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Friendship

We have been planted in morher earrh, reborn as rhe roors of
rrees and rogether we grow, stand rall and unconquerable in
our sirengrh-diversity as blaclk women. and as our leaves live
and die (beaurifully) as rhey must, we are consrantly being
reborn in our friendship, consranrly garhering rhe strength to
survive s many winds fry fo Uproot us.

you are my strength. when i find myself giving up, i see you
behind me. you are my shadow, consranrly a prorective
shelrer—bending in the same direction. as the sun descends,
we inevirably merge info one-soul support.

you freed me from emorional bondage. you alone held the
key ro rhe shackles incarcerating my soul and mind. you
graciously accepred me back—well, then rhings didn't go very
well. in our solitude we grew emotionally and understood thar
freedom is nor individualiry.

you are my sister. you are my friend. you are my everyrhing.
rogerher we are the musical vibrarions of the soul. you
wrapped rhose strong, blaclk arms around me and showed me
rhar black women can harmonize on a spiritual and emotional
bear.

| found @ home in our friendship, cozy anf familiar. whenever i
was homeless, loveless, shelrerless and vulnerable, i found a
home full of warmth in which i could find solace and strengrh.

in you i found the goodness of human narure. i am always
wary of raking roo much from you and nor giving enough. you
are sweeft-pure cane sugar-corron candy-sweet. happiness is
your smile. precious is your friendship to me.

you are so-very imporrant to me. i never want ro lose sight of
rhe specialness of our friendship. sometimes, obsracles are hard
ro overcome. rthen i realize rthar friendship is commirment. ir's
responsibility, ir's me-it's you-rogerher making sense of our
existence. ir's painful ro acknowledge that i need-depend on
yeu for my happiness. ir scares me sometimes rhar i love you
because i realize rhe branches are forever enrwined.

—Andrea M. Wren

*fora. d. k. m. m.s. 1. w. who are my consrant “shadows.”
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Zenith |

Once | soughr strengrh.
| wanred ro be a STRONG BLACK WOMAN.
| walked rhe Nile wirh Cleopatra.
| followed rhe Norrh Srar with Harrier Tubman.
| spolke the words of Shirley Chisholm
and
| sweared and slaved in rhe fields
Nexr ro the men like my morhers
Before me.
My sofr, render skin grew hard and righr.
My soul grew black as the moonless nighr
and
| was proud.
Then | soughr love.
I wanted a STRONG BLACK FAMILY.
| sar in the lecrure hall of W. E .B. DuBois.
| organized with Dr. Martin Lurher King, Jr
| campaigned wirh the Reverend Jesse Jaclson
and
I mer my STRONG BLACK MAN
To whom | gave my hearr, my soul, and my hand.
Bur rhen,
He rurned my hard, righr skin render and soft.
For rhen,
As | lay with him | was, simply,
a woman
Qgain
and
I'am Proud

—>Sonya E. Murray




Victims?

If | was raped ronight
Who would care ro help me fight?

The wheels of justice would crush my roes
Poinring to my habits, my provocarive clorhes.
Say | asked for ir and had it

Many fimes before.

Making me the criminal,

Calling me a whore.

Because | am a woman

Who does nor follow “starus quo”

| drinls and smolkke and cuss

And go where rthe hell | wanna go!

And rhough they seem to lools ar me

They do not undersrand

Because, the only definirions of "I

Are rhose given to me by man.

And | am just a willing pawn

An objecr made ro rurn him on.

And when | succeed in whar he assigned

| am the quilty party.

Afrer all, he is only a man

He's nor responsible for his body.

—Kim C Lee



Color of Me

Beauriful woman of color, where does your beauty lie?

Beyond a million rwinkling srars in the deep ebony sky:.

Beauriful woman of color, from where have you come?

From deepesr darkesr Africa in rhe walse of the morning sun.

Beauriful woman of color, who are you to me?

To you | bring rhe truth of rhe past, your African history.

Beauriful woman of color, how much of you is in me?

Every brearh you rake and rhe blood in your veins. This

| know is rrue. For | am rhe struggle of rhe past as you

are the hope of the future. In you is the spirir of a people

who have overcome and will succeed. You are the fruir of
Freedom's seed.

—T Jivens-Mapson




it requires SOME consideration

she kept it for three months. the whole rime she rAlked abour
how miserable she was. "it's Been five weelks,”
she'd say. "now it's been eighr and a half.” rhar
ninth weelk is when she finally did ir. ir was
somewhar Obvious that she
had contremplared it foR a long rime.
ir may nof have been rhe besr rhing for her ro do,

buT it was her

cholce—just

One question—

didn't she woNder how the
baby would feel?

—Karen Ann Jenkins




harvest time

rhe culrivarion of our

long harvested friendship

is wirhour rhe balance of

rain and sun.

already rhe words of rhe fruir we

beared have been silenced and warped

like an old woman whose fallen reerh

have made her face wrinkled and sunken.
our external narure, like worms and leeches,
have made our substance rot.

and if we are nof ro face the grave trurh
in reaping whar we sow,

springfime will have to come
again ro save all the nourishment
thar is left of our once

abundant and fertile crop.

—M. Joerre Harland



Fireplace

| lie down afronr

rhe fire. And, rhe hear warms

My fancy. Sleep—my

mourh opened. He comes inside
my mind. And there plants his seed.

—Kim C. Lee




The Other Woman

She reached our her hand,
| had no choice.

| had ro grab ir.

Our lives depended on ir.
Nor him.

—Kim C. Lee




Think proud
Black woman

Do nor ler the web of ignorance rangle your
dreams.

Be proud
Daughrer of Nzinga
Do nor sway in the winds of perriness.

Srand proud

Child of a herirage roo deep, too powerful
For non-believers to comprehend

Be nor blinded by the clouds of envy.

Have pride

My Spelman sisrer

For you are traveling along a parh
Marred by webs

Haunred by winds

Shrouded by clouds—

Benearh which lies rhe beauty of
Truth

Many have soughr

Bur few

have

Found.

—Robyn D. Brady







Cracking Up

First a smirls, then a grin—rhis of course, leads to a smile,
which is followed by a snicker, which brings on a giggle—afrer
which there is an awfully loud laugh and before you know it

you're
sirring In an insane asylum playing checkers wirh an old man—all
because you wanredro have alirtle fun— — — — — — —— alone.

—Karen Ann Jenkins
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.......To Haunt All Mankind . . .....

Luscious scents of man walk by
Tear-filled dreams adorn the sk,
Inrimare moments of love reborn,
raunt rhe soul with complacenr scorn.

Uropian rhoughts engulf rhe mind.

For rrurh and its harmony appease all manking,
and rhe fresses of realism creare irs walls,

thar reflecr rhe lighr for which rhe being calls.

lmmorral fears embellished wirh bliss,

cause the creatrures ro seize love's wisdom amiss.
For the love once soughr, lies bellowed in doubr,
and the pleasures of fare their souls are wirhour.

The seasons move on with changes of days,

bur in morral limbo rhe soul is caged.

The sun shines fervenrly o ease the pain,

yer the search for nonexisrenr love will always remain.

—Ruby A Skinner




A Day At School

Go 1" School
Come Lare
Smolke Por
Drink Booze
Ger High
Fighr Teach
Bell Rings
Open Door
Gun Shor
Brorher's Dead
School’s Qur

—Andrea M. Wren

h2




Sanctuary
(especially for my friends
who flee to drugs)

Ar one rime i idolized all of u/now i
can'r ger rhru ‘cause u lefr and rook
a frip 2 where your feer don't even have 2
leave rhe ground/where i can'r ger inside
2 where u envision liquid weed/where
smiling faces bounce across the hood of
the car/where i wanr 2 reach u bur refuse
2 submir 2 the confines of where u
gor away and locked yourselves
IN2 confinement.

—M Joerre Harland




Short Dialogue

Do you think hell really has fire?
| think ir's an abyss filled with flames
S0 hell is really hor?
No. The flames are as icy as glaciers; as
cold as rhe souls and hearts of the devils
Whar color is it?
Somerimes, ir is red, white and blue

—Nalida Lacer
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The Ballad of Little Johnnie

Lirrle Johnnie in his coffin lay,
Felled by a buller thar wenr astray,
Felled by a buller thar went asrray.

Mama warned him ro be wary, bur
Lirtle Johnnie was conrrary,
Lirtle Johnnie was contrary.

One day playing in rhe field,
Lirrie Johnnie's fare was sealed,
Lirrle Johnnie's fare was sealed.

Caughr in a drug deal gone sour,
Johnnie saw his final hour,
Johnnie saw his final hour.

Now blind to rears and wise to fears,
Lirrle Johnnie lay silenced for years,
Lirrle Johnnie lay silenced for years.

—Leisha Srewarr




Dancin’ OUR Lives Away

| saw a paper cup dancin’ across rhe streer roday
yeah, i was n dah ghetto an’ if it wuzn'r
a soul sisruh rellin’ rhis srory ir wudda been suburbia
bur rhat’s nor my rap fa now.
Sad bur frue, you cain't even dance with the wind
cain’t rrusr nobody deze dayz
b cuz sumrhin’ will malke him rurn ‘gainst you lil’
paper cup
n u kin believe me cuz ah seent it wif mah own rwo
eyes
Ah warched as yo instinctive rhythms complimenred yo
expression
ah quess we wuz boaf caught n the moment
i all seems so simple ar lease dar’s dah way dey make it
seem
ir wuz jus’ dar cho parrnah lef’ u hangin’
swepr yo graceful passionare sreps
info dah gurrer
n wifour a second or backward glance
ir happens ro the best of Us, believe me il cup
an’ u no fo an insranr mah stomach felr rhar pirifall tharchu
musta felr
discomfort
rension
an’ nervousness
fo a moment ah wuz dere wircha
bur only fo a moment
and rhen you were gone

—Lorena M. Craighead
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Loxarives—ro get ir all our
Viramins—ro ger ir all in
Calvin Klein—to be in
Liquid Paper—ro cover it up
Xerox Copies—ro do if again
Tammy Baker—rtry again
Exercise—ro fill it all in
Rhinoplasty —rto fix ir all
Salary—to pay for it all

The Pill—ro prevent it all
Makeovers—ro help it all our

People try so hard

bad credir—ro go to jail for it all
good credir—to be able to have it all

Greed—ro want it Alll
—People try so hard

—Nicol Hanyard







Sun

| remember rimes when rhe sun came our,
You and | used ro walls,

Having no destinarion,

No place ro go,

Just rime

To ourselves.

When we said goodbye,

You and | never walked again,
| used ro cry,

When the sun came our.

Now, even rhough you're gone
And I'm left alone,

| don’t cry anymore

When the sun comes our:

For | know now

| can enjoy it by myself.

[

—Kimara Mason



hidden in your arrogance

pretend in all your vicrories
rejoice in all your fame

bur when the mirror faces you
ro me you're just the same

surround yourself in frequent lies
escape by building dreams

bur please don't feed rhem all ro me
| know they're only schemes

boast wirhin your arrogance

rake pride in being free

bur when the rables turn, my friend
please don'r rely on me

I'm fed up wirh your silly games
and rired of your lies

I wish you luckk in arrogance
sweer dreams ro you and pride.

—HKalia Spears
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Hit me —

| don't feel ir | grin.
Kick me —
| can't feel ir | smile.
Slap me —
 won'r feel ir | laugh.
Love me —
It hurts OUCH!

—Robyn D. Brady




Belladonna

The beauty of Belladonna

The coquettish air

Alluring o the male eye

She allows every one of them to try

Her trair may be beaury

Bur her passion is dearh

Vixen srings from her beauriful lips

Men die by the bliss of her magnificent frip

—Nicol Hanyard
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Zoomin’ Who?

using U/usling mE/shoUld It B
caN't wk sTop rHe pasSion/oR iZ ir puRely
lusT
alWayZ b diScrekr/palRr of uS iz rrUst
decelr iZ tHe reAl moriVarion/sneaKing makEs iT fun
dO i ftel guilLry/oR shoulD i feel frek
bUr leT mE aSk u 1 rhing
aM i usinGu/Or Ru |
uSing
ME
/?/

—Lorena M. Craighead



No Shame

Kiss me passionarely
Or don'r kiss me ar all
Lifr me ro rhe heighrs

Bur don'r ler me fall

Love me in a way
Thar I'll always remember
Make my body swear
Through rhe month of December

Whisper words ro me
Make me at your command
Pour all of your love
Inro rhe palms of my hands

Fulfill my longings
Surrender ro my fires
Caress my body
And yield ro my desires

Try nor ro get burnr
Bur come closer ro my flames
For rhis love we share
Knows no shame

—Michelle Jacobs
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Spelman

il

Hands offered wirh love.
No quesrions asked, no questions—
we're sisrers, No need.

—Robyn D. Brady

Love

Webs creep around
srrangling rhe blind insecr
who seeks nourishmen.

—Robyn D. Brady



Because

Because | love yovu,
my emorions
are yours to sreal.

Because | love me,

I lie

and hide rhe way | feel.
If you loved me,

| would shower
you in adoration.

Because you don't
| rouch you
only in my imaginarion.

—Tayari Acia Jones
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Who | Am

"When you don't know who you are, don’r know who you were,
rhen you don't have any idea of what you can become.”
Min. Louis Farrakhan

and God said Be; so | am—
an African woman,

a fruir from rhe Original free.
my purpose sef by God,

yer still unknown ro me,

who | am.

a flower planred in America
from rhe seeds of Haii

from rhe roors of Africa.
longing ro live in a Free garden
rogerher with my people.

who | am.

a rhoughrt from rhe beginning

rhe reality roday,

wanring ro live wirh and for my people
bur willing ro die

ro help free our chained minds.

when | die, | wish ro be remembered

for my uniqueness, my love, my strength

nor a BS, MS, PhD, or my M-O-N-E-Y.

a degree does nor rell of the degree of characrer.
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who | am.
wanting ro know rhe unlknown

accomplish rhe undone

see rhe unseen wisdom rhar life offers,

become one with one who would strengrhen me.

who | am.

the daughrer of Queen Makeda

rhe sister of Toussaint L'Ouverrure

rhe daughrer of King Shaka.

| am whar God said—Be—an African woman,
a fruit from rhe Morher of nations.

—Nalida Lacer




Black Male

Tall, slender, sensuous complexion, muscular build, sandy eyes,
sillky hair.

Slimn waist, desirable lips, firm glureus maximus, warm
embrace, compassionare eyes.

Deep darls and delicious slsin, massive arms, rich voice, wide
nose, aggressive rouch.

Short, rhick shoulders, rhunderous thighs, sexy chesr,
srrong cheelsbones.

Powering hands, sweer smell, warm lighr brown skin, round hips,
infriguing laugh.

Large belly, rhick mustache, curly hair, inrelligent rthoughts,
sturdy provider.

So diverse, so distinct, so sexy, so suave, so complex, so
complere.

THE BLACK MALE

—Hearher Hawes
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Life’s Cycle

When | brearhe,
| rake in rthe misr of life.
When | sleep,
The moon's spiral energy rouches me ar the forehead

surging power.
When I sing,

The harmony of rhe world's could-be s felr.
When | dance,

I worship the grear morher.
When | die,

My body’s minerals shall nourish my morher
AND
My spirir be forever manifest in the generarions
ro come.

—Tomika DePriest




Your Presence

| can feel your presence when you are near.

| can feel your presence when you are far.

Your fears, joys, sadness, happiness, pain, srress,
| can feel your presence.

| feel your presence when | ger dressed.

Your eyes give me an awkward look and my senses rell me rhar |
look unpresenrable.

| go change.

| feel your presence when a black man fries ro disrespect me.
Your voice fills wirh anger and | feel ashamed thar someone has
rreared me rhis way.

I show him rhe strength of a black woman.

| feel your presence when | am ar a party.

Your body is moving ro rhe fast pace, bass bearing, swear running
music. | feel the music and begin ro dance, expressively.

| feel my ancesrors rhrough my body.

| feel your presence when | am depressed.
Your sincerity and warmrh rouch my soul and lifr me up.
| gain confidence and move on.

| feel your presence when you are in pain.
Your sadness showers me wirh unhappiness. | give you flowers our
of your own srorm and malse you smile.

| feel your presence when you are near.
| feel your presence when you are far

| feel your presence................ ALWAYS

A dedicarion to THE FAMILY
—Hearher Hawes
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Amnesia(4thosewhodoubt)

my soul remembers a rime
we ruled rhis world
consrrucred the pyramids,
builr rhe Sphinx,
controlled rhe Nile,
(sometimes the currenr gers so sirong you
can’t go with rhe flow).

my soul remnembers a rime
we ruled rhis world
creared empire afrer empire
we were called

Zulus
Mandinka
Erhiopians
Kushites
Ashanri
Masai
? Nubian
' Fulani
Bushmen and yes
pygmy
a rime of Nzinga
of Candace
of Tiye
of Nirocris
of Nefertere
of Malseda
of Cleopatra
of Nefertiri
of Kahina
of Kenrake
arime

when Memphis sfood
before Kemer fell
arime
when rthe Sahara was an ocean of sand

31




my soul remembers a rime
we ruled this world
when curly hair graced our scalps
when full lips kissed only
full lips
(is love really such a fragile rhing?)

my soul remembers a fime
we danced ro rhe bear of our own drums

arime
rhe land of BLACK
was vast
before rhe people scarrered
afrer rthe white devils
from rhe west came

—Carliss Johnson
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Family Pictures

(for all who freasure the memories)

They sir around rhe rable
Wirh the picrures scartered.
Smiles and laughrer because
of “rhe old days”
Looking ar rhe family
dinners and barbecues
The unexpecred look of Grandma
The sleeping face of baby
Those beauriful rall Afros
The old bell bortoms.
More laughrer
Then silence as one picrure
is srudied.
Then they srart, like an old song
being played again
He was. ..he used to be. ..

He used to do. . .he could have been...”

Bur he never will.
Then rhere are rears,
Then weeping,

As the picrure fades

—Nalida Lacet



Goodknight

Dear Brorher:

As you lie sleeping with rhe television on,
rhe sounds of violence, dearh, sex, and drugs
your lullaby,

| am reminded of all you represent
Our King—lost
we need your royalfy again

young mind not roo old ro be pure again
lead us man, wirh your sisters by your side

and in your drowsy understanding
lknow rhar in our day, what is most
readily accepred is also whar is
mosr crippling

| beg thar you pur down your brass knuckles,
your wooden club

I'wanr ro rurn off rhe v and ler you hear
rhar we've already been bearen down enough
don't help us ro desrroy ourselves

Brorher, you precious endangered species—
chosen one

walke up and rurn rhe tube off
wakke up and rurn the people on
wake up and hold right whar is
slipping rhrough your hands

walse up so thar we can live again
and lie down fo pleasanr dreams.
your sister wanrs you to have a
good nighr

—M. Joerre Harland







A World He Did Not Create

A slicing roar curs the silence of his stare.

Eyes bound ro a longing for rimes pasr spent.

Once the ruler of a land, with worldly possessions ar hand,
is now bur a lost dream which realiry prevents.

A lusr created by an insafiable desire

chases his images of inevirable doom.

Blood was once again shed, rormenting a soul thar blegd,
with a rhirst in which tragedy loomed.

Wirh arms srrerched upward to a God,

a supreme essence in which his fairh lay unseen.

For wirh the grace of flight, he slays all in sighr,

rhe ashes of dearh blow info a pool of faceless thoughts serene.

A lools to the north, a quick glance ro the south.
A barren field on which an empire should stand.
Through rhe pursuir of prize, a realiry is despised,
images of priceless grandeur lay lifeless as rthe land.

The humiliry of @ morral exisrence,

Irs presence burning with an arrogant rease.

For such possessions obrained prove uselessly vain
ro a pompous being driven by irrarional extremiries.

In rime a new kingdom will arise.

In ir a Divineness to encompass all morral hate.

For rhe foolishness of a soul defied a majestic control
In a world he did nor creare.

—Ruby A Skinner
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Nature Speaks for Itself

50 You say a natural is nor your style.
“Girl, all thar brushing and picking
would just drive me wild!

How can you stand your hair being
S0 short.

Ir's all righr and nappy.

And ir looks rather coarse.

You look like somerhing from

An early 70's flicl

Or worse, somerhing from Africa.
Homeqirl, this rime you've tripped!”

And rhen you wair for my reply,

Bur | jusr pass you silenrly by,

Because fiercer rhan your words

Is the envy in your eyes.

—Kim C. Lee




To the Homeless People of Our Society

if each of you could fir there. . .I'd offer you my bed. ..

I'd even give my last dime o let you rest your heads.

I'd give you my pillows and my flowered blanker roo.

I'd comfort you with warmrh and a big, big bowl of srew.

You musr ger very hungry as your home is in the streets.

Tell me my homeless soul mare. . .how often do you ear?

Do you wake up every morning with hope. . .or none ar all?

Or are you happy with your srarus because now you cannor fall?
Do your children have good morals? Do you reach them how ro pray?
Or do you simply feel so helpless thar you send them all away?
Do you strive to malse improvements or do you sull in all you've losf?
Tell me my human soul mare —whar does your failure cosr?

America, the beauriful —how could rhey wrire those words?

WVith people living in the streers. . .Dear God rhat is absurd.

Do rhey nor see the obvious—do rhey know rhere’s poverty?

Or are rthey hiding in their diamond worlds, dismissing realiry?
Whar happens ro our hungry? And the children rhat they bear?
Or is it rhar society just doesn't care anymore?

The sun still shines in the rich world. . .who cares abour the rest?
Besides rhey're nor worth helping if they can't pur forth rheir best.
| hear thar from humanity.. . .Whar hope is there for you?

| wish thar | could help you, bur there’s norhing | can do.

My words are simply helpless. . .and | can'r afford your renr.

Just like you have no say in life. . .I'm banned from government.

I'm sorry thar you're stuck here. . .wirh nowhere lefr ro rum. . .
| hope you survive this sick, sick world—ar least until we learn!

—HKalia Spears
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On Intraracism—if there is such a thing

When you look ar me
you see

a lighr-skinned,
a yellow,
a redbone.

Bur when { loolk in the mirror,
Everywhere i look

| see rhe

genfle

explosion

of

Blackness

—Carliss Johnson




Mis-Education

everybody says you're nice
lily-whire woman
reacher of my children

everybody says you're generous
in your spoon-feeding-method
of reaching

ler me break it d
o)
W
n

you are a

patronizing birch

your menraliry is i-can-lead
rhese-lirrle-black-children
our of the ignorance into
rhe lighr

you do nor respecr the power

of our minds

you are so cerrain of our ignorance
rhar you engage in a conversarion
wirh yourself

rapidly promulgaring memorized
lesson plans

never raking in oxygen

ir's an eqofristic frip
rhar you engage in
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you ramble on
never seeing rhe students
never engaging in

a learning experience

i say you're parronizing
mosr students rhink you're ms. nice

rhis niceness

rhey don'r reclize

is smiling

on imagined ignorance

—Andrea M. Wren




Today and Yesterday

Oh please Nkosi
don'’t kill my baby
Oh please masrer
Don't rake my baby

Oh please NKosi

don’r endorse my child
Oh please master
don'r sell my child

Shur up, you Kaffir
Same goes for you, Nigger!!!

—Nicol Hanyard
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On South Africa

e

How
Can You

Unrie Your
Brorher's Hands

If Your Hands Are
Tied?

. —Kim C. Lee




+ C+R+O+S+S+E+S +

o
rhere’s power P

in wearing a Cross a N
d

one’s neck.

Q cross represents rhe crucifixion

of some whire guy

bur ir reminds me

rhar i have been crucified.

my race is dying an unnecessary dearh and
of rhe religion rhar the whire man

gave us as he justified (slavery).

it represents a religion rhar has encouraged
dissension and division
baprist, merhodist, everyrhing
bur rogerherness.

rhere’s power

IN wearing a Cross.

i lools ar it and realize thar

i've been crucified, but

i Can survive.

i may die, bur

i shall return

on perhaps rhe 400rh day wirh

my people.

rhere is power

in a cross as knowledge is power.

—Andrea M. Wren
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Squirrel

like @ monkey swinging in a free,
you were hung.

like a piece of barbecue on a grill,
you were smoked.

like a block of wood,

they chopped off wirh a collective hand
whar made you

in a rechnical sense a Mman.

like a yellow birg,
rhey pur you behind bars in a narrow cage.

as if hunting a squirrel in the woods,
rhey viciously killed,
skinned and are you for dinner.

i can't believe rhar you srill desire
rhe whire hole,
black man.

—Andrea M. Wren




Please

Granr me one wish
Only one
Ler me be a snake.

I'd slither along rhe warm ground,
Despised

by humans—

Happy.

| wouldn't have ro rolerare their birrerness
| wouldn't have ro tolerare their lies

| wouldn't have to endure rheir pain

My pain.

Grant me one wish

Only one

Ler me be a snake—

Ler me shed rhis layer of skin
Puncrured

wirh birrerness

Puncrured with lies

Ripped with pain

Useless.

Ler me shed rhis skin

Emerge from this barrered cocoon
Reborn

Refreshed

Alive.

—Robyn D. Brady



—Lorena M Craighead

Mock Election: City of Angels

The air is frighrening
in irs rhickness
suspended by the dollars
and beauty
and rhe award-winning-roles.
| rold myself thar it was
good practice
see what i'm up againsr
spirir tired of burning
inside
stepped forward only ro be misundersrood
srared ar blankly and
‘quored rhe larest’
Busy trying ro be busy
pinned down by mounrains of beaury
oblivious fo the beaury

of being you.




Only as Powerful as U make it
(4AST-23)

Will all non-believers in the house srand up?

Have you ever felr rhe presence

of Almighty Isis, ISis, I1Sls, ISIS,

the Blaclk goddess? |
Have you ever heard Swahili or Zuly, ‘
and had genetic memories |
rug nor gently ar your rongue?

Have you smelled

rhe soft, red clay

rhar lkeeps rhe overflowing Nile company?

Have you bowed before

rhe Egyptian pyramids,

rhe only remaining narural wonders?

Have you lisrened to

rhe red eyes of a

displaced Afrilkan?

Didja ever greer the dawn,

meer the moon?

Have you ever rhanked

Ra rhe sun gog,

only ro have him say,

l<ariby,

which means welcome,

with the next perfect sunrise?
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Have you ever rouched
rhe full lips
of another Afrilsan

and been overcome

wirh such PASSION rhar

it had ro leave this place and time?
Didja look at all

rhe unmarked graves

of our many ancesrors,

and become inspired?

Have your hips swayed

ro the nor so ancienf

beat, bear, bear, bear

of rhe bass drum?

Didja ever wanr

sweer freedom

so bad

you could rasre ir?

Can you feel like

Osirus felr when he was cut
info fourreen pieces

by his twin brorher and then
resurrected by Almighty

Isis, ISis, ISls, S1S?

Will all non-believers in the house please stand up
and

GET OUT!

—Carliss Johnson







Colors of Liberation

The bountiful colors of my spectrrum

To and from many degrees

Color me RED, color me BLACK, color me GREEN.

My pulsaring, racing, loving red heart

Color me RED, the blood of my people.

Bountiful spectrum colors release the rainbow wirhin my soul,

Color me GREEN, bring me closer ro thar narure of
Whence | came.

Color me green likke the fields of my homeland

Rich from rhe magical rain.

O’ Specrrum! Beaury of liberarion

Colors of freedom wirhour constraint

Color me BLACK and ler ir run deep info my soul.

Color me as | strood prior o captiviry,

Color my mind as it was in ifs narural srare,

Color me Blacls wirhour self-hare

O! Bounriful colors of rhe specrrum

Color me RED, color me BLACK, color me GREEN
Because

Thar is whar frue liberarion means!

—Tomilka DePriest
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To racist whites

Dear Whirey,

If you think my blackness

dilures “your” whire dominion,

you are ab-so-lure-ly correct.

I am here ro mal<e “your” bland whire
world blacker, disseminared, dilured,
arrenuared, loosened, and color

rich.

| am here o birrh many, many, many,
children who will grow up and fill
“your” world.

They, like me, will become adulrs and
have many, many, many more children.

We refuse ro wirhhold our
birthing because of you.

You will not birth-conrrol us
by making us fear bringing
our children info “your” world
of harsh racism.

Don'r you know

We will thrive in spire
of your
UN-wanf-ing-ness?

We are here
We will make
And we will be.

After all,

iraint “YOUR"
world no-how.

—M. Joerre Harland.
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Uncertainty

Whar creations, evolurions, immages arousing whirling sensarions.

| ponder through a window of uncerrainty, seeking a world of
vast beauty. Yer my sighr is shaded by a blanker of disillusionment
draped upon a oneness, by rhe forces of human reasoning.

The paint, yes the paint covering rhe buildings,

remains lifeless, yer rhe richness of its color fades in time 10 @
dull hue. Is true disrinction, however, goes unrouched,

for irs appearance is bur a blanls stare of uniform color
rarionalized by the discriminaring eye.

The wind, how silently ir moves wirh the slyness of rhe fox,
Creeping along, never seen, yer creating the sounds of surprising fear.
Moving those weightless objects which dance abour on the frees
in a dazzling array of splendor.

Hundreds of faceless shapes, each unique fo its perfecred form.
They surely must be immortal. For when rhey fall lifelessly ro
the earth, they somehow rerurn in full vigor, again ro dazzle the eye.

The rooftops, walls of unperiled strengrh.

Shaped lilke slanred arrows, able 1o shoot in eirher direcrion.

A support fo the beings who know norhing of rheir existence.

For in the world given, brick and mortar are soulless objects.

Bur how can rhar be? When rhey wage war everyday protecring our
piriful souls from rhe forces of nature.

The grass. So green!

Yer ifs rrue rare beauty goes unnoticed, blending in ro form a river
of forgotten vasrness.

For it lay still looking up harmlessly, sofrening irs rouch

providing comfort for rhe rorruous human body.

Our feer musr surely know ir well.




Whar do | seels?

A reason! An explanarion! A solurion.

For such abundance, such diversity, proves futile unless irs

digniry and beauty, forming unique entities, are recognized and made
a parr of the individual world, housed within rhe soul.

For my world is only of genuine value,

when it excludes such faral presumptruous regularions,

creared by cenruries of human ignorance.

—Ruby A. Skinner
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Spread Wings

The ancestors rold me my destiny

Where | was going

The parh | would rake
Spiraling like a hurricane

Raging like a bull

Savaging rhe resr of my people
in

Blood

Love

Time

Strengrh

and
Revolurion

Surrendering ro the wind
ro

Liberare
Spread Wings
and
FLY!

—Tomilka DePriesr



Dreams

Dreams. . .

Dreams of lily-filled fields,
of srar-filled nights,
of a love-filled life.

Dreams. . .

Dreams of life wirh no pain,
of fun with no games,
of spring wirh no rain.

Dreams.. .

Dreams of yourh never aging,
of war never waging,
of life never fading.

These are my dreams—
Dreams of a world wirthour dreams!

Dreams.

—Sonya E. Murray







Woman with Man

She worked nervously, frying nor to look ar him. Her co-
worlker giggled.

“That'll be $8.40," she said, still trying nor ro look. She knew if
she looked ar him she’d faint, or srare, or embarrass herself in
some way.

“Is rhis caralog free?” he asked.

Ir wasn't, bur whar did it marrer? Homeboy was fine, and if
she couldn't find a way ro give him her phone number, she could
ar leasr slip him a caralog.

“Um ah, yeq, you can have one.”

He was smiling ar her. He had a beautiful smile. She was
rmying ro rake as long as she could ro return his change so she
could look ar him for a lirtle longer.

"Enjoy ir.” She gave up. Someone who looked like he did
had ro have rhree or four women. She didn't have a chance.

"Thanks, ah, whar rime do you ger off ronight? Maybe, you
lknow, we could ah see a movie or somerhing.”

She was obviously mistalen. This man who was perfecrion
personified was nor asking her our! Well, whar was she wairing
for? She'd betrer answer that man before he walked off.

"I'd love ro,” she cooed.

"You'd love what?" snapped her mother. “You'd betrer love
gerring up; rhis alarm clock has been on for fifreen minures. You'd
berrer nor oversleep again. If you lose this job. .."

She should've known rhar she would only be so lucly in her
dreams.

2?2

—Arerha Hanlkinson
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All That Jazz
(Notes from a Conscious Wind)

Whatever happened ro Jozz music? Ir srill exists
somewhere below country/western music bur just slightly
above classical, | rhink. Ir's odd rhar the very race thar creared
jazz has chosen ro place i on rthe shelf alongside orher
discarded aspects of our culrure. Ir's sad ro me. Don't ger me
wrong, I'm a fan of Rap music, as are most of my peers, bur
many of them are close-minded when it comes o jazz. They're
missing our on the mosr brilliant, passionare and excifing MUSIC
performed. Whereas Rap comes from rhe sireet, jazz comes
from the soul and arfracts the mind, causing you to rhinlk. You
rhinl abour how far our people have come and how much
furrher we have yer ro go.

Jazz music is an infricare part of musical hisrory. Why rhen
are we giving it away? Are people of orher races befrer able ro
realize the genius of our music rhan we are ourselves. Why are
whire students in colleges and universities across the country
more receprive fo respecred jazz artists than our black college
students? Surely we have the most fo gain by supporting our
jazz musicians. I's called perperuarion. We have ro keep rhis
beauriful form of expression alive for furure generarions, sO
rhey'll know and appreciate rhe black race’s confriburion 10

music hisrory.

Some say we've “progressed”’ beyond jazz. How can you
progress beyond a sound rhar's ahead of irs rime?

—T Jivens-Mapson



The River

Somerimes ir comes on me so heavwy—rto simply floar on air
rhrough pockers of brearh, leaving behind only bad memories
and inadequare dreams. The rension in my body longs ro be
smoorhed over and sef loose. . .

Traveling down alazy river, | see myself in irs reflecrion. The rears in
my eyes crawl down my face and drop into the river and blend in
wirh arhousand rears rhar came before mine. The rears swirl and
spread as my heart reaches our to rhe river for having ro flow so
long wirhour aresr. | rell the river thar | will rake over for a while so
ir can have aresr. | rell it thar | will gladly flow over rthe rocks and
boulders. | will fall down the inclines and splash in the wind. | will
spread in berween rhe roes and fingers of infruders and mix with
rhe dirt rto make mud.

The river replies andrells me thar no one ever offered ro ralke over
for while and thar ir would be glad ro grant me my wish. So | crawl
iN...

—Dianne Marsh
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A Conversation With You. ..
And You Know Who Your Are

Dear You,

| quess | should rhanlk you, for rhrough rhe rhick clouds of
smolse and rhe clanging monotonous bear of the
music. . .there you sar. You were enjoying yourself, hanging
out with rhe boys and raking in the female sights. Then, | came
long. | innocently strolled by o ralls ro my friend. As | looked
over my shoulder, | noriced you—tall, dark and handsome. We
began ro rallk and the prospecr began ro seem even more
infriguing, a college boy, nice major, very good looking and
from a nice city. The ceremony of exchanging phone numbers
merely added o rhe festive mood. For rhe first fime, | lefr thar
singles joinr with a glimmer of hope in my eye.

As it always happens in real life, the glimmer was
rransformed info a shadow of doom rhar followed me around
a lirrle longer rhan | had hoped for if to. The nexr morning,
being awakened by your call, momentarily brighrened my day,
bur suddenly the eloguenr rhythm of your words changed info
harsh, disonanr sounds. The infamous sentence concerning
your “orher involvement,” burst my illusions of grandeur inro
riny pieces of dusr.

For a minure, | guess you could say | rripped the lighr
fanrasric, for | had fallen info a world where people don't have
emorions and rhe pains of an illicir offair cease to exist. You had
me, | have ro admir. | was convinced rhat | was capable of
entering into a relarionship (if thar’s whar one would call ir)
rhar would consist of darls sunglasses and big hats. | had
forgorren abour the joy of the sunlighr shining brighr upon rhe
hearrs of rwo young lovers playing in the park. | had forgorren
abour rhe bond.
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The bond, | must declare, is whar has inspired me to wrire
ro you. The bond, my friend, is whar exists berween “us”
women. We, you see, cannor confinue to exploit one anorher.
The love one woman has for a man cannot be poisoned by
rhe venom of another female. We cannor rake from our sisters
rhe joy of giving and receiving love. We cannot, for our own
selfish reasons, delve in berween the emotions thar exist
berween rwo individuals. We must support our sisters in rheir
quests for “their” perfecr loves—not breals down their
foundarions.

50, "you,” I just want to thank you, for on thar special
evening, you nor only rouched me by complimenting on my
beauty, bur you made me realize rhar love is a powerful force.
Love, nor just berween men and women, bur love for my sisrer.
A love rhar forces me nor ro ralse away, but ro give. To give my
support and my fondesr wishes. | wish you and your love a
special and strong furure.

—Ellen Hill
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Not Guilty

My besr friend’s name is Ambre. Her family lives a couple of
houses away from mine. | don't know why I'm even thinking
abour her. Every once in a while | do. .. Every once in a while.

Ambre and | both mer my husband Shak ar the same rime.
I'll never forger rhe first rime | saw him, ir was raining our amatel!
rhe way single raindrops rolled slowly down his black sillsy skin
made me want him more than anyrhing I'd wanred in a long
rime. The thoughr of nor being able ro have him never, well, ir just
never occurred ro me.

Shak and | became good friends. The three of us, Shak,
Ambre, and | wenr everywhere togerher. Shak became a frusred
friend ro borh Ambre and myself. Somerimes when Shak looked
ar me | was sure he sensed the inrense feelings | was sending
through him. | was wrong. Four months after Shak and | met, he
and Ambre began going rogerher.

We remained friends. | could nor blame either of rthem.
Some messages sent are nof received. | never rold Ambre how |
felr abour Shak, she was my orher half, | thoughr she knew. She
should have. We had been rhrough so much rogether. My parent’s
divorce, my lirtle sister's death, she loved me when no one else
would. She had always been rhere when | needed her, | suppose
she always would have been there if. ..

Well one day, Ambre and | wenr swimming in rhe lake.
Ambre, nor one for ralking advice are a whole meal righr before
going in. Needless to say she gor a real big cramp. . .in rhe



middle of the lalke.

I was on rhe dock. | heard Ambre calling my name. Over, and
over, and. . .my thoughrs were on Shalk as usual.

His long black eyelashes. The way his lips curve into a sweer,
serene smile. The soffness of his skin, when his arm just happened
ro brush against mine, which isn'r ofren enough. Doesn’t marter
rhough. One day he'llrealize thar I'm the only one. Thar was my
lasr rhoughr as Ambre wenr under.

Srrangely enough, even rhough we share everything, Shak
never asked me whar happened, never questioned my
swimming abiliry. In facr, no one ever questioned why |, a stare
champion swimmer sar on the dock, on a sunny Sunday
afrernoon and warched my best friend die.

—Carliss Johnson
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Roommates

Dear Lavernerrq,
| would appreciare it if you would keep your cookies our
of the refrigeraror and your nose our of my business!

PS. Your farher called, how
was the exam? Remember
your paper and rhar |
love you.

Dear Shirlnetra,
| wish you would quir offending my gentleman callers. Just
because you do nor have any does not call for rudeness!
PS. Remember thar size does
not malke the person.
Ir's the size of your
heart and soul.

Dear Lavernetrq,
In response 1o your last nore—wharever! Oh, and no |
won't piclk you up from work—I do have a dare.
P.S. Congrarularions on your
job offer!

Dear Shirlnerra,

Which one of the neighbors will you go our wirh next,
Leroy or Slim? Please rell rhem rhere is a significance ro rheir
paying rent for rheir own aparrment.

PS. Thanks for picking me up
from work on Friday. (I
lknew you would!)

Dear Lavernerrq,
| hope you enjoyed your imprompru garhering on
Sarurday night. Nexr rime please remember that one never
serves brandy with ice and whire is never worn past Labor Day!
On your nexr rip 1o the mall—you could replace my six crystal
wine glasses and four champagne glasses. Foorball and chablis
just do not mix!
PS. Your dare was finel
Do ir, Girl!
62



Dear Shirlnerrq,

O.K. You need ro realize rhar your morher does nor live
here! The garbage man does nor make house calls and we do
nor have a live-in maid. Get ir together or pick ir up! My
perfume may be inexpensive bur it is berrer than smelling like
an ole barrle ax who has notr changed her clorhes, hairstyle,
eyeglasses or identity in 20 years.

PS. I'm proud that you have
been strudying and doing
well in school. Keep up
rhe good work.

Dear Lavernettq,
| paid the phone bill yesterday. | also discovered rhar the
love of my life is the love of several orher sisters’ lives roo. How
abour pizza and the Cosby show?
P.S. | miss you!

Dear Shirlnettq,

The cable man came rhrough ro pick up rhe converter. |
am doing horrible in a class thar mighr prevenr me from
graduaring. | mer a fine man in the grocery srore!

PS. Your beauty will srill
shine wirhourt his
exisrence.

Dear Lavernetrq,

Your parents called, rhey will be in Tuesday for your
graduarion. | have three exams and four papers o wrire. | have
decided thar | am addicred ro Vivarin and chocolare. | think |
may have found my new aparrment.

P.S. Whar are you going ro do
withour me in Chapel
Hill? If you meer any
fine law srudents, don'r
forget to mention my
name.

Dear Shirinerrq,

| called the movers roday and rhey will be by on Monday
afrernoon o pick up my sruff. Did you ever find the earring
from the panty last nighr? 63




PS. When you ger to NYU,
remember ro go ro class,
wash your clothes, and
wrire me. | don't know
whar | am going ro do
wirhour you.

Dear Lavernettq,

Whar rime did you rell people ro come over for rhe
Graduarion Bash? Dare nor arrempt o steal my maroon coa,
or my purple swear panrs—I plan ro check your luggage. I
passed all of my finals wirh flying colors—and I'm ready ro GIG!!
PS. | cried for 15 minures

straighr as | packed my
clorhes. | don'tr wanr ro
leave you!

Dear Shirlnerrq,
Wasn't graduation live! My parents are driving me crazy
with happiness and joy! Does the crew know we are having a

sleep over after the bash?
PS. I'm scared to be wirhour

you, we must write each
orher every week, call
once a monfh, and
vacarion in rhe Caribbean
ar least once a year!

* k %k %k k %k %k k k X

Dear Lavernetrq,

| quess you should ger rhis lefter in Q couple of weels—
you know | never buy stamps. | usually depend on you.
Speaking of depending on you, | cannor do rhat anymore.

| hare my new aparrment, it's so lonely. | gor o warch
Knors Landing on Thursdays. | missed fighting wirh you over LA
Law.

| start my new job on Monday and ['s rerrified. | know I'm
going ro oversleep—I| need my human alarm clock. Summer
school srarted last weels, no cure guys and a wild woman for a

professor. 64

[



| really hope you like law school. I'm nor going fo lie, I'm
jealous and | hare you for leaving me. Even rhough | never rold
you, you really helped me ro ger through.

We must remember thar distrance can never separare us.
Spelman was wonderful, bur now we must go on. | know thar
each of us will have new experiences bur we must cherish rhe

old. You are forever my sisrer!
Lavernertq, | love youl!

Always your roomie,

Shirlnerra

—Hearher Hawes & Ellen V. Hill
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A wrirer friend of mine once rold me that all wrirers are
rying to do one of two things: find a way in or find a way
our. Ar the rime, | rried ro argue ir. | wanred to make case for
saving rhe world, reforming rhe polirics, reaching rhe children
and proclaiming the love ar the top of my lungs. Bur as | ger
older | thinls he was right affer all. All of the rhings | fry 1o do
wirh my own work evenrually boil down o frying ro find a
way info my own brain and my own heart and my own
spirit, or trying ro find a way our of all the mazes and dead
ends and dark ended streets rhar I've been directed roward
by a country rhar is srill less than fascinared wirh rhe presence
of black women. And | find thar when | am serious abour
the journey, and disciplined abour rhe quest, rthe rhings | find
on rhose forays in or dashes our also illuminare the lives of
rhose wirh ears ro hear or eyes to see. | don't find rhar ir gers
any easier, the longer you do i, bur | can guaranree rhar rhe
rewards for sticking wirh it have never been as sweer. Our
rrurh is in our stories. Don't stop. . .

Pearl Cleage
Spelman College
FOCUS, 1989




