 

to think ... 

Howjustbeing here 
we a re living out the drea ms 
of so man:! of our t a mil:J members 

to think ... 

how much 
we must reach out 
we must hold on to one a nother 

and keep those from ta iling down 

we must build the bridge 
so those who lie on the 
border don't ta ll thro ugh 

the gaps 
the cracks 
and through the hole. 

we must love one a no th e r 

a ppreciate and respect each other 
s upport a nd ad mire those o the rs 

despite o ur man:! dMerences of colo r 
sex 
sexual orient a tion 

tamil:J background 
economic background 

Greek o rga nization 
dress 

St:Jle 
loo k 

W e must LOVE each other 
which stems 

first 

from loving o urselves 

This is~ special dedtcat/on to the founder 
of ONYX and m3 5oror, M argot M osle3. 
Wt'th much honor, respect and love. 

Andrea Nelson 
From 1990 Issue 

ONYX Spring 2004 



uncertaint_y 

5REATHING, F AUSING, AND 5REATHING AGAIN, S MELLING THE_ 
A IR THAT'S I)E_E_N SOIL-ED 5 Y T HE_ DERELICT'S FRE_SE_NCE_. 
MARKING TIME_ LETTING GO, HAVING NO CONTROL OVER WHAT'S 
I)E_E_N SAID OR DONE_. FEELING LOST, FEELING 5LUE_, ALL THAT'S 
GONE_ 15 ONE'S SANITY, TOO. NOT ALIVE_ IN ONE'S OWN MIND FOR 
THE_ FAST HAS LEFT YOU ALL ALONE_. REMEM5ERING, RELIVING 
AND LOVING LIFE_, FOR THE_ FRESE.NT HAS 5ROUGHT A MUCH 
5RIGHTE_R LIGHT. THE_ RAIN COMES DOWN CLEANS ING MY HEART, 
CAUSING ME_ TO WE_E_F AS THE_ SKY ONCE_ DID. NOT KNOWING WHY I 
SHED THESE_, NOT KNOWING WHY FOR 5 0 MANY YEARS. LOOKING, 
LAUGHING AND FEELING GOOD A50UT THE_ YEARS THAT HAVE_ 
I)E_E_N 5FE_NT WITH THE_ S UMMER'S 5RE_E_ZE_ AND THE_ AUTUMN'S 
LEAVES. THERE_ S HOULD 5E_ A UTOFIA TODAY, SOME_ DAY, ANY 
DAY WE_ MUST WAIT A ND ALWAYS FRAY HOW CAN WE_ WIS H WHE N 
WISHES ARE_ EXTINCT AND TIME_ NONEXISTENT. WE_ ARE_ LOSING 
ALL WE'VE LIVED FOK ALL WE'VE GA THE.RED AND 50 MUCH MORE_. 
FOR MAN CANNOT 5E_ AT FE.ACE_, THERE MUST ALWAYS 5E_ WAR 
AND WHAT WILL REMAIN; AN UNHEARD CRY, A S IGH AND 50 MUCH 
MORE_. 

Dawne Simon 
From 1984 Issue 

Untitled 

Good M orni ng Sunshine 
a nd ho w a re !:JOU toda!:)? 
Can we stop a nd t a lk 
tor j ust a mo me nt? 

WF.!:) is it that ~ou 
who g ives the light ot lite , 
the warmth ot love an even 
the nourishment we need, 
can be so understanding, 
unde mand ing 
a nd kind? 

Y ou s hine down upon 
E_ver!:)one 
witho ut tavor or preterence 

H o w can !:JOU be so universa l 
when those that !:JOU shine on ca nnot? 

CLS 
From 198 7 Issue 
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Rain 

It is tunn~ to me 
E_ver~bod~ waiting to see 
A deliverer appear in the sk~ 

And wh~ 
When Son ot man said he dwell inside 
A strong people don't need a strong leader 
Or a leader at a ll 
Yet time stalls 
W e read that the civil rights e ra ended in the 7o's 
And believe it 

Satanic plans, ~ou have to perceive it 

R evea l it 

To ~ourselves 
E_arth can be heaven or he ll 
Your mind an unlimited expanse or a cell 

You' re the one that chooses where ~ou dwell 
Masses are being conditioned like dogs hearing bells 
Like %ent Smith said, 
Hu ma nit~ is Starting to smell 
Failing Rain, the truth tells 

What is ruling~our heart? 
What is the underl~ing principles ot ~our decisions? 

Do ~ou believe me 
when I sa~ we are ruled b~ value s~stems? 
So what values do ~ou have son? 
E_xternals can be taken awa~ 

Hoard knowledge and rich ~ou will alwa~s sta~ 
W e were the scholars of Timbuktu in ancient da~s 

I watch the world stage 

And interpret the pla~ 
E_arth is the game board, I sa~ 
And it has no ru les 
In the hands ot tools that preach tair~ tales 

While puppets masters ba lance the scales 
Of justice and truth to t heir own convenience 

f a~ close attention 
to the words in this next sentence 

The most importa nt use ot words 
is to navigate ~our own conscience 
So who created the languages we spea k 
And what are the goa ls the~ seek? 
India and China T a lk ot 
Chi and f arna 
The internal divinit~ 
Transcending all that is life and humanit.!J 
This concept is not found in E_nglish 
No word means no lig ht switch 
To illuminate the thought 
And before birth 

W e're a lread~ caught 
in a mental limitation 

The~ a lread~ censored 
Our thoughts and conversations 
I shout liberation 

On all p lanes ot being 

To perceive 
I)e~ond touching, hearing, and seeing 
To exf'erience the fullness ot be-ing 

FLACE_!! 

Michael f raser 
From Spring 2000 Issue 
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Reign fall 

White reign falls heav.:i on his soul 
soaked at his feet, 
making him bitter cold. 

White reign splashes on his face 

runs the length of his bod.:i­
ever.:iplace. 

Whispered, he hears the living desert 
ca lling his name. 

The weighted clouds had split apart 
burst out 

His head, so wet, 
drenched b.:i the torrential reign . 

It runs off his head onto his lips 
but sometimes it slips into his 
mouth and he tastes it; 

Should he swallow or should he spit? 

The reign seeps through his clothes 
Is there an.:i protection that an.:ione knows? 

The desert is not nurtured b.:i the downpour; 
the sand stru&;les up and it reigns more . 

Not undaunted he covers his bod.:i with the oil 
of knowledge and common sense 

And he watches the beads of reign slip 
over his head, past his shoulders and 
run off over his toes. 

5o it Hows ... 
5o it fa lls. 

Vera L. 
From 1990 Issue 
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Jenelle Walthour 
From 1987 Issue 
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.Sizzle: Ink, fa stels 
from Spring 2000 Issue 

Scheherazade Tillet 
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HAIR 

J have bea utiful ha ir. 

5ut bea utiful acco rd ing to who? 
All t a iling d o wn aro un d m~ sho ulde rs 
a nd pe rtuming with coconut o il, 
it blow a round whe n th e wind hits, 

ma d e possible b~ m~ mo nth!~ pe rm. 
M e nsa~ I have good ha ir tha t th e~ ca n 
run th eir finge rs tho ug h. 

I ha ve bea utiful ha ir. 
5ut bea utiful according to who? 
M~ ha ir is sho rt a nd natura l 
fra ming the s kin 0 11 m~ da rk, chocola t e tace. 

A ma n sa~s he like s his siste r na tura l. 

I have bea utiful ha ir. 
5ut bea utiful according to who? 

L o ng Africa n box b ra ids a nd S e nega lese twis ts 
tha t shine a nd s me ll sweet o t Africa n f ride 
in a bo ttle . 

I have b ea utiful ha ir. 
E_ve r cha ng ing, neve r pleasing eve r~o ne to r o ne reason 
o r a no the r. 

T oo kink~. 
T oo s ho rt. 
T oo t a ke. 
T oo stra ig ht. 
N o t na tura l. 

I have bea utiful ha ir. 
5ut b ea utiful acco rding to who? 

Am I b lack acco rd ing t o ~o u7 

Lauren Allen 
F ro m 1996 Jssue 
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Cr:Jptocr:Jsta lline 
Cr:Jpt, for the unde rground vau lt 
m:Jgra ndmere peacefull:J lies in 
i lived in the womb of t he womb s he gave life to 
Our ha nds never touched t hough 

"Grand mere, I swear :JO Ur b lack e:Jes 
in tha t photo 
in the living room 

FOLLO W ED 
ME_!" 

A s I write this poe m, 
i rea lize tha t i do no t 

even know :JO Ur na me 
letters hidden in :JOUr 

da rk precious On:JX L:JeS 

Y o ur last name though 

was LA GU E_RRE_ 
W a rrior-ma rt:Jr 
:JOU gave awa:J t he last breath of life 
to :JOUr bab:J · 
H a rd dark on:Jx e:Jes tha t watched over me. 

Cr:Jsta l e:Jes that must have s hed 
t ea rs as :JOU expired 
knowing tha t :JOU would never be able to 

la:J :JOUr e:JeS on :JOUr bab:J . 

Natasha Labaze 
From 1990 Issue 

LJntitled 

" ... not black e nough," 
someone said 

in soft disgust. 
not black e no ug h? 

i ask-

a lwa:Js ask 

m:Jself, 
not too 

tart 

ma:Jbe too sweet 

just me 
a n entit:J in space 

not 
g reen o r red 
but filled 

with a ll the glorious color 

of a golden cathedra l, 
so that i ma:J be 
what i ma:J-

not o ne 
or the o the r but 

plural-
"can a n:Jo ne unde rsta nd?" 

m:J e:Jes silentl:J 9uestion 
"does a n:Jone wa nt t o?" 

m:J soul whispe rs­
le t me 

fee l blindl:J witho ut 
VISIOn 
witho ut 

figure or ground­

so as no t to judge 

so as not to feel 

the pa ngs-
those who chose the ir colo r 
blindness 
are but ignora nt­

fools i cla im­

foo ls-

b ut t o hea r the well heard­

m:J mind again 
asks m:J unaccountable soul 
what is 
not b lack 

enoug h? 

Carol Tate 
From 1990 Issue 

ONYX Spring 2004 
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The Thickness of 5lood 

Who Sa:JS blood runs thicker than water? 

For starters, m:J red ever-flowing, 
ever shinning blood 

Is linked to someone unknown to me. 

I don 't care. 

Liar. 

Well, adoption was her option 

And she orted to give me up 
In hopes o a better lite tilled with contusion a nd 

animosit:J. 

I hate her 

Liar. 

5heheldme. 
Held me inside her, warm a nd sate tor nine 
months. 

The best da:JS of m:J lite. 

He watched his wife in pa in with either hatred or 
e la tion . 

Or ma:J_be he was absent, during this supposedl:JjO:JOUS 
occasion, 

f robabl:i , 
Jrobabl.!J not, 

When she conceived me, s he instantl:J relieved me of m:J 

identit:J , 
lnsanit:J crept upon me as I was embraced into a new 

tamil:J. 
Cuddled and kissed in white soft loving arms, 

I' ll nevertorgive her, 

Liar. 

M:J a non:Jmous M o ther giver, 
she turne d me loose. 

Am I suppose to forget about the ro p es, 
the tight noose, 

the beautiful trees stained with blood 
the changing rea rra nging of God, ' 

to the white ma n above? 

Never! 

Do I have a n:J lo ve tor he r. 
Yeah. 
E__ven tho ugh m:J ancestr:J was ta ught to me 

Through books and bug e:Jed looks 
That tore m:J flesh. 

Where is she? Whe re was she? Who is s he? 

Do I wanna kno w, 
Who gave me this beautiful skin a nd craz:J 

a tro? 
Yeah, 

I'm gonna s to p thinking about H e r. 

Liar. 

5he's cemented in m:J mind ha rd . 

At night m:J inne r thoughts tr:J a nd 
tight the fright 

of loving one whom I've ne ver met. 

5he stole a pa rt of m:J soul. 

Or ma:Jbe, 
she's holding onto it wa iting, 

Seth Markle 
From F a ll 1997lssue 
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.Still Living and .Still Lite 

Two triends 
once close, inseparable 

t he~ cou ld magica l!~ teel 
each o ther's thoughts. 

now 

an occasional g lance or 
"he llo" 

as the~ both go in separate directions 

don't ~ou see 

time was the enem~ 

the~ grew up 

Anthon~ Snowden 
From 1989 Issue 

5oH Next Door 

H e was ditterent 

t he hooded e~es 
s haded a sadness 

o nl~ tew could see 

H e ran awa~ 
in order to live 
he ha d t o 
some understood 
some wondered a loud 

wh~ such a ~oung bo~ 
ha d to go so tar awa~ 
to be a 
ma n. 

Anthon~ Snowden 
From 1998 Issue 

ONYX Spring 2004 15 
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Mango C hutne!J and Kool-Aid 

Thank God tor white bo~s and bo~ bands. 
That kind ot vapid happiness cannot be taught. 
Gu~s named E:,randon and K~le sing about those things 
that white girls expect and black girls want but never get. 

I contess, 

I a lmost bought Kool-Aid the other da~. 
I picked up something red and 'j uic~" but, 
the package was too slick tor m~ touch and I slow!~ 
put it back, snug between two others-

purposetull~ separating m~selt trom an~ and all traces ot 
"Ghetto-fabulousness." 

I'd like to think m~ tastes are more retined. 

Cranberr~ juice, chilled in a wine glass with a s9ueeze ot lime 
or a drop ot vodka, a n~thing with a recognizable labe l. 
E:,ut, when I a m around them, 

~es them ... 
I tr~ so hard to appear non-threatening, putting ott a ll the 
"Ethnic" vibes I can muster. 

(Laughing to m~selt) 
I sing along to the la test b lanched a nthem, 

sa~ing: 

E:,~e b~e b~e 
to a ll the pretenses ... 
to the abso lutes and the extremes 
that cou ld never describe me. 

I a m, without a doubt, as b lack as the~ come, 
And just how black is that? 
E:,lack e no ugh to know that I exist outside oF a box 
wa llpapered in lies and images that are 

too big-lipped, and wide-nosed to be an~thing but anima l? 

Well, here ism~ Statement ot F urpose: 
I can't sing 
so I write. 

Thank God For white bo~ bands, who sing wha t I can 

on!~ drop one b~ one on the page. I a m m~ mothe r 
grandmother great-grandmother great g reat-grandmother. 

I a m l "- l 6 Carib. I a m l "- l 6 white. Colonized and colonize r 

together in m~ blood. First N a tions victim escaping m~ 
red blood but tilled to the brim with black white a nd ochre. 
I a m island a nd mainland and dirt, sinking beneath m~ 

own indigenous teet. I a m a memor~ -a histor~ ot struggle 
tha t will live like a genie on velvet couches in the toretront 

ot ~our mind a nd m~ legs a re still cha ined a nd m~ toes a re so cold 
coa led 

kohled 

Natasha Marin 
From Spring 200 l Issue 
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I never reall~ appreciated Jazz until he pla~ed it on me 
I wou ld just sta re at sheets of music-cr~ptic 
I neve r kne w the rh~thm's lu cid it~ or its po tence 
I never imagined that the mus ic becomes like li9uid 
I never dreamed I wo uld long for virgin it~ 

just so I cou ld give it up agin a nd again 
a nd again. 

And now when he pla~s the jazz 

he ho lds m~ hand, pressing those ke~s and reaching those cords 
I've torn up m~ music sheets 

now I pla~ b~ ear 
a nd he g ives me the mu sic again a nd again 
a nd again. 

Tiphanie Yanique Galiber-Gundel 
from Spring I 9 9 9 Issue 

ONYX Spring 2004 17 
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Well, does she tit the description? 

full, a llu ring lips 
Telling the explicit exploits ot 

Sex-11, smooth H ershe-11 s kin 
t)anging bod-11 
f roperl-11 pronouncing ever-11 curve a nd mu scle. 
C hise led to most men's satistaction. 

5 he must run track w/th those legs? 

Store bought e-11es 
s hie ld ing he r soul but fond ling m-11 imagination. 

What 1s beh/nd that sta/ned glass? 
What does she want to h/de? 

N othing her tightl-11 woven hair doesn't suggest. 
N othing her p roportions don't a lread-11 tell. 

t)lack W o man. 
Undeniab l-11 , and unmistakabl-11 hne 
Seductive wittiness 

M achis mo taming, 

ATTITUDE_. 
M aking m-11 mission to please _1:JOU 
tease me wit -11our sensua lit_1:J and sensitivit_1:J. 
Seit-reliant, a rrogant 

L oving, and compassionat e 
Certainl-11 not fla wless, b ut perfect. 

You've got m-11 attention. 
And _1:JOU can have m-11 attection .. . it _1:JOU want it? 

Shamik L. Mitchell 
from Special Issue I 9 9 7 
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Realit_y? 

b lack duderags, pink curlers, outside house shoes, 
worn out robes 

Cussing, Hoeing. 
No pride. N o self esteem 
E:,itches with Attitude 
E:,abies having babies 

Cops and robbers - ever~one wants to be the 
robber 
Shots and screams violent dreams. 

E:,o~z will be E:,o~z... 

In Da Hood, 
success is unknown 

fear is power 

There are no hopes,j ust H oop Dreams 

N o ~trivers for success - The~'re just striving to 
survive 

M enaces to a societ~ that does not want or care 
for th e m 
Whe re are the idols? 

Who are the Joe Clarks? 

The~ sa~ that there are man~ roads to choose 
from ... 

Onl~ one is accessible to those Strapped and 

trapped. 
Or so it seems. 

If the other road exists, ho w come we can' t see the 
light? 

Kahlillah Dotson 
From Special Issue 1997 

Little Girls 

When I was asked to define realit~ 

as pa rt of m~ urban the rap~ 
I onl~ said what was real to me . 

R.ealit~ is little black girls with lopsided pon~ta ils 
fastened with gigantic pink elastic balls. 

R.ea lit~ is these little girls who smack their gum too 

loud!~ 
and speak too soon, who begin to trade in their white 
plastic ken dolls for chocolate ones of more life-sized 

proportions. 

R.ea lit~ is these little girls who think education e nds in 
tenth grade, 

who me morize ever~ song tha t e pitomizes the m as eas~ 
hoes, 
and who speak with dees a nd de ms, instead of these and 
those. 

R.ea lit~ is these girls who get turned out, put out, or 
locked out of societ~. 

R.ea lit~ is these little girls who don't care where the ir 

bab~'s dadd~ be. 
And the saddest rea l it~ of a ll , is tha t this is the on(t; 
rea l it~ these little girls see. 

Jamila Moore 
From Spring 2000 Issue 

ONYX Spring 2004 19 
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.Soul .Search 
Oh bea utiful tor spacious skies, 
Same skies tha t da rk t aces couldn't look upon t o r 
picking out the 
Amber waves ot grain. 
On purple mountains ma jest~ 
Above the blood tilled planes. 
That was then a nd this is no w. 
N o w we still a pickin, sti ll a pickin , stil l a pick-e-ting. 
The o nl~ difference is a ttire that we are a ll o wed to 
wear in t he tield. 
One little, two little, three little, N egroes, t o ur 
littl e, 
W a it1 L e t 's start aga in. 
One little, t o ur little , o ne litt le , tour litt le, tour back 
to o ne , t o ur to one, tour to o ne , 

Fort~-one! 
What it one sho t bounced back? 
Inspector sa~ well lets check the source and see 

what the one N egro was reaching to r. 

On-looking N egroes sa~ ~our source a in 't primar~, 
bitch. 
Y o ur source a in't prima r~. 
What it o ne s ho t bounced back? 

M ~ countr~ tears at t hee, ones who couldn 't sa~ 
shit ca use their voices we re s tra ng led b~ the vines 
ot trees in the 
Sweet la nd o t li bert~. 
0 thee I sing! 

Onl~ I see, 
M ode rn minds still swinging, sti ll ha nging their 
E.a~ts, the ir chains, the ir ha nds, t heir 
r a in. 
L a nd whe re m~ fathers died, 

ENOUGH SAID. 
Fro m ever~ mountain side, 

ENOUG H SAID. 
Let treedom ring. 

E NOUGH SAID. 

See it's tunn~ how the~ wo nt let us be number I , no 
matter wha t it is 

W ent tram f ublic Enem~ # I , 

S lide down to 2 a nd 
Introducing the ne w ca ndida te tor Numbe r I 

Osa ma, Osama, 
(I sa~ m~) own black smiles colla pse like WTC 
!)in L aden, !)in L aden, 
(I)een le tting) this s hit ha ppe n t o r too long. 

Dream I had last night, 
M .LK., G.O.D, and MfC sat down a nd we 
discussed l~rica l content. 

M .LK sa id "write those l~rics at f eace" 
G .O.D . said "write those l~rics o taith" 
MfC said I'm co ntu sed. 
H o w can I write about what isn't there or what is 
lacklu ster? 
MfC asked to be excused, and ca lled lntiniti and 
told him the content is wrong. 
W e a in't writing what we kno w, 
W e ain't writing wha t we show, 
D en what the he ll we writing to! 
What the he ll we fighting tol 

MfC left the Last Supper and brother M a lcolm 
over hea rd tram outside and said "write l~ rics tor 
revo lu tion ." 

TV ca meras caught view and then the revolution 
was destined to be te levised. 

I)ut o n tha t da~ 5E T had technical difficu lt~, 
Technico lo r difficu lt~, 
When N S~nc made the countdown . 
f issed me off so I turned the chan ne l back to Soul 
Train. 
I)roke down and c ried when the Soul Train 
dera il ed, Video Soul got canceled and The 

!)ox sold o ut to MTV. 
Wh~ don't we have a vote? 
Who vote to get back b lack mus ic o r a black 
president a nd it ~ou are tram F lo rida we have to 
throw ~our o ld, scratch~ voices out since ~ou did it 
to us. 

ENOUGH SAID. 
MfC said tor me to tell ~ou a little lesson he 
learned. 
Infiltration on l~ happened when one ot ou r own 
sold o ut, 
Soul te ll out ot t he videos, 
Souls te ll ot the train when it derai led. 
W e search the bodies tor survivors and 4-1 

passengers we re sti ll dancing, pointing at one man 
reaching tor his lite. 
Mind e levatio n will be letting off on t he seven floor 
ot D o wling. 
Whe re do we go tram here? And where do we 

go ... ..... . ................... blackout! !! ! ! ! ! 

Connell Clo~d 
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I Love Milk Chocolate 

I like Milk Chocolate, 

much more as a concept 
t han as a cand:i or a precept 
(though I'd like to have 
m:i cake and eat it, too). 

but Milk C hocolate, it's like 
a real dream, man. 

The child ot Skim and Chocolate 
Milk and Cocoa. 
It makes no a polog:i tor being sweet 
and cream:i 
N ot forced to decide between 
It's being one or the other 
Cream:! or Stick:i sweet 
M ilk:i or Chocola te l:i , as it were. 

Y ou see, it's just wha t it be 
people don'tjudge 
or point 
orsneer 

sa:iing on l:i, 
"Y o u're not reall:i Milk" 
or, "Y ou're not reall:i Chocolate" 
a nd both "5ecause 
Y ou're not like me (or them)" 

I like Milk C hocolate, :ies 
but a lso 
I am like Milk C hocolate 

Ian Smith-Dahl 

From Spring 1998 
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The Man 

Who is that man? 
he can make 

me er~, sometimes 
Who is he 

who can pull m~ 
smile trom unde r 
the trown? 

Wha t is he to me 
that he can unde rsta nd 
where others have tailed? 

Js he pa rt ot me 
when at times 
our thoughts mesh? 

A stranger 
when we can't seem 
to tigure each other out 

he isjustthe man 
in lo ve with me. 

Avril 
From l 989 Issue 

Man Kind 

First and Third the re is no cure! 

E_bon61 Love 
I'm drowning in the sea ot uncertaint~. 
J ca nt tigure out wha t J want t o do. 

What could be ha ppe ning t o me? 
J wa nt to be tree ! 

T each me to swim, 5 ab~, because 

J lo ve ~ou! 

Dorian Young 
From l 9 84 Jssue 

JADI 

Coolin' 

T a king things as th e~ come 
Just having tun 

Suppl~ing each o the r with strength 
And courage 

You 're as craz~ as the tirst tim e that ~ou set toot 
on this planet. 
Wh~ don't we tind a place, whe re we can rest 

And put to the test 

don't wo rr~ man, 

J got ~our back 
L a ug hing, Teasing, Swearing 
5ut, never c r~ ing 

This crude thing~ou ca ll love a nd I call ha t e. 
Can ~ou rela te? 
Dig this- Y ou're fo unta in otjo~ 
5ut I'm no to~, d o n't ca ll me that! 

Wh~ ro ll ~our e~es a t the skies tha t conceived ~ou 
Tha t convinced me tha t there's no hope on ea rth 
tor all man kind 

Dorian Young 
from 198+ Issue 

5 o~s tor lite 
Imme rsed in th e grave topics ot out era 
Females, hoop, brotherhood 

Free ot a n~ wo rld I~ conce rns 
So we pretend 

E_ric Todd Rice 
From 19s7 Jssue 
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LJntitled: fhoto Rebecca Mann 
From Spring 1999 Jssue 
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for f eter, the beautiful bird that flew awa_y 

Love is a memor.'.:1 which I cannot reca ll. I had tasted a 
drop that was sweeter than wine, and a thousand times more 

intoxicating to m.'.:1 soul. 
The night we s hared was bea utiful , but J wish he cou ld have 

lasted to lead me to t he s unrise, but as the peak of dusk, he flew 
into the sk.'.:1. 

His scent sta.'.::ls with me sti ll , as his words rest on m.'.:1 mind, but 
t-iis presence will eve r be missed, a nd his tho ug hts ever divine. 

Laura Griffin 
From 1990 Issue 

Turnstiles 

I've got a turnstile in m.'.:1 bedroom. 
"Sing le fi le ... , One at a time please!" 
Sa,'.::) m.'.:1 b lu e clad worke rs. 

I've got a turnstile in m~- bedroom. 
I)ecause of a ll the traffic and volume. 
It is protection against the darkness and th e g loom. 
In case a fa lse love a tte mpts t o b loom. 
Or warm touch ma kes me swoon. 
M,'.::) conductor will croon, 

"M ove a long ... , K eep moving please." 

I've got a turnstile in m.'.:1 bedroom. 
Run ,'.::)Our ca rd. 

Or drop a to ke n. 
I)arel.'.:1 a word need be s po ken. 
T he ticket taker ma kes sma ll ta lk whilejokin ' 
I)ut he's here to insure m.'.:1 hea rt don't get broken. 

I've got a turnstile in m.'.:1 bedroom. 
Y ou cou ld be a home wrecker. 

T hat's wh.'.:1 I've got a meta l detector. 
M.'.:1 blue clad minions will act as protectors. 

E_ric Walker 
From 1997 Issue 
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Eshena Davis 
from Spring 200 I Issue 
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85 E.YE. 

There are ver~ tew with the hunger J have. 
There are ver~ tew with the skills J have. 
There are ver~ tew with the thirst J have. 
There are ver~ tew with the stamina J have. 

The will ) have 

The drive J have 

There are ver~ tew with the agilit~ J have to take it down low and keep it up top without breaking m~ 
sou l. 

The feeling, the taste in m~ mouth 
J want to keep riding this ride until it won't go out 

J thought it was about talent and the game J cou ld bring. 

Too man~ people think the~ run this thang. 
Changing tace while sacrificing a ll the~ know. 

J would rather die than give up m~ soul 

Cause the~ don't have the strength J have to keep it real when it should be real 

Y ou ..... Y ou struggle to have 
J struggle to overcome 

Y ou give up in the battle 
I keep fighting til I've won 

This is not some invention, some plan I have designed 
This is the wa~ it should be ... 

W e live in a world where children are d~ing and ~et million dollar contracts are sti ll rising. 

H ave we forgotten about AJD5 and povert~ and hope? 

Tearing down one another's dreams, ~et hoping tor something better 
Can there be an~thing better when nothing has changed? 
The 9uestions are out there, ~et the answers remain hidden. 

Must we live tor the unknown? 
Can we rise above racism and sexism and power? 

85 

The dream is out there 
Waiting to be uncovered 

Open ~our e~es to the sk~ 
If it is not ~ou 

Than it will be me 

Angela T. Anderson 
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GQ:s Rebuttal 

I ac9uired this abi lit~ to rh~me/ but t his a mbition that I have in m~ heart a nd m~ mind/ didn 't take 
time tor me to develop it/ it was innate/ tor I inherited it/ from two strong parents who's conviction 
in me/ wa s that I would not Fa il/ which made m~ mission to be/ tha t I would excel/ inhale and 
exha le/ the positive in deta il/ a nd never get de ra iled/ I'm a lwa~s on track./ th is is not a 

misconception it is pure I~ a tact/ and m~ pe rception/ oF ~our e lusive expressions/ is that ~ou're 
tr~ing to con Fuse me the n s urround me in ~our depression/ and it t ha t is ~our wea pon/ I hope ~ou 

get the impressio n/ tha t m~ conce ption in m~ ab ilities/ is be~ond the hostilito/ tha t ~ou could ever 
do to me me nta llo/ 

f)ut it ~ou do hurt me me nta llo/ it will on l~ be tra nsitoro/ t o r it is ma ndatoro/ tha t I continue to 
persist/ because m~ persistence will a lwa~s exist/ it is inve t e ra te/ I a m more e lo9uent/ and ~ou're 
even wo rth the words used t o diss ~our inte ll igence/ so p lease/ I'm going to win, it's a menta l 
disease/ not transient/ its he re t o sta~, never to leave/ so please be lieve/ tha t I will succeed/ 

whether ~ou cla im that ~ou're o mnipotent or tha t ~ou 're better tha n me/ 

5o e migra te/ t o a nothe r countr~ o r to a nothe r state/, but wha t ever ~ou do/ rea lize that the mind 

ot GQ/ is oft limits t o ~ou/ a nd whethe r it's ~our point ot view/ or ~our pe rception/ that I'm 

s up...rosed t o be unde r ~ou/ because t ha t 's wha t ~our expe ctin'/ well ~ou need to check 
it...because ~ou a re detinite l~ dogmatic/ a nd I've detinite l~ about ha d it/ a nd I'm so rr~ it ~ou don't 
have the habit/ oF re fusing t o be average/, but it ~ou choose to be average/ th e n it is m~ intuition/ 

t ha t ~ou choose to lose a t lite, because ~ou re fu se t o listen/ and it ~ou cou ld just pa~ attention/ 
then I wo uld tr~ to me ntio n/ tha t the proximit~ between ~our thoughts a nd actions a re detinitel~ 
missing/ 5o I'm sorr~ it I s hocked ~ou, or it I b lew ~our cove r/ I just ha d to le t ~ou kn ow that ~our 
diss we nt in one ear a nd o ut the othe r. 

Gerrard James 
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5LACK TRINITY 

The~ came to me wishing, three black tairies 
Their ~oung whippe d into their s houlders like scriptures 
Of black as sin a nd pure as s no w Lord ma ke me , J pra~ 
Three the~ came with ho les, one nail thick in their palms 

One nai l thick in throug h their dust~ feet 

The Three sipping the blood of those who die for ever~thing 
Alwa~s with a head stone "R est in ... Alwa~s the same 

All three dressed in black, the Second with tears crawling 

On he r coa l colored, dust~ cheek - t ea rs streaking, writing 

Alwa~s the Same for black fairies with ho les in theirteet 

Alwa~s the same Jesus, with e~es of blue a nd hair that ones 
With the wind; never with locks, never feet of bronze­

M a~be it rubbed off somewhere, the Third said, 

M a~be it rubbed off but never t a inte d , ma~be 

It wou ld come back hiding unde r the brim ot a crown 

M a~be to procla im: J a m King , J a m Freedom, J a m 

A s hadow tha t hides from its seeke r, gets lost in the night 
!)lack s hadow of a black man, son o f black fa iries, no w o ld 

The son o f a ~oung black ta ir~, now old a nd wand-less, 
Witho ut fa ir~ dust, 
M a~be, m~ mothers sprinkled it in fair~ la nd so tha t j ca n 
See redder sunsets 

M a~be her wa nd flashes lig hts of red a nd blue and red 
Streaking with sirened sounds da~ a nd night to le t me kno w 
She's the re 

The~'II never get lost, give them stories of no rth a nd 
Streetlights for stars 

T o lead the m north to freedom north guiding their wa~, 

M a~be, 
Streetlights bring reachable white moons; black daughters standing 
Under, 

The First said, a streetlig ht so that finge rs of her s hadow 
Mig ht touch his black shadow as he passes t o go north 

Alwin A.D. Jones 
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ivid.com 
The clock in roo m 5 + o f- the scie nce wing 

a lwa~s to~ed with me. It wo uld move close to B:+5 the n 
back to B:+;, . jt didn't he lp tha t it was a s mile~ face 

clock e ithe r. f::>iol og~ was o ne o f- m~ mo re bo ring 
classes. M iss L e wis we nt o n a nd o n abo ut D a rwin 's 
nature vers us nurture and surviva l o f- the l-itte st, 

whichever t he rig ht o ne was who knew. S he ke pt going 
on abo ut ho w one's e nviro nme nt inFlu e nces the m. Fina l!~, 
the clock hit 9ua rte r past and class was ove r. 

T abor A cade m~ wa s in the midd le o f- no whe re 
M a rio n, M assachusetts. The school was rig ht o n the 
beach 1-ro nt a nd the wa~ tha t the nice!~ cut grass a nd 
the wa te r complime nte d the school was pricele ss. It was 
o ne o f- those s tu ck- up schools whe re the re wa s a s trict 

d ress cod e a nd rule s about when one s leeps. 
I we nt t o b reakfast a nd upo n ente ring the 

ca l-e teria I ca ug ht s ha rp s crea ming l-rom Ja ne 
Ohre nbe rger, who was ~e ll ing, "5 rooke s to p it! It's 

11 o tl-u1111~ put it awa~!" 
Appa re nt!~, 5roo ke ha d put J a ne's do nut 

a round his pe nis a nd was chasing he r a ro und the 
ca l-e t e ria. I tho ug ht it wa s a musing but J a ne was not 
a mused a t a ll. 5 rooke wa s a skinn~ re d- heade d kid l-rom 
M a rtha's Vine~a rd. j did n't know il-we we re 1-rie nds 
because I wa s black a nd he ha dn't kno wn tha t ma n~ 
b lack people o r il- we we re j us t l-riend s. 5roo ke ha d a lso 
g rown up with \-o ur brothe rs who ha d gone through 
T abo r A cade m:i a nd he was the last-born. This mig ht 
have ma d e him a little mo re ph~sica l tha n usua l. I g o t a 
bag e l a nd some OJ a nd 5roo ke a nd I s ta rte d wa lking 

up to the C ha pe l. 
"Y o u still a ppl~ing \-o r p rocto rs hip, ho me~?" H e 

aske d a s we wa lke d up. 
"Y eah, I think I might do it. It's good \-o r 

co llege a pplicatio ns ~o u kno w," I re plie d , tr~ing to 
ma ke it seem unimpo rta nt. 

M ost o f- the so pho mo re bo~s live d in W est 
do rm, o ur do rm pa re nts we re f::>ill~ a nd N a nn~ 
C lo ug h who ha d three kids. Mr. C lo ug h was m~ 
E_ng lis h teache r a nd his wil-e N a nn~ t a ug ht a c reative 

writing class. I roo me d with D ave~ Y e h a n Asia n kid 
l-rom T a iwa n who unlike 5 rooke D o ug las was clean 
a nd d idn't t r~ rea l!~ hard to hide his mone~. 

I got back to the d o rm and s ta rted o n m~ 

p roctors hip pa pe r. It was Mrs . C lo ug h's idea tha t I 
a ppl~. S he to ld me I ha d a good cha nce o f- beco ming 
o ne . T he idea o f-h aving m~ o wn room with a !-ridge and 

a t e levisio n we re more pleasing t o me tha n bab~sitting 

some 1-reshmen kids, b ut ii- the two ca me together, 
t hen so be it. 

I ha d 1-inis hed m~ essa~ and we nt t o drop it 
oH in the A cademic Cente r. Whe n I e nte red t he 
compute r room I ca ug ht a devio us s mile o n 5 rooke's 
face. t-ie was o n the comp ute r looking a t something, 
something tha t was ho lding his a ttent ion. I went to 

check it o ut. 
"What up ho me~, look wha t I got ," he said to 

me b ut, neve r looking a t me. I looked a t it b ut it was 
o nl~ a package l-ro m some website ca lled V ivid.co m. 
At T abor, we we re notil-ied if- we got packages 
th ro ug h the e-ma il s~st e m a nd so s tude nts checked 
the ir e-ma ils numero us times a da~ . 

"What 's so s pecia l?" Wh~ was he so happ~? 
"I' ll s how ~o u to nig ht!" he ~e ll e d as he ran 

awa~, I think to pick up his package l-ro m the 
mailroom. 

M~ inte rview \-o r proctors hip wa s sched uled 
!-o r seve n o'clock tha t nig ht with Mrs. H azle wood. 
She didn 't kno w me tha t we ll so I wa s a little nervous. 
Mrs . H azlewo od wa s in he r ea rl~ thirtie s with two 
kids a nd o ne o n the wa~. The inte rview we nt 

s mooth!~; I wa s impressed with m~self-. 
The C lo ug hs we re o n dut~, we ll, N a nn~ 

C lo ug h, who wa s ra the r s trict whe n she was o n du t~ a 
contrast t o he r b ubbling pe rsona lit~, but s he was 
pregna nt a nd each mo nth we we re re minde d b~ the 
s ize o f- he r sto mach. 

"H ow was ~o ur inte rview?" She a ske d , 
ge nuine !~ inte reste d. 

"It was o k it we nt a lrig ht, I think she like d me." 
"That 's good a nd ~o u kno w a ll I have is good 

things to sa~ a bo ut ~o u," s he sa id cheer!-ull~. 
"Tha nks Mrs. C lo ug h, I a pprecia t e it." 
"All right, bo~s lig hts o ut in l-il-teen minutes." 

S he ~e lle d o ut as s he pa t rolled the rest o f- the ha ll. 
N a nn~ C lo ugh a lwa~s pa t ro ll e d the ha ll twice, o nce 
whe n s he ma de the l-il-teen minute a nno unceme nt a nd 
the second tim e to ma ke s ure a ll the lig hts we re o ut. 

N o w it is a 9ua rte r to e leve n a nd lig hts o ut 

was a t t e n thirt~ . I s nu ck into 5rooke's room to 
borrow his la pto p beca use he writes his 5 iolog~ 
no tes o n his la p t o p comp ute r. A s I ente red th e 
room 5 rooke to ld me to 9 uickl~ come on in. H e was 
s itting o n his couch wa tching some th ing o n his 

compute r. 
"What ~o u wa t chi ng?" J aske d a ll excited, 

because o f- the secrec~. 
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"it's the Vivid DVD I got in the package 
toda_lj re me mber." H e whispe red, as he mo tion e d me 
over t o have a seat on the co uch next t o him . 

"Is this the package f-rom Vivid .com?" 
"Y ea h, wa t ch this!" he said with a s mile on f-ace. 

The DVD was a ver_lj graphic porno movie. I ha d 
seen naked pictures on the inte rne t b ut, neve r 

an_1:Jthing like this. 5 rooke stared a t this screen 
intensel_lj, witho ut r-l inching. 

"Oh m_Lj god! H o me_lj this is insane, look how 
she ta kes tha t in he r mo uth 1" he said without losi ng his 

f-ocus on the screen. I rea lized N a nn_lj C lough hadn't 
made he r second round trip. I didn't wa nt to get 

caug ht. 
"5 rooke , whe n _1:JOUr done le t me borrow the 

5io notes?" J asked witho ut a lso loosing f-ocus from 
the screen. 

"H o me_lj , re lax. I'm done _1:JOU ca n have it. I'm 

going t o bed. The notes a re in m_1:J docu me nts, 5 io 
notes. L ast thing tho ugh, hand me tha t lo t ion befo re 
_1:JOU leave." he had a devious s mile o n his face. 

"Y eah, no proble m, Than ks 5rook_1:J!" I said 
tr_1:Jing t o hurr_lj with the la ptop, which had the porno 

s till p la_1:Jing. 
Aher I gave him his intensive ca re lotion, J 

went f-o r t he door while simultaneo usl_lj I searched for 

the volume b utton with o ut an_lj lu ck. Whe n the door 

cracked opened, a f-ive mo nth pregnant N a nn_lj 

C lo ug h was standing in the doorwa_lj looking ver_lj 
un happ_Lj· W e stood the re f-o r abo ut f-ive seconds in 
si lence, J was scared a nd s he was getting more peeved 
b_lj the mo ment. T he on l_lj sounds _1:JOU co uld he re ca me 

f-rom the co mpute r. "Fuck me, ha rder, o h _1:Jea h, o h 

_1:Jeah!" Those wo rds p lu s the ass s lap ping were the 
on l_lj sounds a udible in o urf-ive second si lence. 

J stood t he re ne rvo us as he ll despe ra tel_lj 
searching f-or the volume button. All I co uld do was to 
close the laptop which some ho w made the volu me 
lo uder. 

"Give me the compute r?" S he co mma nded 
turning a ll s hades o f- red b_lj t he second . 

"Wha t computer7 " I rep lied dumb-f-ounded, as if­
s he had not noticed the laptop in m_lj hand. 

"T he one in _1:JOUr hand!" She replied. I gave her 
the computer and went s traight t o bed. 

Two da_ljs la t e r, wa lking to the ca f-eteria I saw 

M rs. Cloug h standing next t o th e doorwa_lj cha tting t o a 

student who might have been her bab_1:J-s itte r. As J 

passed , he r botto m jaw dropped in a maze ment. 
5 he s hook he r head in s ile nce as I wa lked b_lj, 
co nf-usingthe bab_1:J-sitte r. 

"Yo, ho me_1:J!" ca ll e d 5 rooke from the other 
s id e of- the cafe t e ria. 

"What's up?" I re plied as J wa lked over 
the re. 

"D on't wo rr_lj a bout the compute r, I' ll get it 

back. The re was a pop 9uiz in bio t oda_lj though." 
H e wa rned me, as if-the 9uiz was ha rde r then usua l. I 
got something t o eat a nd we nt t o check m_lj ma il in 
the aca demic cent e r. The re was a le tte r addressed 

to me from T abor A cadem_lj so it had t o be a bout 

the proctorship. J kn ew J ha d no t rece ive d it 

beca use N a nn_lj C lo ug h was suppo s ed t o speak 
o n m_1:J beha lf- a nd a h e r the incid e nt two nights ago, I 
do not think s he had man_lj nice things t o sa_lj abo ut 

me. The r~ection le tte r read: 

D ea r Shawn Hudson, 
W e are sorr_lj t o ..... . 

Tha t wa s it; I did not need t o read a n_ljmo re. It was 

not a big disappointme nt beca use J knew J was not 

going t o get it . Jn 5iolog_1:J, e ve r_1:Jone ca me in 
re vie wing their notes, a nd ljust sat in the back, tired 

f-rom this a hernoon a nd the past two da_ljs. 

"Clear _1:JOUr desk," said Miss L e wis as s he 

started handing out the 9uizzes. "Ok, _1:JOU ma_lj 

begin" 
The 9 uiz wa s multirle cho ice, which I did no t 

mind so mu ch, beca use as b rooke sa id, "The 
a nswe r is a lread_lj the re, ho me_lj." 

The f-irst 9uestion wa s : Jf- a ll humans a re 

e 9ua ll_1:J pre dispose d to aggression a nd tha t 
degree of- aggression individua ls' displa_lj a rises in 
respo nse to f-eatures o f the e nvironment to which 

t he_lj were ra ised, this is .... . . 
A) N atural S e lectio n 5) E__volution 

C) Nurture D) H ered it_1:J 

James Dorman 
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Cameron At the Zoo © Lor~ Ive~ Alexander 
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"912" 

It sure did hu rt 
Hurt like c rashing to we rs ot rea lit~ 
Fa il ing upon the th rone of dominating ig no rance 
K ings now jesters in the inte rna tio na l scene 

Queens hea rd rum bles ot the is land's ring 
Mutha fucka, it hurt 

M o re than the master's wh ip , b ut his d ick 

In rn~ g reat, greater mo rns 
Fertilized egg g ive s rise to contused p roge n~ 
Hurt like bi racia l in classes ot ho rnogeno us s tude nts 
Hurt like "is t ha t ~our real hair?" 
H urt like "wha t a re ~ou?" 
Hurt mo re t han a unt je rnirna a nd uncle ben 
M a h b re a kfast , lunch, a nd d in ner s till o wned b~ the 
corporate media rnasta 

D o ~ou kno w ot hurt? 

M a~ da~!!!!! M a~ d a~!! !!! 
"9 I 2 " "9 12" 

M a~ D a~!!!! M a~ da~!!!!! 
"nine o ne two" "nine o ne two " 

Hurt like the o nl~ thing~ou wa nna d o is pla~ baske t ba ll 
Hurt like the o nl~ thing ~o u think we ca n d o is pla~ 
basketball 
S phinx, the E__g~ptia ns- b lack mathe matics 
The wo rld witho ut o ur inve ntio ns, highl~ sta tic 

Hurt like sta rs a nd stripes in ba~ of pig s 
Hurt mo re tha n a rn a du s ho t b~ a ba~ o t pigs 
That bulls hit hurt like 

1492 

18 96 
1945 
196 8 

D o ~ou unders t a nd the pa in I get seein rn~ sista s d e n~ I 940 , the ~ear of 5 igge r Tho ma s 
the ir god I~ complexio n? hurt cause Richa rd Wrig ht a int wrong 
A ssho le , 5 a rb ie is not pe rfectio n. b lack s t e reot~pe pe rva de ca use 5E.. T still on 
Hurt like the wo rd "nigger." 
Hurt so mu ch whe n we use "nigga." 
f ass the d o ll a r ca use the time I spend o n this betta 

ma ke a cha nge 

Alte r the ps~che o t corrupt po litical a pache s 
Swing ing o n the vines ot a bureaucratic tra peze 

Concocting plo t s t o tra p me 
This a int no dream, 
Muht ucka do n't s la p me 

Hurt like 6 6 6 e rn b racing ~o ur cru-ci-tix 

And MLK restin b~ l~nche d bod ies b~ s ticks 
That s hit hurt mo re tha n J effe rson celebra t e d with 
tame 
C ho p his dick off befo re in Sall~ H e rnrning 's, he came 

An Ame rica n C o ntrove rs~ 
An Ame rica n Controve rs~ 
An Arne ri-kkk C o ntrove rs~ 

S hit wa s rea l, d o n't be lieve the h~pe 
Hurt like ~a mo rn's od 'e d o n china white 
Kitche n t a ble , s no t of floor containing ills ot 

~este rda~'s sorro w 
Hurt ca use E__uropea ns s to le o ur kno wledge, tu cka 
borrow 

hurt mo re tha n e uge nics a nd the bell curve 
hurt ca use s is ta s do n't a pprecia t e the ir curve s 

MTV 
D e mo nic mecha nism, mo ld ing me nta l schis ms to lo w se lf 
est eem 

Ame rica ....... . 

W este rniza tio n brings fo rth da mna tio n 
M o de rnizing industria lizatio n b uilt o n the backs ot the 
s lave na tio n 
F rorn this la nd I need a me nta l vaca tio n 

T o the 
M a nha tta n f r~ect 

E__xploooode like bullets in pr~e cts 
E__xplooooode like pla nes a nd cockpits 
In ca pita lis tic buildings thriving o t 3/5 th s tock chips 

C rashing like towe rs to hurt o ur rea l it~ 
While the th rone of do mina ting ig no ra nce cause 
Ame rica n tat a lit~ 

H o lla !!! 5obb~ 
Tugbi~ele 
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Mak-A-do-cious Keila f. 
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A Drive to Lake Laogano 

Wistful winds ot high velocit!J, 

ah !Jes, what a feeling. 
Ruskin 's passion tor mountains have I 
and those promontories ot lavish lig ht blue, 
favor realizations: I am but a passerb!J. 

And such a zenith ot that vermillion sun, 

the clever cloud, m!J love; scarlet in the wind . 

Did I mention hillocks ot the purest green? 
5o plain and light, the slightest glimpse; a gleam. 
A craven am I tor 9uestioning lite. 

5ehold e!)es, that which is grandeur. 

It on the morrow, I die ot sorrow; 
re member Langano, and a ll its man!) splendors. 

Newa!Je Daniel 

Didn't Know 

I humble m!Jselt when I ta lk to !JOU 
I didn't see it before, but now it's clear 
You loved me and I didn 't know 

I was the world to !JOU 
A diamond in !)Our bag ot rocks 
Your right hand, I didn't rea lize it 

Too !Joung to understa nd 
A victim ot circumstance 
Didn't know how to proceed 
I see it now, it's so clear 

5o now 
I humble m!Jselt when I t a lk to !JOU 

Jasmine Wallace 
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Manual Reflection E_laina M . Mends 
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The .Spirits to Rest 

H o lding ~ou as the~ have been 
since Africa that is. 
Coming out of the water 
out of their disposed bodies 
throwned overboard. 

our flesh became fish 
our natura l heat risen 

until finding its living flesh 
in the form of me, 

~ou s hackled, 
our skins ma rred, 

a rt of warped minds. 

It was Ht soeurwh o found o ut 
that the spirits want to rest. 

5 he was dropped. . 
Dropped when a certain I)onapa rte 
F astor b~ da~, eingfendo b~ night 
of her one-room-house. 

H e was not the first to have come. 

At I 2, C hristophe had come. 
H e left behind the little bo~ 
l~ing in his vomit - hiding it 
from t he rats, calling it breakfast 
lunch a nd dinner. 
The spirits had been t here 

the~ had fought, but o h, 
the~ were defeated. 
It might have been the sound of 

Manze/ Tit soeurs mother, now o nl~ a spirit 
watching was wo ndering to herse lf: 

of her daughter 
being delivered b~ a certain I)ona pa rte? 

Marie K. Theodore-fharel 
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40 

froceed 
(M_y rap verse with the UndaGodz) 

Through al l the lies ot sugar coated crack pipes 
Hoop dreams and lost rea lit:i ot the green, 
J sta:i on m:i hustle, but this time with no grind . 

Still tr:i 'na get a piece ot that apple pie . 
American Dream? 

forget that scheme, a melting pot ot abortions, teen 
pregnancies, and death pena lties 

To prove :ia sanit:i. 
Guilt:i or not somebod:i got shot, 
N o notice in the paper unless a cop gets popped. 
While mothers out here tr:i 'na school their daughters 
The media has it backwards, " ... shake :ia booties tor 
dollars" . 

Getting high in a room tull ot smoke, 
Contemplating it J wanna take one last toke. 
I)ut ho ld, and slow :ia roll tor a minute, 

Just sit back relax :ia mind while m:i words are a ll up in it. 
5o trom a woman's state ot mind , who's constant on the 

rh:ime, 
I'm making a change cause J gots to keep m:i daughter in 
mind. 

Keila f. 
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