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“COMPLETE AWARENESS FOR COMPLETE COMMITMENT™

VOLUME XLVII NUMBER 53 A & T State University. Greenshoro

THE4-°] REGISTER

STONE. TOOLS. AND CHIPS

What is poetry,

April 9. 1976
but granite chif of uncut stone

Awaiting strokes of honed and hardened tools.

Black Poetry Supplement -

SUNDAYS

A truck just passed.

Ome of those old pickups with wooden beams.
And 1 thought of the days when all of us younguns

Would pile in the back of our truck
OLD RUSTY BLUE while

Ma and pa would get up front.
Shucks, we'd ride all over the country-side

On Sunday aftemoons.
When we got back we'd have fried chicken, pinto beans, collard greens.

Cornbread, and ho made ice cream.
Them sho was good times!

I would write them just for vou.

Then we'd go out on the backporchsee
To sing and dance & cut-the-fool
While nitefall was just beginning to swallow the moon.

vour love, i= a light that
Languaee has no words for.

cach tapped-and-died in human metal

each used in chipping, shaping, expressing stone.

Dr. Paul E. Gray

phote by Conley

FOR YOU

IE T conld think of the word=
that would express the sudden
feeling that's come over me.

To Love

But | cannol. for the thought of

To lve is to love
ta leve s ta live
To express the inner feclings
within our soul for that special
one vou love,

3, Freedman

Marie Baldwin

The thoughts of vou keep coming

Um-
Unm-
Um!
Then we'd pray—have some bible readings too.
One by One
YEAH!
Then we slept. ... Hoae it fiarls me 5o,

But it feels so good
Just thinking of vou.

Monday® sho was brighter in Georgia,
It was on one of them Sundays

My poppa was

LYNCHED

Sundays ain’t never  been the same
Since.

Rody MeCuoy

loneliness

lonelinessTis it the cry of a new born

baby. is it the only cactus in the desert,

the only fish inthe sea. or bird in the sky?
loneliness chokes faster than gas, shocks quicker
thun electricity. stronger than poison. deadlier
than caneer.

Donald &. Farrell

The purpose of life, Unlike any other disease. loneliness can be
ig Lo attain

happiness and success.
But self defeat,

assures ineligibity,

cured. It takes a warm heart and a loving soul
Look around you.there is loneliness everywhere
to be seen

Bernard

Alvis Jerome Wilson




Our Love

Who has seen Love?
Neither [ nor o
But when our hearis hang rrembiiig

Lave is passing throngh.

Chce our lrearts hung trembling
When Love had passed onr way
Thowugh it was but for a nonent
There fs something [d ke ro sav,

{wan o hodd von elaose oirce more
I love 1o kiss vour lips

f need to feel vour smooth brown skin
Beneath my fingertips.

If ever vou fave foved he

Just like [ love vou still

Hold me right for memory s sake
Say vou love me i vou will

Margarel Hemingway

Physics 221- A Resurrection

external control is the objective
the prerequisite of which

is knowledge of the workings
ol the internal forces which
maintain the equilibrium

of the body.

possession of this preregquisite
necessarily implies the attamment
of a proportionate depth of insight
with respect to that body

out of which one wishes to emerze,

separation from that body

epables one to view objectivels
judiciously . impartially. the hody.
to measure its dimensions. to deline
ity propertics, to derive its gqualitics.
to understand its nature and origm

the energy reguired
to thrust an internal body outwarnd

-Raymond Maxwell

laner -Visions

I am my father's son

1 am of his blood

| was destined o serve him in war

News of my fathers illness came to me

I was unable to be by his side when he needed me
My father is dead

My father spoke of me

My father opened a new word 1o me

[ cried for my father

| confessed my sins to my father
Inner-visions of my father in heaven

For I am my father's son | am of his blood
| am of his blood

Coml Blackwell
(dedicated to all sons whose fathers died while they were in service)

phota b ¥ Lance

ENGINEERING

l“llrl‘l't:‘ thal are boved,

Wil canmot fove,
i pesi== thal breeathe,

Aied o not live.
==l that talk.

Vo canniod decam
Beatts that trapseends.

Vel e iI.lJri} rFusl=

Dr. Paul E. Gray

Your Mold In the Pillow

You are someone of whom | am attracted
But how long will it be before | will awaken
.. .only to have to trace your footsteps
out into the wind

You are someone of whom | would love to get to know
But how much will I have already invested
.. -before it finally dawns on you

that this is not what you want

Il try not 1o be too surprised
Should I roll aver one night
.. only to feel the empiy dent in your pillow
that yvour head created just a few hours ago

As 1 try 1o hold on to the scent of your cologne
Mever making the bed for fear of distorting the maold
..made by your head in the pillow
the only real things left to tell me that it wasn't a dream.

Sierra Jervee

Blood

Blood on my hands

I don’t know why

they say many people had to die
to give me freedom from the chain
they shed blood for a lie

They swore and they tried

1o train a dead people

who lost their minds toa

cold white machine

the brown minds they pulled from
the bloody wreck created

1 monster machine

They had the right goals
hut not the richt means
their minds just weren't ready

for this death-covered scheme

}h}Wﬂ'l.‘r. TMOTENYET, 45 i
matter of fact
they died tryving to get your

manhood hack

there’s blood on my hands
now [ know why

they enabled rmie Lo hear

the dead murmurs of hope

of a dying dead ciuse

Black people don’t know of this
blood which has not

dried they washed their hands of it
and put on their shackles

and bid us sit down, be guiet
my child

Mo brothers have you

no sisters | know

no linkage to a motherhood
named Africa

no rovalty to your blood

no kinsmanship do you belong
be quiet, be silent

just go to school

use your mind

only as the white man’s stool

My sisters, my brothers
do not heed this call,
there’s boiling hot blood
enough for us all

it cries that are heard
are hundreds veirs old
do not let this blood ever
Erow cold.

This blood our lifeline
never shall die

someone is always left
someone is always trying
someons & always lefi
someone s always trying
someone will always fight
won't wait on 2 leader
be a leader of yoursell

there is enough Black blood shed
o cover us all.

mana Anderson

phista by Langee
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Fasaves e green
Leanetifo] G -2reen
stntre e,

Thes

ivis bl Lo ns.
They give us

sEnG: projests

(B Iii]nt' lis school.
They give inseels.
homee. Cood and
peace of mind.

They give animals
food, protection. fun
Lzaves ure

many different shapes.
siges. and

textures.

Leaves are green

somelimies.

|,r_'.u1.'!'5 are I:r::-wu
somelimes,

Leaves are brown
and yellow

and orange

and |Jllrplt‘.

and plum

and fun to jump in
hard o rake up
andl can easily
make you late foe =chool
YO cin

shellae: them
crenneh them

crample them
anil ] them i Yy iJest b=

and 1tch Vol

Lesaves are brown

kool brown BEES

=ometimes.,

0. Raddey

Trapped in a garden where
fowers in the bud
never seem to bloom.
Some weep for the flowers,
! weep for the bees.

Dr. Paul E, Gray

No Roots

Traveling to all sorts of faraway places
Viewing strange cities. sesing new faces.
Finding adventure, a one night fling,
No place to call home. no ties to cling.

Remembering all that T've lefi behind
Familiar faces | cannot find

Like a rolling stone gathering nu moss

Mo family, no friends, Pve had o great loss,

Then suving good-bye (o someane |'ve met
Thaose sud, haunting eves Ull never foneet
P tired now 1 just wanma go home

]l.!n L L my |11||I]||:'I_ e more Lo roam

ebira Baiiely

Personality

Some people choose their friends by size and height.

some by color. beauty and other physical delights.

But | choose mine by personality;
your personality is the one for me.

You are helpful, theughtful and kind
and it's good to know that you are mine
You cheer me up when 1 am s

and o be your friend 'm really glad.
You're no phony and vou don’t pretend
and thae’s good quality in a Triend.

duan Mavine Howel!

Oh
preity
Black Baby
i love you

more than i thought

that i
could ever love anvbody

and
i thank vou
little
Black
Baby

for letting me know

that i
{like others)

can love somebody
{for real )

with all my heart
and all my soul

Oh
pretty
little
Black baby

i do love you
for
making me
more than

real,

Fate

On My Virginity
She Flies

It was time for me Lo
fiv
and so . . .
Fiv I did.
And e flown many rivers
since and still 1

em

Loy soannr

Back to My Souree

of

Lore.
Avanna
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I
BLACK WOMAN/QUEEN OF TRUTH/AMAZON il

Y ouare youl

topether we can make it throueh
Your cves veffecr the fraoay of fove for vedte mnin b
e rovadd is roueh

The verv soft and stthyv,ver so extremel ehony bod the way gets tough

Cries out in sensuous pain={ 'm vovrs! But | huve you and that’s enough.
Your sovlf-ves vour ahvavs i st conres e boiline Merie Buldwii
bubhling
clinnay
Erirting all that is wonair:
THE EVIL

THE CONSTANT PAIN

FHE POWER of YOUR
WOMANHOOD

And ves! YOUR REVOLUTIONARY
BLOOD
Like the heat in jungle vou cling to vour futire ehildren

af revalution as oy g womadit of vour potential can do-

i walked up sudll i

the steps
to the door i
e Sister, £ love vou
i hoped to see

a light Withet vou: there is no revelution
hear some music

Withont vou: there e no fove for the Black man
each step

i wanted to hear

signs of life Without you . there is no Black M-A-N-H-0-0-D? i
from that area ) !
past the Yours in the struggle. g
threshold Rody photo by Lance

I Rody McCoy
no music . -

well maybe
vou e just
asleap

or something

I WISH | HAD YOU HERE

Iwish [ had you kere my dear lving  next 1o me
[ with that this were nob @ dream.
£ wizh this were reality

no light : !
there Some two hiundred miles away from you
g j g i: -J'Z-'
no only a car How di v think 1 fee . .
passing wislh that vou were next fo me to make this dream for regl
you must be Fwon't sav 1 love vou, showing it 18 more powerful
;isleep However, wherever, whenever, vou get this wrge I want you ro tell me

ill sneak into F'w waiting for vou 1o tell me!

the room

and

surprise the
silent beauty of
your sleep

F'm packing my bags
I'm coming home now
Poa conting home ta vou
I wish I had vou here

Michael R. Davic

¢loser to the room
4 board creaks
vou had to have
heard that

Faor My Black Man

whten yvon Roled nte [ reelr (oo o cradle of fove,

still no sound | |
ey samething no ardingry man can do

mavhbe vou didn t
fumble for the switeh
and

lightning strikes

mv Block men

wtEn Vo iiss e fade fieto @ world of happimess and Giiss
areed when v caress me { sim iy drift into yvowr mind, body and soul
phota by Lance

you could be hiding as Ve ook ar mef see g man abonl fo say soonething that §waent o

from me Life ! hrear and semething § know iy frue
like an As vou walk down the rough road of life
ebony wind Alwivs held your head ap high
And when you feel weary and whewn | .’urir‘.ir_l'rm .lrri'.."-'.rag.:*r'r Poiretrale very l:arq':'," hc'}'f'HL.I" VLr sk

the search
oy whead and ory

is on Y ]
for 1711 be there 1o dry Your ey es hey and when § make love top voy and wow when § make ove fo you
) _ e mied goes e @ conrere nova and forms a heat wave Bt
where can you be Never be saddened by whit could have heen ! : L
your name ST T oGl X Hnble g Y famt sure Ve ean feel aned §f 18 visible fo any enman e
; il yousha sfumible | L 2 : : i
bU“TIC(}S IJfr Be thankful, for now you know Lhe |4-'|‘|||'|F'- and onr beddies form @ perfecr DIeness IH_\."}M;'.‘;.’P.!'{'
EMpLY walls therefore vou'll be mome carelul of vour Teet
and lightning strikes Fvacek @i vee gned von Keteow 3 doee i frecaiese
Jont ; e wlse s e I —
and Don’t worry shout what cveryone else ha i have gt fove inka every thine § ave deone
Fevr fiay oy s myore Thian vou
You hove a2 unwueness kll your own : o
i watched you It was yours since The day you were borm and LA AT i
drive away the day ¥l No ntier whal may come or gy
befare p Tt Howill be yereirs anel yaodirs il T Tl R

IRERZE ro vy el



A BLACK CHURCH

Gospel belted by a Black Sister
Mathers shouting in the aisles of the church
An invisible bond

they all have in common

from a Black viewpaoint
this is home

Screams and shouts
from a people

temporarily free
the peace on the faces

and in their hearts
should be in the air
don’t make sense

niggers ain’t supposed to be
that happy
ain't got no money
no fine homes
no fine names
no fine clothes
no fine cars
no diamonds
whai them niggers so happy for

Some times or forever
We will understand

All this screaming and shouting
help  to make these people strong

An invigible strength

that outfoxes a prejudiced white man

lets us be treated like the scum of the earth
when they are really the honey and flowers

Lets a woman hold her head up
with her proud dark face
and walk with the grace of a queen.

Lets them complain on the social situation
and quietly conform so their children
a little more rebellious
will carry on the battle
with the ammunition

that they got
from the Black church

Dianna Anderson

Love is the Answer. But Why Haven't We Started

Liove 15 theanswer, but why haven't we stared:
Loyve wis there but now we're parted,

We watehed over cach ather every night,

Bul to You pnd me nothing wos poing righi

Now no mare heartaches: and no more tears.

Two beautiful Black people 10 live together for vears
Love is the answer. bur why haven't we sturted

Love was the answer, bul now we've parted

WeTve loved vach other with all our hearts
But it theres no love, then we must part
Two people cannot suffer alone;

They must help esch other find o home.

When | e down at naght,

I think of all ourstrogele and Gehis
I there's no love then | must go,
Withowt [ave | dun'| care Lo show

1 feel so much like o drop of rain,
Far the naam | loved lefn e o soomucly parm
Losve wis there, but we didn’t gel started
Love his gone, 50 now we pe parted.

iMy beautiful Black man and 1

Berrv J Williamsg

Black Poetry Supplement Page v

To Lynne

As.'-'Saiaam Alaikum

an instant friendship.
The Asiatic air

the eastern atmosphere
the mongolian strain
the oriental beauty
first attracted me,

Al-hamdu-lilah. ir Rabb-il-alamin.

for helping me over the rough terrain
in my search for understanding . .
for delving  into my being

while simultaneously remaining detached

for showing me my true self.
my potentials and my imperfections.

Allah=u-Akbar
and who is the least among us?
and what is equality
when we all are constantly striving

to attain our common. ultimate goal?
and guide us into our completion . . .
and rid us of our disillusionment . . .

and reveal to us the ultimate truth,

Amen.

Raymond D. Maxwell

rEAETEEE TR RS TE

ajuey Ay ojoyd

L]
Ed
i

talking drums
drums beating pulsating with

4 power

the power of the night

as darkness of the night

as darkness falls
hsten

the talking drum speaks
he was @ man
only 4 man
fist rmised high
he spoke of
revolution
he read of mac

to off the man was his cry
but the man peeped his game

and  said he was just right
powerless he sits in his

offica
shapes moving weaving shadows
gyrating glistening bodies
in tune to the spint the power
the moon ascends the sky
giving all that divine reflected
light of the sun
trees directed (o miove
in unison with the spirit

listen

the talking drum speaks

she walks slowly
to the door

it"s morning now and she must

g0 to work

they say she's a good worker
we've trained her well
pavlov would be proud

she smiles as she enters

they don't know that

she's put her 4 children
through college

the body bemns to gather
women with bundles on
their heads
the warriors with spear and shield
children naked and free
feel the sparit
the drums
speaking talking articulating
uttering familiar terms
listen .
the talking drum speaks
a man
2ray st and attache ¢ase
he 1= a middie class dream
home in the suburhs
2ocars ome inthe garige
one for the misses
L‘hh]‘[lc[fun |1}' :i'li.'ll.h‘
vimpire hy mind
e sucks the man dry

drums beat

saft but loud

supple but strong bold vet sly
dawn the sun rises

golden bleaching ravs

#5in d dresm everything
hecomes like vapor but

listen

the talking drum speaks

vl
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—_——eeeeee e —————— e — e — e

as i think of you
st, thomas
last night as the rain fell steadily upon
the hard pavement outside my back door
and the wind savagely sang an
untuned melody

there was hope-catch it!

coconul frees

o i thought of you
sand
outlined by blue frontiers with my music continually ringing
that out familiar melodies and comforting
ance me in your close but distant absence
held i thought of vou
Promuse.
virgin the night was dark and cold but warm
delicacy thoughts enveloped me because i remembered
vour ‘ some of our sweeter moments Ingelll:&r
] the times you made me laugh when i
lips previously felt the need 1o cry
are all this came to mind
tempting as i thought of you
me.

stilts that seemed to do
the mumba
while tied 1o

a feeling of security and inner peace
“settled over me because i knew the

need i felt for vou then was only felt
because i feel secure enough in knowing
that vou care for me and love me

this too came to mind

a little Black man
now ten feet

high. as i thought of you
the a smile radiates throughout me as i
music of your land S0 remember your tender kiss and warm
beautifully caress and i feel great comfort in

free. knowing that you will soon be here

the measure of smoke: euphoria as i think of you

the volume of life: phantasmagora!

hot davs Zalma Hood
and
shirtless
little
ones
in
frolic.
in a volkswagon/the milk of
nature's gift
mysterious
woman.

laughter everywhere,
hey mahn!

yo ho!
ha! ha! ha!

When Fm With You
resisting an imperialist function. When I'm with vou

MNothing matters,

Because I'm here Birds
Rady McCoy In your arms. dear. As | look through my window
Into the skivs | see
You shan: my ﬂmuyh[!«; A flock of polden hirds so full of

Warmth and joviality

Al work and a1 play. so engaped
In what they do

Mot o simgde waorry alout anyihing
Unlike mivself or you

When things are wrong,
You lilt my joys
And make me strong.

Your smile is sweet.
Your eves are bright.
When I'm with vou
Things are all nght

Fhey go thejr MEETY ways

Carrying 4 beautiful tune

Anid fo the many traubles of the warkl
Fhey are perfectly imnruny

As | contimue ta wiideh them

Your arms are warm My nnimdd stray s and wondes

Yoaur lins are sofl My o, My Ciod . whiy cowldn't | liove been

4 - i trciublolesy ied oanl v omnide
When 'm with vor. Fhat frcublel el ol Yomider

¥YE - 1% f
Love there too! 7 D e
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Don’t Call Me Boy The Way | Am

I have a name, just like
anyone.

And it is plain to say, it won’t
trick vour tongue.

You may Irhinlr. that I'm a fool.
Ask some else, they may say,
“The Dude is cool.”

1 So | caint live my life

Don’t call me boy! To what the people cry.

I'm the only one | must satisfy,
Funky! But it's true.

Funky life is too.

And I caint help but be

No one else be me.

Cause, that's the way | am.

| am a man just like the
next fells.

Because we're of a different
world does it make

him any better?

Don’t call me boy! I | want to sing

If T want to shout.

Ain't I got the rght to

go head and holler it out,
Long as [ don’t bother vou
or your thing.

Three hundred vears of
ungmish. three hundred years
of pain.

Scorned and laughed at, treated

8 an abormal man. | don’t see no reason

| caint sing,

Something like ole Moses Lite ain 't really real

bonind by Pharaoh,
I ery out with all my heart
“Let my people go.”

unless you're doing what vou feel.
Now the time has come
for respect from evervone.

Life For the way I am.
I'm not trying to stari :

T Mae
an uprising Life i - T
Jdfe is the only form of exisrence that we know
But will stand no more : -

It can be unremoved or can be made sweer and mellow,

Chastising : 1
e Tl Life is unforgettable and forever lasting
: TEM). X S-St Some peaple say that it can even be flabbergasiing.
That means being a man Li '
Life, withour love, has 1 ini '
i w0 delinire meaning

[t's like an uphill elimb without aciuaring.
Life should be lived with the ytmaost core
Onee it has ended, there will be nothing there.

You still call me boy!
Dom’t call me boy.

Buckner L. Henderson Anthony De Carise Hines
me

why do i feel the way | do?

Is it something wrong with me?
why do neonle stare?

I'm no different from them. yet
I'm not accepted as | am.

Why do I have to be someone else

T become a part of a dream why can’t I just be me?

is a struggle,

an endless voyage

Bernard

man s eternal quest.

te became a part of a dream
! WE ARE FREE !!!

I5 i reason.
a purpose. and venly Being Black. I've had it tough

an altainable goal. But now. white folks. Fve had enough.

To become o part of o dream
- / I've heen gt free from vour whip and cotton fields:

is by realize that, but. vet. voustill won't let me live.

phata Ry |.n.n-|.'|.- .

Life is not light
Bt it's refracted color.

Ty baeoseree o prart of a dream

| s that phony smile
trving to deceive me 350t Pova child

Well listen here

is Hhat gromwth. and listen good

the highest high :':"i}'.h }“Iﬂrtl were here. enough of your ignorance
The point where tes with eterni e R . I've stood!
EREEE W frian it ten Aulblt-etemidy. This world wouldn®t be half as bacd
T kecome wipattiof wdntwn IF they had someonc like you When you see us marching by your door
Grow., think. belicve, cotinie — remember we are FREF FOREVER MORE!

] A Fare
And though may lead I A Fmwel)

Folforae. follow Joan Maxine Howell

S



b - freak creation

taken from an environment where the vine is only an
| example
of

conformity of

inner torment

A man will invariably transform himself to that stage which
b reeds3s

of peaceful reform.
RIPPING
AWAY
SOCIETY'S
SOCIAL
KNOT

kneck-tie of frying to be
WHAT
| YOou
CANNOT

d
| e out of your bourgeois bag | ing on modes of

s ipp

‘ menial subservience
{along with jesus sneakers)
yvou E’\-‘EIIItIJlIli)’ acquire a S-tﬂlf of divine reverence:
letting your hair hang down
ar

seeking the clouds

And the barber gets pooarer still.
Finally with the unknown
vel known
you become a“head™. And you're
as queer as a grapefruit with orange-juice

‘cause nixon  and hoover just can’t dig it.

THEMIND.........
sometimes called. . .. ...

THE CONSCIOUS

battles with the sub*c¢” and you intercourse with the both when
ridiculed by a nation of why-you-do-why-you-dont.

BUT POWER CONQUERS ALL

| AND YOU REACT
the president slides over to red china with fake smile
and
handshake
24 hours a day.
Bodyguard in white trenchcoat.
Little black brief case.
AND A SHAKEY THUMB THAT'S READY TO DETONATE WWIII
v
YV AND V1
while america’s stormtroopers seck blood for pleasure & for

PaY-
you take a smoke from your pack of aculputco golds
and wonder if the constitution went up in flame
or if this confusion really is a
GAME................ GAME ............. GAME
OR
just an outgrowith of

“THE FREAK CREATION™

Rody McCay

Black Poetry Supplement
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English 100 - A Resurrection

a wishiul word.
a note ol apprehension
ol expecrancy . . .

of eager reception

af the earnest enthusiasm

that accompanies the dawn .

of the burning desire

that Mounshes al noon

af the silent longing
that dies gt dusk . . .

and revives itself,
and restores itsell,
and rekindles itself
auain and again

as it travels towards
perfection ol expression.

-Raymond D, Maxwel|

The Fact

I have arrived
a freak by nuture
Eemember the sit-ins and marches | was there
were youl
Hey, | even fought the Federal Troops
I ain’t no fool
| had a cause, can you dig it?
Remember Dr, King and Malcolm X7
They had & cause too, remember! | do
yvou do. good
Do vou know who | am?
You dotgood | couldn’t have made it

withioul you-

BLACKWOMEN Ekud

Duke M.

photo by Lance

give me a home

in the darkest woods

with birds and bees

and flowers and trees

filled with nature’s wonders
a quiet mllemn place

where no one can disturb me
peace, solitude,

a place 1o be alone,

where “1", can be myself

Sherry Purvis
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