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“COMPLETE AWARENESS FOR COMPLETE COMMITMENT”

VOLUME XLVII NUMBER 53 NORTH CAROLINA A&T STATE UNIVERSITY, GREENSBORO

BLACK POETRY SUPPLEMENT

THE4-°] REGISTER

MAY 6. 1977

‘A TOUCH OF SPRING’

Existence

Beauty: The Love Drug Existence 13 difficult, people must survive on their awn
It's good to be amongst friends, but sometimes it's
better to he alone;

Beauty is the culmination of mankind’s . : ;
People search for existence with an eternal pleasure,

Only You

Only you can bring Lhe happiness
that adds a touch of spring
to one of any seasons

and to any little thing.

Only you can bring the sunshine

to my heart when clouds are gray
and give a special feeling to

the most unspecial day.

And. Darling, that’s the reason
why all my dreams come true

cause my heart has been its happiest

loving only you!

Sylvia Gainey

Deepest desire to please itself, Nevertheless it's too short to be steadfast to a certain measure.
It can be seen in moments of Take old memories and lock them away!
Despair or in the ultimate Exist for the present and future, and for whatever you possess today.
of living. This way, people won't feel sorry for themselves anymore;
When God said “Be” - Beauty Nothing lasts forever and never did before,
stepped forward before Wayne P, Smiith
all things.
All things drank the elixir of Renaizssance
Its being according to Divine design. Just Wondering

Passion became intoxicated
with the effects of the elixir-
and created Jealously-

I wonder why I'm always wondering...

Thinking about losing

the immature monster. But always trying to win
The monster chokes the Giving it my damndest
tenderness, When others give in.

Stifles the harmony,

Tviis sobi the Thinking about making it

But not always so sure,
Caress of which road to take
of Love Will my future be secure?
and Love making.
Love is everlasting!!
Love is delicious
Love is reproductive Thinking about taking
Love is reverence But always trying to give
of all Beauty.
Love is what is naturally
intended.

Thinking about dying
But always trying to live

Thinking about thinking
Oh well, just ' wondering,

Bill Pettiford
Rody

When she read

My e nis

she sard,

“They don’t sound like you,”
[ replied.

“Nuwther do 1"

Ls the lellers connect

from right ta lefi.

The shrapnel of our minds

connect into a continuous funclionm,
plaint v visible,

Thin,

fram this patlern,

we venture oul

into new frontiers,
unehartered regions,
undiscovered domains.

R, Abdul fﬂmr:f:'g
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Soul Sirter
Remembaering Back
Faonce worked five fields in the summer’s scarching heat
Just ro by shoes to put on my children's feer.
{d come from rthe fiedds, tived, aching muscles, swollen feet

Scruwh ffogrs ol 280 fusr fo hove food for my children (o -eaf.

Rapi

Yea, the wwhite mgn raped my body ol il moit degrest elhdrm

drid then sm '."'r._g walked agwav an il he'd done me na harm.

Plead ingly Fwarched
fowatched os the whitemen troded mry man gnd Kids away

Froamember ity elearfv ar i it was today.

.|r recolfect

fremem ber when it wes about time for us to heaer free

The white man heat me Tl d shed hlood tears. a5 f was tied fo @ free
Yea, rhey beat me, wsed me, spat on me, and raped my high priorty

Yer, they never cowld make me loze my identiry.

Look

Yea, take a good long, searching look at me

Look closer and you will see the hackbone of black humanity.
Yesterday —ana®® full of blisters;

Today —a bigck, beauriful, foxy, soul sister,

By Cynthia Patrick

Aleftemy

broken pleces
scattered all about .
resisting sifentfy
thetr reconstruction,

sub-atomic particles

in random motion,

lonking for the best nucleus
tor revealve aronndg

Mass confusion

and disorder,

as the electrons collide,
miix and splir,

refecting unnatural organization,
and responding

only to fieht

from a pure source.

the road R Abdul Khaalig

It goes on and on forever, Since the beginning,
When one puts it down, it is picked up by another,
It is a perilous road, with may potholes and detour,
And it may not be the egsiest to travel

No roads are the same for two,

Bur there may he many CF‘G.S‘_EHH?H‘.‘E mw’ mergers, ‘:.'F.' A T S S S S S i e e S S g -,.-”
Along this road one may encounter ,‘:I EPEfiﬂl thanh lo: .{!
Laughter.,., Success,.., Happiness..., & )
Love.., Wealth..., Jay.... Tears..., & We sincerely express our thanks to Ms, Mary E.
Hearthreaks..., Hardships... Rejection,.., (. Cropps. Larry Jenkins, Athert Leach, Benjamin A
Loneliness,.., Sadness..., Poverty..., Evil,.., ‘ Farbes, William Love, and Bill Lawson. We ,:l'
Goodness..., Failure,.., Losses,,, and, finally.,... 4 would espeically like to thank MS. PATRICIA

DEATH! { EVERETT for her time and consideration. .:'*.
For this is the road ta life, U Lastly, we would ltke ta thank Mr. Bill Hinton {
Picked up at birth and left off at death. 4 and his assoctates for making this special .

pubh'{:mmrl possible.
Feifi N. Kimball

e e B e e B N W N i S i i e o S R i
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the queen and the fool

Two roses for two peaple who really love each other,
She's a queen and he's a fool

She blesses the ground he walks on;
He takes her for granted, thinking that she'll afways be there

She treats him like a king,
He trears her like o pauper) always hurting——Doing things
to miake her cry inside,

Shell always love him and even thaugh she Il never know,
fre Il abwaws love fier,

She bears the pain and grits her sowl; fike true rovalty,
He walks around as if he doesn’t care.

Chne day he'll wake up and she won't be there—And
he'll be lost,

Only opening his eves afier i is oo late,

But it js only natural that they love each ather,
Till the foul can treat her like a queen.

Teifii N. Kamball

A Losing Battle

Here I lie upon this ground
Shells and shmpnel fiying all around

A well-put bullet has pierced my soul
I now have fears of never growing old

My friends, my buddies, they have all gone
And [ am left to die alone

If it were manly, I'd surely cry
for simple reasons I know not why

For I shall die for no reason at all
This old war has given me & dreadful fall

My body, I doubt it shall be found
Being in o place where nobody's around

1, of all, shall die this day
And I shall leave this world, though not in my own way

No one's tomourn of my sudden death
tranguil 1 kay, awaiting my last breath

Many a foe and friend have gone into battle not knowing why.

UNIQUE YOU

The sun,

The moon,

The stars,

The sea,

are all UNIQUE,

For in their unigqueness,
they are beautiful.

You are unique; therefore
there can be only one you,
that can be loved by me.

By Denise Brown

The afternoons are hotter now

But the books are at their peaks

It’s three o'clock and most are finished
And this is no time to sleep

In the beginning, there was time for leisure
It wasn’t as hot but there were things to do
Now everything is hitting the fan
Especially for me as well as you

{Waiting for the last minute

To do the papers and readings
Some of us can’t afford this
For risk of returning for the next breeding.

Michael Hailey

For in the end, they fade from time, neither knowing why he had to die.

Robert Spain

Untitled

Be tiful women, |

with full bosoms,

and well developed botioms,

and immaculately charming faces,
smelling sweet -

like an early spring morning,

Beautiful women,

S0 Numerous
and so comm Dn-ptace.
that their beauty loses its fascination,

and becomes just another piece
of post-Renaissance art,

Beautiful women,

who are indeed beautiful,

are beautiful in their heads,

and beautiful in their hearts,

but they radiate their beauty

only to those who have eyes to see.

R. Abdul Khaalig

You have an effect on me,

In 50 many ways,

You make me hap.!;}r!
Bul most times, you make me sad.

Nevertheless, it only makes

The happy times happier.

Everything has its purpose,
Your purpose is to be  loved by me.

My purpose is to love you from my soul.

Our purpose together is to be happy.

MEC

Sweet a8 morning rain,
In your eves - the wonders of
THE WORLD.

Why, to love vou one
lifetime would never be enough
For you [ will surely need Two.

Sweet moming rain,
since mMissing you
Mothing 's'hean THE SAME.

8. Freeman
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He Is...

Tall
Dark
Handsome
Understanding
I"riﬂldf_\ -
Moody
Mysterions
Comical

Gentle
Intelligent
and Loving.
He is

MY MAN.

By Denise Brown

Llving Anew Seems the Same

Anold place, shonte aHew,

Darmrs srandine, sky s blue,

grass awaiting spring’s surprise.

Al becaning to my arrial,

Seemingly so systemaric, with organization

Yer vear after year old procedures of registration
“This school’s the jofne” was said with no hesitation
Bur now sa deceivipe: ke g dream vacation
Slaelack, Woclpek to a four o'clock eldss

Lying tn bed bur I rhink [l past The Feeling

TV, parties, wonten gmd homework clashing

While day by day in the cafe, potatoes mashing . The wiarm breeze of a

s room Keys, shucks where can they be? surmmer night

Lookingand hoping for honesty 2

“Hev Brother, Block Sivrer, " Blowor out in the air The music stimulating
my soul

tite need of some backing, bur nobody's there

We're gl fnsecure ahout rhis fostitution

still npholding its reputation while the dormys are Kapoap,
We'ff fix it, we'lf rey it and new band wniforns

The stillness of the stars
brighten the dark sky

ll:fl.l.'?] e and r.!:;f defion. ru.lr,?f.!.;:.u for m;;‘rr_:rz ing 1.1.'”;ﬁ;”]‘!. Your quiet touch

See, we wan! what's ours gnd what owr hard money di

for budld @ better future for ws, now that's no lie, POCHR e

We wanr to know that we feel it 1o be an Aggie in our hedris, Your mystique eyes

Deprivation of ot rights will commence us to part. peneirating my body

Thien wha will go om o say, “Aoete hore, Agete bred. When I die Tl be an Agmie dead?”

Knaowing me, [will Your brown moist skin
deeply embracing me

Srephen Pavker

The words I LOVE YOU
mellowing through
my mind

You are the Feeling,

MNorman D Jones

The Girl That I Love

The girl that [ love is the cream of the crop

Her undying love for me never seems Lo stop

She is & gueen among other beautiful faces

And her présence is felt in my heart in every empty place,

She is my afternoon's delight

And she’s on my mind each and every night

Il put my trust in her and she won't let me down
And whenever | need her she's always around,

She is the peace within that 1 find

And being with her makes me po out of my mind
There's no lovelier creature in the heavens above
That God could have made than the girl that [ love,

Anthony DeCurise Hines
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y . W e Took it all
Father If there i dehteonsness in the heart,

”l"r" 'I\I” 1r|' I.ll anil ir| Lhe |'|'|.||';"'|.g'rl
The anly man Ireally

—

If there is beauty in the character.
there will be harmony in the home,
I there 1= harmony in the home.

'lln'l-'.'

The Eind of man § want

—

The darkness came and took my light
The sadness came and teok my happiness
The people came and took my solitude
The sound came and took my silence.
The storm came and fook my peace

SR : !
there will be arder in the nation,

When there is arder in the nation,
there will e peace in Lthe world,

Streong
Carrrficlent

Trnrhftid

and Loving Then insanity came and took my mind
He may) full Author Unknown But, worst of all, the white came and took my Black,
: But mever it Then surely death came and took my life.
Fhe grownd
He may or) N. Deja W. (Nadine Watson)
. but never theds

@ rear
He may be Rurt
et shows na parin
He s v dream
Flove you, Father,
e Wa vy and

... Farever.

Dedicared to ma Father, My, Avthur L. Jores
b

B oy e R s e =1 L e e————

Nearmian D Jones

e I =S

— gy T

Evolution

From rwa fo ten,

The size increases,

the depth deepens,

the strong get stronger,

the weak go further off track,

emembern .
4 il We graduare ra higher fevels.
F [ 9 a i apf ) ' fipd v
To misery, heart aches, and suffering We d“”f*’-'ﬂ’. we diminish,
{ say: We gysassingte oursefves
P hnow vor so well, through our ignorance,
you will come in just a few more hours, B U et L o o |
evervihing am - vau will destroy, ! & Fre ' ;
oo e ! ; : I've always been shy through our negligence,
[1.’,;”? 7”;;'-.I ;“” - You are nol. throueh our conscious denfal of fruth,
et [ am bright. vou are dark: ! :
S T are dark I'vie always been Eh}r we refect our inheritance.
when §am warm Yoo are cool. 1

to slow dra
I'know you so'well, 'i;:hsm m rfmrd came On
Jor vou are the other half Y gl

gl ] ke loase clothespins,
-I:EP 10l was Joe, i : : ;
e Fram one ead of the line to anather-
of the wheel, I mean we could go!

You are death while | am .".f_ﬁ'. -ﬂmd grind We pauke fora moment,..
;_rrm-t-" while | am h‘ﬂl‘f1 the -'Wh:-.w! That man is MINE,
end while am The beginning. But 1 sho be shy
How well I know vou to slow dras 4
and oh how Lrige-

As we asciflare-

te reflect...
to reclaim what we ve fosr..
for recansider what we've rossed aside...

somelimes, { I
there's po me wilhout to re-evaluate our office...
- as the firrest for survival
i, | :
You LaValle
5. Freeman R. Abdul Khaalig
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Black Woman

Beneath the skin which covers

the flesh
I F had Known I seea 'l'-’_l:l!lrﬂn
inside
IF T had known you were gonne be gone this long, She = understanding
I wondd have made breakfost the last rime. ..and pleasant

If I had known you were ganna be gone this long,

fwounld have held vou close fust a little while longer,
I Phadl, knewn you were gonna be gone this long,

T would have remembered the Close-Up m.:-rh,mm- and the strawbervy preserves,
I T irad known veuw were gonng be gone thivlong,

She can tolerate this
violent world

And still care for the
one she loves

Together
f would have fried to gwee vou the love von rred ro give me, Firm
I Flad known vou were gonna be Fone this long, o genﬂr
L would have presented vou with one of my best poems, Wantin
I T had Enown you were gonna be gone thic lang, E
fwatild have to feave S, cduse I kﬁ'n’"l\',' I knew It would not lasr h"”H' FcEIIrIE i d
And you 're gane and it didn 't last Tong. Touching the universe
She is the element of Man
By Nonie Norman She is a Black Woman
Soft
Sweet
and Warm

-~.my Black Woman.

MNorman D, Jones

Rules of Love Untitled
Reassure me when I'm afraid

Miss me when I'm away

Keep good the vows you've made,
Believe in what 1say;

Laugh with me

When I'm happy:

Cry with me

When I'm blue.

And when vou love me...

Really love me,

What am 1 to do

when you insist on making my life
your private joke?

Dal IHUgh
or do you prefer

Prove your love is true, a hlush?

Correct me

;‘;ﬂ L}":‘::““E‘ What am I to do

When I'm right. when I can feel vour silent laughter
bouncing up against my

Think of me fragile ways of living?

In the moming; F

ze:l;.h .:i‘ me Do I pretend not to notice

ot e leen or do | search within

I'mlonely

Have faith my personality

In what I do; and destroy

r::t}?:e:f all those things

of the earth: which always make you laugh?

As | would

follow vou.

If 1 should lose my temper,

Please don't let us fight. T | By Pat Everett
When you say . ::, : ‘? .viqh* ,.'.
by Tl e e )
:;l‘l:::;;I'II':lI:'E\‘Iﬂul'r:‘:ﬂl't1 b -L i My i -y 1._u*'\“ ? '!-'
all vour heart.

And if you really mean it,

Even death can't make us part.
Forgive me when I'm not myself.
Try to understand,

Franguilit y

Just put your arms around me,
And gently hold my hand.

God bless you when you say your prayers
The way | pray for vou,

And ask Him with all your soul,
To keep our young love true,
Keep these rules of love

With everything vou have to give,
For rules were made

To be broken

Our love

was made

To live!

1 lave you!

By Sylvia Gainey

All is peaceful

When the sun goes down

And the illumingted moon

Ascends upward to its nightly bourd,
When rthe misty dew falls upon the
Supple prass that grows in the fertice
Soil, Afl is peaceful, when the fTowers
cvermight they blossom with pollen nectar
Far the buzzing bees, When the

cool but breezy wind lulls, and

the auburn lexves almost cease thetr
deciduiry. Al is peaceful when the
asperity of the sea calms fo placidinv.
When the day has served its purpose
and turns to the darkness of night,
Tranquility prevails when all is peaceful,

8y Dee Cooper
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Blackstone Branch Library 76

browsing indiscrim inately,

with no conscious direction,
one glways manages

to stumble upon, to discover
something previously unnoticed.

the unrestricted, unacademic
search for truth bears fruit
and rewards its searcher
with image-creating power

what is a poem? if not

an expression of o need for something
not satisfied by prose and other
genres of literature, as classified

by those who classify?

with image-creating power,

one can develop new forms,

evolve new arts,

fashion new worlds, and

deliver people from their darkness.

arise and be free

with your image-creating power.
Stretch your imagination and
transform it into reality and
then you will be free.

our imagination is our most Class
priceless asset. with imagination
we can reupholster all creation.
Clazses are a pain
R. Abdul Khaalig I v knenw whar Lmean
They give you headaches
And make vene wanf for Scregm

Fou have so many trowhies
And don't know where 1o turn
Bitt that's part of college

8o vou can leam

They narke vou wpset

And thert you want to guit

Bt wiren vou've done wrong

You feef vour world isabout to split

QZ="UmmErt

But yvou haveto work onit
And try to do your boest

| So when tHs time to leave
Why? e

Yonue're ahead of the rest

Why do we die from starvation

While thru’ technology we could feed the nation By E_‘Fn’pgv Bullard
Why do we have to strike for a better working conditon Mtw

When placing people first is the nation’s tradition 4

Why do we have to be neglected

Until money for bills is to be collected |

Why are we mistreated and pushed aside g s AT

While simultaneously expected to abide et -I ';n b"%

Why do we belong when it's time to fight wars = Ji s

And when they're over, face the same closed doors § EEe .

Why are we essential in order to produce Day Dreaming "! 1 T [

[l
The afternoon passes on while (]
the sun sets e

But treated with selfishness and abuse A lazy spring evening T i

Why are we paid so little for the work we give so much has passed again, B q

The obvious answer is to keep us on a crutch r L

Why are we engulfed with poverty and oppression By Carla Jones B

It’s because of a few people obsessed with possession, W

s M 1

By Shelia Farrington |
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Lf 1 had a wish,

Fhat wizh would be for you.

If | had a dream,

I'd dream of you.

If | could own the world,

I'd give il to you.

And You would say “thank vou",

And smile at me

And I'd go in search of other worlds for yvou.

MEC

Wirh Your Permission

The words [long
to speek wen 't be CAR VED inro
Sane,;
The story of my love
feir o, won 't go down
in higtery as The Greatest
Story Ever Told,
Al my dreamy won't come
trwee, and [waon't

beable ro pull siars down from the sky

Tor ya.
Whet s more, [ will never he
ablero right all
the wrongs 're done
Vil
Fwan't heable ta build
verd @ house ond
hill - though £'d
like te,
But-
me matter whar, £ won T
stop loving You - ool mow
ol ever!

Stephen Freeman

For You

A Comment on Your Betraval

I'm going to be perfectly honest
about fiow 1 felt
when vou left,
[ can only compare it 1o
my sadness at the age of ten
when Julian Bond g'm married
and left me loveless in Greenshoro
That almost sweet,

melodramatic

sodness

of losing somet hing
you never really had.

Svlvia Gainey

4

'._ ..._,:‘:' { “xa

IS N ¥

TRIAL AND ERROR

[ tried to be nice 1o vou,

You took my niceness as cheéesing.

! tried to be kind te you,

You took my kindness as weakness,
1 tried to be concerned about vou,
You took my concern as being nosey,
I tried to care about you,

You took my caring as being a fool

[ tried to help vou,

You disregarded me and denied my help.
[ tried 1o love you,

You hated me and tried to destroy that love

! tried to tell you several times that
You destroyed the beawtiful impression
1 HAD OF YOU.

PAT MCKOY

Abstention

Is:abstention present in all lova?
Or should | feel bad because | find it necessary to
abstain feelings. 1
It could be deficiency in love or just & form of self.
Argservation
IT I say it all until there is no more,
What would happen to me if you left?

Wavne P. Smith




	The Register, 1977-05-06, Black poetry supplement
	Recommended Citation

	tmp.1597510088.pdf.ScXYH

