ONLY IN THE SPRINGTIME

The beginning.
Only in the springtime do my eyes stray;
Trying to catch a quick glimpse of,
Every aspect of nature.
| wonder if God created the world and the heavens,
in the spring.
It's quite possible.
Oh how | adore witnessing the birth and rebirth
Of new life.
While running at dawn, | inhale the pure air,
Dripping with fresh morning dew.
It's very refreshing!
The dew of life fills my nostrils,
Physicaily dampening me, as If | were soaking up
Knowledge.
I'm all alone with nature;
Able to acknowledge and appreciate.

The flowers hegin to bud,

As frees begin to bear.

The animals seem oblivious to the

Humans coexistence in this world with them,

For the animals are concerned with day to day life.
Sometimes | get like that too;

Wishing that | were all alene.

How great that would he!

The animals seem so carefree.

Just think!

Sometimes | wish that it were spring all year round.
But then, life would have no future,
Nothing to look forward to.
If life were but spring, then how would we grow?
How could we experience and learn.
| wonder if we would ever die?
But why does the spring seem so much better
Than the other seasons?
But would we ever die?

By Trey Adams
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personal armegeddon

synchronized Armegeddons leave the
soul as mangled as roses after

the kiss of the hurricane - what is
love; what is hate?

we live in a world that is
wrenched within a battle between
night and day; those caught
amidst the middle are trivial,

if not insignificant.

sometimes hell is not the

burning purgatory that compels

the evil to randomly dabble in the
exemplary, sometimes it is the innate
fire that compels us all to hate what is
not like us.

50, too, does love hate to love

those who have hated from the
beginning? does hate flourish from
the excess love of oneself in order to
evoke hate from another?

are you a prisoner

in your personal

So many of them, such a beantifud site... \ Armegeddon?
(it da soundz of thythm in tha middle of nite) \
Inddividually, as a couple o even ag howse...
\ {eenmway an’” voguin’ childzen workin' it out)
N\ Givin' face, givin' body s they loosen their hips... kevin |. bostick
{fems fall to the floor in depth defyin’ dips)

Fized up an’ waitin’ on Madowna to call...

nwhen boyz dance wit 60L{Z

As midnite approaches da boyz do too..
{childzen of tha rainbow of datkencd hue)
Sanjees, fems an’ b-boyz too..
(aff to tha place to do what they do)

N\ (carta servin’ niggaz givin® their atl)
N\ TWhen itz all said an’ done they begin to depart...
(ears vingin wit ehythm, minds free from thought)
Beame tha whole scene ig just so profound...

N\ (da boyz do dance betta when da sitlz aren't around)




e R - The Zeek e

I stop for a while, I pause, I ponder, thinking... what shall J do next?

Conscions music to stimedate sy mind to wemind me of the cfforts others made to save my behind.
No, maa‘g;ﬁ. ZFootball! }/(’5', always loved its vigor, competition, vitality, passion.

No, my necrons again say. Read, expand the knowledge base, btoaden cach horizon so that you a2
beteer eguipped to handle all future positions.

Lired, enough of academia and incellectual stimadation. A movie, ma ybe, o7 A4 dvive perhaps or visit
a friend with whom I could chat, chill, interact; but it all seems to come back to essence, meaning,
.‘-’:};mfr}:{mce.

TOhat is it? I know not. This andying gucst for life's rruest meaning seems to continually trap me
in A chaotic swing from left to tight and then in no specific divection while my head spins with it into
oblivion.

Hely, I need? No, I disagree. "}as’r AN ACHLS SCHSE Of CONSCiousness defining an identity that
perpetually seeks lige s cpitome.

Chill, I rell myself, relax from time to time.

%) tzy and I am successful for some time, then my juices flow again, the Guest resames to fond out
solurions and answers to all that exists now and in the futuze.

A aybe that equires divine intervention ot in spiration grom above or influence from the ones we love.
Aaybe it is not possitle to decipher CJod s thoughts and the inevitable detadls that follow.

JRaybe life’s equation is not meant vo be solvable.

2 knorw not ar this time r‘p‘ it is, but while I mandage my business I U simultancons y areempt ro
SUTPASS the highest disnension off thought of philosophers and scientists alike, consumed in ag9essing
the purpose of life. -

No answers yer for all, though some seem to have agproached the vast periphery of CGod @ entivety.

One thing is for suze, J am concerned with the issucs at hand necessa 1y for the survival and nrell

being of our fellow man and woman alike. Sut, alas, I ought not to stop there, that decision wondd
b¢ pootr, yes indeed, it is imperative that I do more.

Yes, in my few years of experience and analysis 9 do not belicve we ought just to create comgort for
our gamily structure or even only aid our extended brother and sister; bur beyond these and all else
that OCCUPICE OUT tﬁoaj’ﬁts’, there lies a vast resrvoir a,{ m;mp;)ed /4'110&:1/(’6{"9'1’ that many have not
sought namdly the realm of thinking of the creator and all that is on his S het agenda for us nonw and in
the futuze.

So as Jlive, I U seck to acguire the ma turity and understanding, necessary for grasping guch think-

ing, when J reach that platean of reasoning, ma ybe then 31U acquire lige © truest meaning.

Ol LT Wicholas Fedler —




The Quitter's Tale

ose the road lest soughi i>li‘l'
I tried (o siay al rest
my heart midly weary
from not giving my best
My mind was overwhelined
it how pathedic I'd bevcome.
1 chose the path of a quitter
amd my world had become undone.

I listened not (o (he warnings
of my family and my iriemds
I just plunged deeper and deeper
inte the abyss that 1'd began.
My heart had skipped a beat
my spirit had also been erushed
for 1 onee was man of valor
had now become as dust.,

This didn't have (o happen
noet o one as smart as 1
(o the world I was a leader
In my eyes | shounld have died
My legs hiud become as weak as
a puny stalk ol grass

Now 1 must pay at last.

Don't follow my steps if you're weary
ior nothing is ever free

the price you pay now is cheaper
than the cost in eternity.

My soul will always (el me
of the things 1 could have been

hind I not taken the path of a quitifér

Bud the one of a champion.

by Nathaniel Drvsdal

I had chosen the path that was costless

As If You've
Been Deprived

you howl as if you've been

deprived. . .deprived for so long-

a wolf burning in heat, craving for

a taste of something sweet,

treats throwing away their latex wrappers,
thrusting themselves into the darkness of the
intangible-

touch and go- no,

i don't think so,

the love has melted in the heat-

asif you didn't know.

where does that insatiable sensation arise?
is it in your chest, or is it

between yourthighs?

time continues to tick while ignorance
continues to stick potent confusion

into a distorted illusion as the brain-dead
stands erect without the ability to protect
what was created inside with nowhere to hide,
causing posterity to spill without the desire
to fulfill-

love takes a crooked course,

but never the course of ignorance;

the passion of a volcano

is only a candle, yet,

forthe slave in heat, it is a burning

he can't handle;

and you still howl as if you've been
deprived-

brothers be living without knowing

they've died.

kevin |. bostick



“ he 'Dmf I Died”

I'd always wished I conld sec the future, and, looking at my forecast of events pevceive tragedy before it occurred.
Then, if D couldn't change anything, I would at least be prepared—in the very least, I could brace mysetf. However, that
just ain't the way life plays its game... Life’s black clouds of disaster rain random showers of tervor on whomever fate
chooses. One can only wonder, “TOho will b¢ next?”

Standing hete, a stuiking contrast to my tranguil environment, ) think with bitter resentment, “3§ 3 had known—if
only B had known that today would be the tast day of my life, I mould have made sure  didn't live to see it.”

A tear escapes my clouded eye, slipping quietly doswn a pallid cheek. From within my pulseless chest, a sigh
strugsles to emerge. "TOhy, Cod?” ) whisper. “ T oo young...just too young to die.”

There i no reply. As usual, CJod has nothing to say. Only the sound of a lonesome wind fills my ears. It brushes
my face in passing, leaving me cold and empty like a coffin whose vccupant has long rotted away. “Decomposed. A
doesn't matter, though. ) can feel no pain, hurt, or worry. J am dead.

Deals of laughter: "Come on, silly!”

T0¢ were in the public park, Aisha and J. ) wore blue jeans and a sweater, while she donned a yellow flowered sun
duess that hung loosely around her young figure. J can remember how the sun cawght her subtle brown eyes like two cbony
jewels as she wrged me to hurny. D had embraced her instead. She pinched me in a playful attempt to set away, but I held
her fase.

“J love you.”

“2 love yore.” ) did love her—mowe than any man has ever loved someone. I suppose I will never be able to tell her
again. J can never tell anyone again,

She struggled from my azms and ran ahead, beckoning with an
‘urgent gesture "Come on!”

3 can't even recall wheve she was taking me, but 3 never amived. Suddenty, in a bluz of sight and sound, my life
came to a screeching halt... Shouts of anger ahead. Curges. Theeats...slamming car doors; the high pitched squeal of
vacing tires; the roar of an approaching engine-- A black vehicle sped toward us, people woning after it. ‘Then, four
explosions-- one vight behind another. Sullets tore thwough precious flesh, whining as they flew. Faesh blood pouned, decp
violet, onta the hard grownd. Screams of terror filled my ears. Another explosion, and an invisible spear found its mark
in the heart. Such pain... It was oves, then, ISlood covered the ground, forming little pools in the cracks. Only the
distant sounds of a vacing vehicle and flecing people are heard. I staggered to where Aisha was standing, het eyes wide,
her mouth open, tears streaming...

J caught her before she fell. Her blood poured warmly from her wounds and over my hands. /My blue jeans, tuined
puaple, like some gruesome chameleon. “Dear Clod! She was crying without sound. Her hands were clenched into little
fistz. Dt was haating her so much. Oh God, why not me? TOhy not me instead?

Dloved her go much, and as 3 looked into her dimming eyes, 9 told her. Hex trembling form began to subside. Her eyes
clonded over, and staring up at me, she wttened her last word.

“Dhiiddy...”

Aine was the last face she saw.

D died, then. Right in my own awme, 3 just stopped living. They killed her. She wae murdered in the crosspize of
their senseless violence, and now I am dead~just a lifeless shell, a walking corpse.

}hs the sun shines, bur 9 cannot see it. 1 no longez see the butterfly, the green 5rass, ot the colorfud flowers that lay
before me. Only the cold, indifferent slab of rock they pect her under—a stab that tells the span of her life, but nothing of
all the joy she brosught during it. Nothing... ) stand bleakly in this yard. The coolness of an early autwmn day pricks my
neck. Leaves tustle on undressing trees and flutter like fainting butterflies to the earth. ) don't notice. J don't even caze.

J am deceased-just the ghost of & man standing six feet above the precious life ) lost one year ago, today.

~—££/ A Ditliam ;}ofmgon



My Life Rwanda, Oh Rwanda

| stand on a rock, dawn lurks behind me, crabs and 1
SCOFpiOﬂS search for their prey whilst the tide rses Your men are dwe”ing in the hate of their images
peacefully. Life is simple and all seems possible. 1am slashing at the sans of your soil
the foci of attention of many, such that naive love with their blind vision.
emanates from within and defines my premature Their eyes born to death
identity. as their claws sever
the souls of your world.
| stand on a rock and the sun climbs beyond the A cosmos, engulfed in the fava’s abyss

; K bi : ; ; and masked by the devil's glory
horizon, the black birds leave hieroglyphic type trails on et oramanaiithis bivan st

in the honor of the walking dead
who have thrust upon their hearts and souls

the sand, upon which the vibrant waters and the sun
casts an iuminating pattern. But the brightness is
ironic, my stepfather has transcended this dimension,

_ the comfort of your spear.
leaving a desperate mother to provide for her daughter
and teenage son. 2

As your women

| stand on a rock, the sun radiates normally on the sand, glide like ghosts
the waters are disturbed by its occupants and the sky is in the stillness of your fetid air
dominated by black birds, herons and swans. The bearing only witness to this human
widowed mother stands majestically before her awn, feast which has devoured their creations
instructing, guiding and leaving nothing to be unknown. and left their bleeding tears to
| grasp her concept, so does my older sibling and so wash the souls of the fiving

in the serpent’s venom-
Logic is detached from its conscience realm
left in cruel reality.

through our innate abilities we strive towards familia
improvement.

| stand on a rock, the sun and tide descend from our 3

midst as a cool gentle breeze dries the moisture of While your children’s
anxiety on my lips. My focus is fixed, | know of the starved hearts

obstacles in my way and sg via diligence, | achieve shed their innocence
specific objectives throughout each day. Alas, my and offer the devil’s angels
anxiety intensifies as two dear ones depart, my strength their burning souls

seems depleted, should { re-start? Na, | tell myself, just that seek solace in
continué and maximize the time that exists, for in a the sarcerer's bosom

finite period, we'll depart from this earthly abyss. and nourishment in the
knowledge of evil,

They have realized nature

| stand on & rock, but | must leave; the breeze, wind, in Satan's parentage.

gale, storm, it has come this way. The water is rough, |

ought to go quickly, | have had enough. | have found 4

my niche, | know what | must do, through several RWANDA, OH RWANDA
means | will accomplish mare than just a few. But what fear not

is there thereafter, when my time comes? What is this for there lies redemption
esoteric existence, is there yet another chapter? 1 am not for the creators

uncertain and so | live and ponder, doing what | must but for the created.

until | am unable any longer. Kato Mukuru

Nichalas Fuller




‘cc-'mi;ng: Ouzt’ ﬁ’z'am Schind the /Mag/q

“his is my tige. / Such a small closet /Too small for me/Too small for anyone / Zepecially one as phenomenal ag
2 am/Loo tonely for me / Too dark for me/ Too crappy for me / Too bad for you: I'm coming out / J'm coming

out of this cloget ... todalf---"

~Antwarn Cartwright

Lhe revealing words of a
young /Morehouse poet and,
more importantly, the prevailing
stony of my life. Quite natu-
rally, coming out signifies a
turning point in my life. In-
deed, it is on that day ) vowed
not to lead the often tragic life
of the closeted black homo-
sexual / bisexual.

SFor those who cannot telate
to the coming-out process, J can
assure you that it is both af-
pizming and precavious all at
once. Lhis J atready realize
even though my own homo-
sexual / bisexual vites of pas-
sage have only just begun. I
can easily recall the very first
day that ) promised myself )
would come out. ISut for
whatever teason, the time was
just never quite right. 0,
here 3 am neanly a halg-decade
later, and I have run out of
excuses.

So naturally, 3 stand ready
to follow in the footsteps of
Dames Ialdwin, Sssex
Hemphill, Narlon Rigss,
gum’ go?d-ﬂn, 74 udre Lourde,
E. Lynn Hanris, /Ne’ Shell

NdegeOcello, Elias Farajaje-
Jones and all my other proud,
uncloseted, black gay Jbisexual
pamily. I understand, however,
that most of my homosexual
brothers of the House will
p?oceed in the footgteps oﬁ

Langston Hughes and

Countee Cullen, insistent
wpon ‘masking’ their sexuality.
COhile ) respect their decisions,
2 have chosen to depart from the
rugged road mapped out by
Hughes to join a beautiful
caravan of black folk on a
heaventy highway carved out by

Saldwin.
i@

2 must confess that the
decision to come out was not an
easy one. Lhere were so many
things to consider. Tould my
pamily agree with my decision?
How would other students, gay
and straight, respond? UWhat
would my professors say?
TOould closeted gay /bisexual
students see me as a theeat?

Frankly, ) have only a
limited concern for the type of
responses ) will veceive from
heterosexuals. Instead, 3 view
the response and concern of my
immediate family and my
extended homosexual / bisexual
pamily as much more important.
Bo, if ) shock a few of my
heterosexwal associates in the
process, ) make no apologies.

34 3 appear a tad bit bitter,
it is because ) am. Sut under-
stand that my bittetness is
ditected imwardly because it was
my decision to wear the homo-
sexual equivalent of Daul
Lawrence Dunbar's dubious
mask for so long. Homestly,
worde cannot describe what it is

like to be in an



emotional relationship with
another beautiful, black man
onflf to be ﬁo?ced to conceal Yol
every action. FAnd now that )
am finally out, it has no signifi-
cance because he now resgides
many mifes away from this
place.

Sfmdmh{, I cannot beain to
tell you what it feels like to sit

in silence when homophobic ot

heterosexist statements ave being

made, your lips sealed by the

fear of being discovered. @

And while 3 did speak out
against heterosexism and
homophobia a lot more than )
thousht ) would, it is clear to
me that J didn’t always speak
when 9 should have.

2 wemember one incident all
so vividly. In front of a sizable
audience gathered to hear the
student body election speeches,
suffered humiliation at the
hands of an anonymous audi-
ence member. Roughly five
seconds into my reelection
speech is when it all happened.
Qut of nowhere, the anorymons
student bellowed the only five
Letter word that 2 would have

prefevred not to hear during the
elections: “ADODI,” he
yelled.

Che room filled with an
imposing silence much like the
silence J spoke of earticr. /My

initial weaction was to ‘read’

him in the same fashion that J

would have read’ an undesired
admirer at a club. [Sut instead,
J save the student (whoever and
wherever he was) one of ry
trtademark smiles.

Needless to say, I smiled

out of fear: the pervasive fear of

having my fellosw students know

something about me that was so
intimate my immediate family
had not yet been told. 1 velate
this incident only to say that
while the uncloseted homosexual
will encounter many new issues
that he must grapple with, there
are a number of old iesues that
9 fortunately no longer must
contend with.

In short, there is an alterna-
tive for all of my brothers stitl
crowded in that small, cramped
closet. Yes, J am confident
that for every closet there is a
magical key which can unlock
thoge beautiful, black brothers
trapped inside. So, tomy gay [/
bisexual brothers still grappling
with the choice that inherently
conpronts you, J leave you with
the simple words of Samuel R.
‘Delany taken from the intro-
duction of Shade: An Anthol-
ogy of Fiction by CGay /Men of
African “Descent. "I coming
out ig where you are, embrace it;
use it. Jt gives strength and,

wes, pleasure.”

By Obinna Eze Lowis

“Chis is my life. / Such a small closet / Too small for me / T oo small for anyone / Sspeciatly one as phenomenal as 3
am/ oo lonely for me /L oo dark for me /T oo crappy for me /T oo bad for you: J'm coming out /' D'm coming out of

this closet ... today...”

—Antwann Cartwright

‘Coming Out’ from Behind the /Mask



J Often Wondexr

T aften wender why fie comes to. takie

My boves away. Ts it te cause me pain

Und sadness beyond teaws? J always watie
Fram sleep in dreams of stouns and powiing wain;
Uttempts to. waten dewn the miseny

Cawsed by a madman whe snacks en my soul.
Yet, there is same peculionity,

Since ke is one bhalf that matfies awr bives whole.
This predatox, who preys on all that live,

Can put fear inte the bravest ef men.
Because fe takes and takes and does net give,
Fe will follow wus all through time and space,
There is nowhiene to wun: death we must face.

Frat “ghioey 7HE DICTURE
7770 you 92S7 LEFT
WANYDIZFERENTPICTURES Aecepting - wgliness on beauty

To cce the world iu ite fullest view AHtening - each wews paiatiog- - 7o

A4 eab iy hand inprrave - Tmprove - TIHPROVE
Tt scnefoly neguines sdnsl. e
A LITTLE WORK Ya'self cato as many dffirent frames
Obsenvation e poooible - - - - cuz ya' buow. . .
’)m@mm &
COURAGE De's dand ta sec the whole ficture &
To face the ewtine scene qou're inaide the paiating

o7 Pacnt  Ya'self:

Danictt Wonton




Sounds nﬁ 1’1 Y ,8(7{(’

Hustle, IBustle, Pass me by...
I listen to the hum of my mind
It's a machine purting quietly, tending its business
L he machine’s purer is music.
It patterns after a bustling thythm
7Resan eras ago in far away lands
At is a state oﬁ goul

OL(ung:’n{, fiveb{, quick, pulsating

Dalpitation

Ndte
Z he silence of complacency
Deagening noise
Dlacating silence
Ot sought
Cleansing silence
D urgatory
Zhe trivial noise that i lige
buuzzes continuously to the side of this machine
Spitting out different voices
Some encourage the machine

Othezs improve, discourage, stall

It all comes out in shades of Gray
Seowe lighter, some darker, still gray.




true love

sometimes, the tremors of love

can tear my soul apart as intensely

as the streaks of lightning divide

the night into shadows of the devil's
darkness; when what was meant to be
never was, and what was thought to be
never evolved, and i am left to meander as
a nomad in solitude and despondency.

'tis a simplicity of life, i suppose-

for some; yet for me, a complexity.

love projects are only futile endeavors

to find peace within oneself at the

mercy of another soul.

to me, it is all a question of sincerity,
honesty, and commitment.

Synthetic love affairs simply fade away as
white snow in springtime amidst the birth
of things more tangible - true love.

kevin 1. bostick

“I can't feel you. -on thoughts of Olds
Don't look at me, here,

So close...so close...near

To you, but, the dark, you can't see through.
You can’t see me in this

Dark light between us;

My mind is only concerned with the measure of each thrust,
There being no need for your kiss.

Those lips don't interest me

And neither do you.

I'm looking, pushing, through you

And pain is as ambivalent as pleasure.

I'm alone in this pursuit.

You could very well be deaf and dumb;

Even numb.

The only thing I ask is for you not to be mute.
I want to hear you

Making it better for me.

Don’t stop until [ tell you to

And, remember,

I don't feel you.”

Lance McBride



“Words”

The poem is eloquent,

with big, beautiful-sounding words.

It tells me a tale of

butterflies and daffodils,

children's innocence and misty memaories,
and all-powerful love.

| am immersed in the beauty of the peem
until | remember that | must go cut into
the real world

| must watch my back.

| must be wary of the

It’s drlvmg me mad, buillet with my name on it,

this quest of the alley that spells my doom,
to be nothing of the myriad of people
less. who want what | have,

regardless of the cost.
| can’t dress nicely
or carry change,

“to err is human”
as the old proverb says.

Sol struggle, for that attracts criminals,
and learn | can't make eye contact,

e S that may bring trouble also.
and fight, Just to survive | must

but lest I make a mistake,

the noose will surely be tied
tight.

sacrifice my pride in

a million ways everyday.

In this world | live in,

death is too easy to find
and life too hard to preserve.

Will [ ever be righteous? But then | wonder,

What can Ldo? What happénet o the bt
; at happened to the butterflies

An answer arrives and daffodils and misty memories?

From the great Pharcyde Why is there all-consuming hate

instead of all-powerful love?
| become angry with
the poem and the poet.

“T guess we're all jigaboos.”
How can this man be Aman Nadhm
such a liar? How can

he write about love when all

Arthur Conquest | see is hate? But I realize
itis not his fault. He tells of
an ideal world, and | live in
the real world, Oh,
If only his words described the real world.




This is an excexpt foxm a foxthicoming, yet untitted, navel. Jhe
author is Edwards Jacksen, a Senioy Drama(English doubite majon.

James Puitchand struggled out of his candy red Toyota MR2 with one axmful of
groceries and the othex clutching a dezen weses. (t twenty-nine, fie was ostill in that enam-
ared stage with his young wife of only five yeans that fie had met at NYU and had cownted
for thuee years. Both teuting degrees fram the univensity, fiis in criminobogy and hews in
drama, the twe made a tidy little income of over $140,000, as a wising pelice detective and
a head of a dvama department at a private scheel in subwban San Francisce, nespectively.
Fhe couple themoselues tived in subunban San Francisce, for nemoved from the jungles of
wiban New Yerk where the twe had lived, met, and vowed never ta vetunn. Between the
criminals , the calibiies , the traffic, smeg, and genexal "infiospitality” of the people, the
Puitchards were ecstatic abiout their twa stony, ved voafed, nanch style home in a quiet subi-
wile of San Francisce.

The groceries wene anticipated, the neoes a surprise. Tt wasr’t thein annivensary, nex fier
binthday (unbess fie forgot again and got bucky this time! ), nox news afiout promation to
Chief Detective. Captivated by his beautiful, blond wife, whe seemed to become mone and
moxe beautiful each day, the wases wene simply a love toften. With fien witlowy form and
cryotal Blue eyes, Pritchand’s wife had been a sure-fine success when the twe fiad maved out
te California te punsue fiex acting caxeex. The industuy absenbied fien for thuee years en TY
sitcams before she had wanted out and grabbed the vacant dvama fiead at the tocal Cathalic
high schaal. Fex success matched fer fusband’s, whese stax was wising with the San Fran-
cisco Police Depantment. After thausands of detlars and yeons of eyeburning study in-
vested in higher education, the couple was finally weaping the benefits. It was the life they
had always dreamed of.

Pritchard semehow managed to finagle the deorkacb te twist with the fiand filled with
weses, and gently Ricked the doox epen. Fe twwed, ance inside, te nudge the deox back
closed, and tunned back axeund with a grin of satisfaction at his wemantic ingenuity.
Honey , I’m fiome.

Puitchard’s jaw drepped epen, his fnees locked, and flis eyes stuck on the floon, where
his wife’s head was elscuned by a mess of Prazzled blond Rain covering a pool of blood.
The noses and guoceries cascaded clumsily to the fleox as a divect nesult of what he saw
sitting in the chaix next to this dead wife. A white man, abiout the same shade as Pritchard,
dressed in seme sont of blue work avenalls, sat calmby with an almaost used up cigarette in
ane hand and a 45 fitted with a silencen in the cthex. Honey , yow're bate.

Then evenything went into slow moticn. The strange man teck a drag from the cigarette
as be nonchalantly fived thuee bullets inte Pritchard’s chest. Finot, the bnees buckled and
the shoulders callapsed, as eveny eunce of fumanity fled out of the entrance wounds of the
bublets. Unce the finces hit the ground, the man in cvenalls tusned his head as Pritchand’s
ternso uncenemoniously hit the beige living weom carpet with a thud. The man exhaled fiis
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smoke, walled cver to the Ritchen, and emptied the cigarette down the garbiage dispesal.
Fe tunned it on and of f before walking cut of the frent doon, stepping over the dead badies

JFhe man peeled off the giant US West stickex off the side of the white minivan parked
a deex down from the Pritchard’s, careful to see that ne ene had noticed, before entering the
duiver’s side and pulling away. FHe fleaded seuth, tawards the Gobden Gate Bridge, te
neturn the van at the tental agency fie fhad feund tuwe days age in dewntown San Francisce.
(fter depositing the minivan and paying his seventy-eight dellars, he walbked ever to the
bus step outside the agency, waiting for anything to take him to the BAR T station. Fte
needed to get back to Caklband to his hotel veem. Nenchalantly, he dispesed of a pain of
swgical gloves in the trash can next to. the station just as the bus pulled up. Fritchard, in
ﬁioaﬁacﬁ,ﬁadfd&d&naﬁwtﬁetﬁhﬁ&oﬁmﬂawdowgimﬂgmtﬁemmmww@m
drive the police crazy. The man was ne foek.

Uctually, the man was a prefessional killer, ey Newband. Ox was it Neil Biesecher
today? Sometimes the man forget, fie cawried so many fake identifications aneund, one for
thinty five ef the fifty states. Bown Felix Manning in a ting town in Scuth Datieta, Man-
fiing was an enigma to. almast all who bnew him, ox thought they bnew him. Ne one had
frown kim, pexsenally, fox over six yearns, and the tast pesen whe fiad, Manning had had
the unfeutunate task of eliminating her. Ever since then, Manning neven let anyone get toc
close, cheasing fis jolis selectively, and eliminating fis targets. Fte had ne friends because
when one Rilled, especially in the machinelifie fashion Manning did, no one would daxe
want to be en a pexsonal level with him. Cutsidens assumed that hilling was a game te
him, which it was, but a game that ke took very, veny sevicusty.

Manning wase’t the best, but he was the best fox the price. This kit was for only
310,000, a bargain considering fowe professional it was. Ne noise, ne fingeprints, and no
complications. Jt weuld ge dewn in the palice fiooks as unsolved. Real customens paid
extra for that kind of cleantiness.

New fie wewld fave te go cut of the countuy for a little while. Jt nevex made sense te
put himself en the other side of the eaxth becauwse it woubld lock to much lifie an alili.
Mayte the Bakamas this time. Yeah, that did seund gead. Felinx smiled as the buws
ﬁmncedwtdja&edupamtﬁumwwﬁtfmoedanmmpauedwdﬁmﬁﬁeom. He wasn’t
ane of theoe foals who. beft any traces, on van ancund bragging that they were wanted in
siaxteen countries ox whatever. Felix had not getten se much as a tuaffic ticket in the last
thuee yeans, and his most heinous legal offense was not paging his taxes fox the bast ten
years. Jf the govennment could never find him, they could not tax him. Fow did ene
categorize fis line of work? Faking out the trash, a sanitation engineen?

Felix nevex Rad respect for fhis targets, especiablly Puitchand. Just another piece of
yuppie pend scum wiped off the face of the eanth. What was sad was eliminating the
wife, though. Fuetty little thing, with fien blond self weuld’ve been a nice bay , if, Felix
otill did that sont of thing. Jtwas a sent of sewvice te Hollywood angway; Pritchard’s
wife was a crappy acteess made for TV sitcams. Anyway, Pritchard should have frown
not to fiave win en the mafia.
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"Falling Stars (Burdington, Ontario, Canada: August '93)"

T0e sat on something; perched, looking out over
Lake Ontatio like 1osters carving their sithoucttes
out of the dawn's hotizon. JBut we were in the dark.
‘Draped in the pitch black, celestial, guilt of an
August night: me, Devrick, and the 2on of oux host,
/A ISrejnick, vested. J've since forgotten the kid's
name as J have the specifics of the object on which
we sat, but he was cool. And maybe what we were
sitting on ien't so important. ISecause that night on
the outskirts of Toronto while we twis fished, )
think all of us saw ourselves; not in the sense of
physically secing our veflection in a mizror for on
that night secing out reflections was impossible. In
the darkness, we were not luminous. The moon,
full, and at the height of its vanity hovered above us,
sizing itself wp in the light veflective pool of Lake
Ontatio; perhaps reassuuing itself that it was the
Lond of the Night. TSut as this occurred ) thoughe
to myself, how can it be when we rely on the sun’s
tight to see the moon in the night? J will tet the moon
continue to belicve in its superionity.

Nothing ever tugged at our lines. And after a
while we cast our twigs out into the water. Te weve
away from the competing imitations of the big city's
skyscrapers, and so the night shy appeared as the
night sky should. TOe tatked, but our dialogue too
has been lost to the subcon-
scious wasteland of my
mind. And still there is the
possibility that no words
were exchanged: just
thoughts, just truths, just
meanings that were wnder-
stood because, asay from
the heazt of the /Madness,
there swas no interference to
scramble what we all knew
ingide of us. However,
belicve that most of us don't
have ¢ anymore, et alone

knows swhat ieis. Che

/Madness does this to us. It demagnetizes us atl.
You can see this change as we progress in age from
infancy to adolescence. TSabies don't need to speak
because they already understand. 7Sut time and the
world huddles them into nonexclusive stables where
they mount flat-faced, and saddle-tess ponies that
ride them off into adulthood. 2 suppose.

Maybe we weren't sitting. Pethaps at fivst,
but after a white certainty not. I mean, how can you
be of the stars and remain anchored to the earth?
It's impossible. And we were up there in the stars
for surel D remember. That black and infinite,
void, nothingnegs was velvety. Sach fiber of it
caressed a distinct and detectable patch of our
bodies, incotporating us into the universal whole.
Like a deep, expansive bean-bag that supports you,
yet perpetually gives until home training alerts you
that something is all too comforting about what you
ane peeling~dream-tike almost. At that moment the
velvety net snaps, hurling you back to the surface
and to that same stationawy log from which you
launched only seconds before.

Oh, that’s what it was...a log. Te saw a tot of
falling stars that night.

Khary Jones
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Observing the world of urban life,

where inner-city inhabitants are called the “under-class”

because they are minorities,
not whites.

The corner store is stocked
with alcohol, cigarettes, and pork,
and anything else
that will cause physical strife
and make your life span short.

Prostitutes procure clients on the street,
but the oldest profession will stop
with the sound of escaping feet,
when the cops drive around the ‘hood
on a routine sweep.

Bullets evicted,
the fireworks of a spent round,
parents rush their kids in the house
while victims perish on the ground.
Sirens sound in the night,
as an ambulance picks up a young Black male,
the latest casaulty of a gun fight.

Youth openly disrespect
while elders keep their mouths shut,
quiet is kept.

The concrete is cracked,
the grass is dead,
people walk the streets
never raising their heads,
for fear that a wayward glance
will result in senseless violence,
greetings and salutations fall silent.

‘Andy's Flayground'
Wiliam Anderson, The Collecton of Amistad Zallery, 12992

Sights T%gﬁzﬁy@o Ride
L ==

The homeless are desperate,
but no one seems to care.
Spare change is dispersed on the rare

occasion that someone feels compassion in their heart,

but that will change
the next time they encounter
a needy soul pushing a shopping cart.

Filthy rats crawl on the ground,
Urban areas and sewers
are where vermin are found.
Stray dogs and alley cats roam the streets,
on alert for animal control vans
as they search for something to eat.
Road kill is vehicular homicide,
the result is a hit cat or dog
left to die.

Hustlers put their product on the market,
whether its blunts to spark
or condoms out the carton.

Trash litters the street.
It is often dropped,
seldom picked up,
s0 it remains below the feet.

But what about the garbage that jack the weak,
the crooks,
the criminals.
Are they evil
or just following the code of the streets?

-Joseph Mays Jr.
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TOhen the day began, it was a beautifud hot summer day. Wy brother, Jkemefuna, and J
decided to dress alike in our favorite outhits: owr plain wed t-shizts, black hi-top sneakers, dark
green shorts with pockets, and gold-toned belts. Looking our sharpest, we went into the living
zoom and then out of the front door. TOe patiently waited in line behind five others at the bus
stop where ten minutes later we caught a bus to the mall.

Ag¢ goon ag we got inside the crowded mall, a man wearing white ghoes, white pants, and a
white t-shize that had a map of Portugal on it, 1an up to us smiling saying, “Hello and how
are you?”

TQ0¢e thought that this guy was a weirdo, but we were polite and J vesponded, “Oh, just fine,
and how ate l‘fob{?”

He said he was OK and introduced himself as a salesman. He reached into his back pocket
and pulled out a small, white [Sible and offered to sell it to us. e refused. He pensistently
tried again and again and again. The more we refused, the more he insisted. Fed up and
prustrated, Ikemefuna and I simultancously gave him a wesounding “NO!” and he grew angry
and cursed at us. e could tell he was afraid to fight, though, because he knew that
kemefana and I would have suvely won. Sven angrier, he threw the ISible on the ground at our
peet and guickly walked away--still cunsing. J said, "Hey! A free book! Let's keep it!” and J
put it in my pocket.

70¢ started walking atound, looking for something to eat, because we had forgotten to eat
breakfast. s we watked and talked, a man wearing dark blue shorts and a ved T -shirt that had
on it written in white, “Uive le [Stanc,” which we did not understand, was cagerly staring at us
and decided to approach us.

He asked us with a strange, heavy accent, “/May D buoy this place from you?”

V0e were dumbpounded and after a pause, kemefuna said, “Lhis place is for evewyone.
No one OTONS the mall!”

“TOell good,” he said with excitement, “then it belongs to me!”

I paused and whispered to Jkemefuna. “This gy must be crazy!” As ) was whispering,
the man joyhully looked around. As ) finished, he extended his left hand to shake ourg and we
reciprocated. He walked away, headed towards the 5un shop.

T0¢ paid him no attention as we continued to search for food. TOe stopped at a vestanzant
called THE GRESIN PALACE and decided to eat there. Pretty large-leafed dark
green plants were all over the spacious restawrant. T0e noticed that it was weind that there was

no line, but we just went to the counter, bought our chicken sandwiches, sat down and com-

menced to eat.

XN i
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Ase we ate, we talked about digperent things, from schoolwork to parties, and occasionally
glanced into the main part of the mall and saw that the once crowded mall was not guite as
populated as it was earlier. Jkemefuna mentioned, “TOel, maybe it’s closing early today.”
e ginished our sandwiches and left the restaurant.

Az we walked out, we saw to our left the two guys who had individually spoken to us
before and two other guys who were dzessed similarly to us. They were tatking and they looked
very angry. Ag soon ag they saw us, they stowly headed in our direction. TOe stood there
wondering what they wanted. Crradually their pace quickened to running speed and ) yelled,
“Yo, Jkemefuna, let's break!”

‘The four guys chased us wildly, and were gaining on us. The man with the ved shizt and
white tettering putled out a gun and yelled, “STOP OR I LL SHOOL!”

0e did not, but instead increased our pace. We were plying, but they were still catching
ap, especially the two guys who were duessed like us. Lo slow them down, I reached into my
pocket and pulled out the small white TSible and theew it at them, but it did no good.

e flew out of the mall doors breathing hard. TOe were still running, but a few seconds
{ater, we were stopped by a wall of men who were, like the first man we met, wearing all white.
The four guys caught up, and the one with the gun said to us, “VYou'te under arvest!”

“COhat fon?” Jkemeuna asked. "¢ didn't do anything!”

“Shut ap!” the man said as he waved the shott dlack handgun in Ikemefuna’s face. He
mumbled something to one of the men in white, and they marched us to a parking lot full of
small ved and blue patty-wagons, ecach with new white-walled tives.

Chey opened the large back doots of one and literally theew Ihkemefuna and me inside,
locking the door. There were no windows and no light, so we could not see anything, and J
knew thar Jkemefuna and I were definitely not alone, but with lots of other people-sgo many
that J could not move! Some people were praying aloud asking Cod “to deliver” them. Fean
overtook my body. The fetid stenches of wiine and feces fitled the seemingly aivtight box we
were zandomly packed in. I called Jkesmefuna’s name and he replied that he was alright. 9
began to ask myself, “COhat did we do?” I felt like crying. I could atready hear other people
Crying.

Zhe patty-wagon began to move, and we certainly did not know where we weze going. -
ter theee wrinations, a defecation, and what seemed like an etewnity, the vehicle stopped. TWe
were dragged out one by one, and discovered that we were at some sort of isolated prison camp.

‘Dinty and foul smelling, Ikemefuna and 9, among many others who were also dressed
similarly to us, including the two who wete with the men in white, wete each brought before a

judge-like pigure who said, "you are hefzeé:f sentenced to life imprisonment.”

Nnaemeka Egrwuckwe, .
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KNOWLEDGE IS KEY

Q-Tip. the rap artist of the group A Tribe
Called Quest made a profound statement
in the song, “Check the Rhime.” This re-
quest was bold and had relevance to the
Black community. His quote. “If knowl-
edge is the key then just show me the fock.”
stirs up a great deal of wonder in my mind,
and many questions are raised.

What does the statement “Knowledge
is Key” really mean? As a high school
football player, | remember Coach Norwood
saying that DEFENSE was key. This had
an obvious meaning and specific benefits.
If a team plays good defense. they will
beat the other team.
Well if the former
statement can be ap-
plied to this one, | have
more questions. “Who
are we playing
against?”, and “What
are the rules?” Also.
“"How do we win?”

At Morehouse we
have many fine schol-
ars. Professors as
well as students posses a wealth of know!-
edge that can be matched by very few.
Morehouse has produced some of the most
knowledgeable Men in the world, and will
continue to do so in years to come. Men
come out of Morehouse as powerful, intel-
ligent, articulate Men with the ability and
energy to change the world. Morehouse
prides herself with the knowledge that is
contained in the brains {and hearts!f) of
these great Men.

Why is it that we have so much knowl-
edge, but find it so difficult to put it to use.
Granted, many of our alumni become
prominent doctors, lawyers, businessmen
and educators. Many others go on to excel
in a variety of different areas but no one
has found “The Lock.” Where is this ever-
hidden “lock™ and what's behind the door
it's holding shut? | want to know: “Where

do we go from here?” Rev. Dr. Martin
Luther King, Jr., one of Morehouse's most
notable alumni, asked this question as a
title of one of his books. He alse offered
two possible solutions: Chaos or Commu-
nity. This is a serious question that Blacks
need to ponder. Many look at the genera-
tion to which almost all present Men of
Morehousebelong as the pothole in the road
to success. DuBois had a theory that the
first seven generations after slavery would
suffer but
progress, to
make living com-
fortable for the
eighth genera-
tion and beyond.
We are the sev-
enth, and the
only one that has
not progressed
from the status
of our parents.
Many feel we
have actually lost ground in the last
20 years. Despite the advancements
of scholars like Nima Warfield, {who was
recently named a Rhodes Scholar), black
on black crime Is higher than it ever was
and the judicial system is eating up our
supply of Black men,

Is their hope for the black race? Per-
haps, if we find this fock, we'll know ex-
actly which knowledge to gain. Only one
key can open “THE LOCK.” In other words.
there may be a certain area of "knowledge”
that is required to open the door to
2992292222 We must realize that our fu-
ture and the future of our children is at
stake. In the immortal words of Howard
Thurman, “We are not here to play, to
dream to drift; we have hard work to do,
and loads to lift, shun not the struggle! 'Tis
God's gift! Be strong.”

--J. Todd Phillips
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