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Epitor’s NOTE AND ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS. 

The name of this magazine, Ex Umbra, is Latin for “out of the 

shadows.” In 1968, the first Ex Umbra staff chose this name 

because they agreed that the creativity of the students at our fine 

institution was too much in the dark. It needed to be brought into 

the light of publication where others could recognize their talent and 

enjoy their work. 
Indeed, thirty years later, Ex Umbra is still carrying on its 

legacy of liberating the creative genius of students at North Carolina 

Central University. This edition, volume 34, has been divided into 

four sections: Heritage, Society, and Culture; Love; Project WRITE; 
and The Spirit Speaks. Understanding one’s heritage, loving one’s 

self and others, and having a connection to the spirit are most 

central to personal balance. Project WRITE, a writing contest at 
Hillside High School in Durham, North Carolina, exemplifies the 

importance of giving back to those in our community, as well as our 

university's motto: Truth and Service. While each section of the 

book is individually powerful, they each contribute to the stimulating 

and sensitive collaboration that is before you. 

This volume is the result of a unified effort between the 

writers and artists with the editors and the faculty advisor. | would 

like to thank everyone who submitted their work for Ex Umbra 34. 
Thank you for allowing your talent to be exposed to our campus and 

community. I would also like to thank the staff, Jamila, and Dr. 
Williams for their assistance, and especially Melissa Davis for the 
hours of scanning. Creating this book has been a labor of love, and 

it could not have been completed without your dedication. 

It is my sincere desire that the readers of Ex Umbra 34 

receive it with the intensity and joy with which it was produced. The 

writers and artists presented here have tapped into the creativity and 

passion that lurks within us all to bring their talent out of the 

darkness into the marvelous light of recognition. We have put our 

passion to paper. 

| hope you enjoy it. 

In Truth and Service, 

Camika Royal 
Editor 
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“We wear the mask that grins and lies...” 
—Paul Lawrence Dunbar 

HERITAGE, SOCIETY, AND CULTURE 



More Than We Can Bear 

Through all the toils and snares 

We're still here 
Through all the controversy and tabloids 

We're still here 
Through all the hype and discrepancies 

We're still here 
Through all the hurt and disappointments 

We're still here 

Through all our tests and trials 

We're still here 

Through all our sorrows and misfortunes 

We're still here 
Through ail the midst of jealousy and spiteful doings 

We're still here 

Through all the storms and floods 

Were still here 
When no one else believed in us 

We believed in ourselves 

When everyone else turned their backs on us 

We still stayed firm 

When the answers to solutions folded 

Our way was still opened, to not fret 

When the fires reached high temperatures 

GOD extinguished them all 

Through it all 

We're still here 

As one, though there’s plenty more situations still standing 

We'll be here once again 

Through it all 

We're still here 

As one trusting in GOD to bring us out as pure as gold 

Through all the tears and fears 

We're still here 

As one equally yoked in the spirit of love. 

The one fruit that will stand forever 

The storm will be over soon, but until then 

WE ARE STILL HERE. 
—Corey T. Waters 



HERITAGE, SOCIETY, AND CULTURE 

Now We Stand 

Born and died for the land. 

Made it fertile with callused hands. 

Looked upon their master with sighs. 

Unable to turn those desolate eyes. 

Knowing so truly their Lord would provide. 

Dark and glossed by the sun, 

But just as beautiful as the day their race begun. 

Loved so dearly by their God. 

On their undying devotion no one could trod. 

Their position was undoubtedly sad. 

Yet they possessed an integrity none after have had. 

A will to live no one could understand. 

A pride they got from the Mother Land. 

It is as they did we should now all stand. 

Every black woman and man hand in hand. 
—Toye Chadwick 



From History to His Story 

Wie the hell is happening rumbles over the plains of post slavery 

plantations. Tears of pain, from shame, flows from the 

historical eyes of Frederick Douglas, Marcus Garvey, Sojourner 

Truth, and Nat Turner, to name a few. Freedom of today has been 

acclimated with a self-hatred and violence of now, which tells the 

world ENSLAVE ME! 
Our forefathers and foremothers risked life and limb for what? 

¢ complacency 

¢ inactivity 

¢ laziness 

¢high school drop outs 

¢ dysfunctional families 

Hell no! Please forgive my insolence, but | feel the silent 

anger and bitter anguish as Buffalo Soldiers, Tuskegee Airmen, 

unsung heroes, and civil rights activists turn over in their graves. 

Social, educational, and political calamities are castrating 

our men and disillusioning our women of today, thus dwarfing the 

accomplishments of yesterday. 

We have, unintentionally, taken our inheritances of freedom 

(absence of chains, leg irons, human chattel)... right to vote (having 

access to voting ballots so our voice can be heard and differences 

made)... educational opportunities (being able to read, write, and 

learn with our ethnically different counterparts)... and have put them 

up for sale. 

Price...nothing! 

Yes, we have taken our inheritances and put them up on a 

slave auction block for the measly asking price of nothing. 

The cost of this downward spiral into our ingratitude is 

forgoing the fight, pep, and strength of our ancestors. 

We are like a spoiled child, in that we have assumed selfish, 

unappreciative ways because we did not work to obtain our freedom. 

We inherited freedom from the blood, sweat, and tears, the 

overcoming of fears by Mary McLeod Bethune, George Washington 

Carver, Jackie Robinson, and Paul Robeson, to acknowledge a few. 

Actually, we are giving away our inheritances for sub- 
nothing... that is, we are giving them away below cost. 

10 
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We have let governmental regulation and lack of political 

affiliation result in struggle degradation. 

Affirmative action —going, going, gone 

Gerrymandering —slithering, slithering, slide 

Community activists —activating, activating, deactivated 

Family units —uniting, uniting, divided 

Role models —rolling, rolling, rolled over 

Laziness, procrastination, through wicked orchestration from the 

powers that be, slave masters’ progeny, have been bureaucratically 

gift-wrapped and presented as our desired flavor of choice to 

marinade their secular stereotypes of us. 

| don’t have the answers or keys, only the desire not to see 

the strains of pains for gain grow wane in vain. 

Crispus Attucks, Malcolm X, Martin Luther King must once 

again sing to refute slavery’s sting. 

God-Abba, please give us the serenity prayer. 

God, grant (us) the serenity to accept the things we cannot change, 

courage to change the things we can, and the wisdom to know the 

difference. 

Slaves often times sang songs of struggle grounded in the 

Almighty to make the toils of the days in the field more palatable. 

No... no... no, Uncle Sam! Taking prayer out of our 

schools should not be the new rule!!! 

Well, maybe if you desire to be a fool. For foo/ denotes a 

person who is morally and _ spiritually deficient. (New Nelson’s 

Illustrated Bible Dictionary) 

Government, why do you want to destroy the prayer base of 

songs to combat the toils of present day? 

Do you design the demise of our strength? 

Do you seek to provide order out of chaos? 

Sounds like a twisted, sadistic, satanic new world order 

formation to me. 

| believe. Yes, | believe indeed in He that strengthens me. 

Jesus... Jesus... Christ, Our Lord and Savior. He has the keys and 

all the answers. All we need to do is unite, fight, utilize our ancestors’ 

foresight, proactively enact the fruits of the Spirit and vow not to bow 

or psychological slavery allow, and keep Immanuel on the brow. 
—Plato Smith 

1] 



Royalty Restored 

(Written for and delivered at the coronation of Cheryl Woods, Miss YCCU 1997-98, 

this is dedicated to D.A.S.) 

jE) beloved, we are gathered here today to celebrate the 

resurrection of a dead diva, departed dreamer. Descendant of 

the richest, most regal. Most Royal, Most High. So high, she owned 

the skies. The angels would try to draw her nigh. She soared the 

skies, wise and wondrous as she was. She flew above those she 

loved, sending blessings as she went. She was heaven sent. 

Supreme Mother. Super Natural. Super Woman. Whether vain, 

makes it rain —winter, spring, summer, fall— there’s still no sunshine 

when she’s gone. 

The feather-weighted heart she had proved her to be a provider of 

justice. /t was just us: Just you. Just me, living harmoniously with 

the fruit of our love. Living, learning, loving, building, because every 

wise woman builds her house, but the foolish pull it down with their 

hands. 

She took shape-able lands and built 

capable nations. Mighty men 

and made watchful warriors 

watching for the white men 

wanting to make workmen and 

wenches out of kings and queens. 

| mean, they were mesmerized by 

the size of her thighs, though they 

despised her face. They displaced 

her authority, the queen 

descended, her reign was ended, 

and they presented her as the star 

of a freak show. They called her 

Hottentot. Said she was hot to trot 

and tried many a tricks to get her 

treats. She spoke her piece and 
bared her breast, wanting the world 

to wake up to her womanhood. 

12 



HERITAGE, SOCIETY, AND CULTURE 

She was created in the image of God, but unlike he, she was the 

footstool of society’s hierarchy. This element of Ezekiel was a wheel 

in the middle of a wheel. She was made of steel Away stea/ away 

steal away home. / aint got long to stay here. 

She would repave her path but build a better bridge for her babies. 

Bravely, this mystic matron became the merciful monster who 

murdered her children, choosing the peace of death instead of the 

pain of life. She knew that life devoid of liberty and livelihood was not 

a life at all. 

She stood tall and strong. Newly emancipated but cruelly 

subjugated by the man she called her own. Refusing to remain in 

the same state she had escaped, she said //oves Harpo. God knows 

| do, but I! kill him dead before | let him beat me. 

13 
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Nobody knows the trouble she’s seen. Nobody knows but Jesus. 

She was weak and weary and leery of laws named after Jim. It was 

him, holding her back, breaking her down, bruising her body, 

expelling her from the sky. She couldn't fly on a broken wing. But 

my, oh my, how she could sing. Amazing grace: how sweet her 

sound. She found her faith, her ground. 

God's grace and mercy made this mother mildly and mostly militant. 

This formidable flower fought for freedom and wasn’t finished until 

there was an avalanche in Little Rock. Un-bought, un-bossed, she 

ultimately chiseled herself into a political power whose prowess is still 

praised. Proudly, she produced new creatures, created to cause un- 

Christ-like Caucasian Christians to quake with caution. 

This is a coup. A right-minded reclamation, restoration of 

righteousness. Recalling all queens to reclaim their thrones. What 

isn’t known is that our crowns have been found. This fantastic, 

ferocious, and fierce phoenix finds herself in her original stately 

station. You see, coronation is merely a manifestation, symbolic of 

the transformation that has already taken place. Plainly put, look at 

me. What you see is royalty. Our heads are our crowns. Our naps 

are our jewels. Our nose is wide. Our lips are full—fully blessed with 
the brains, brawn, and beauty of the best. When we dress, strength 

and honor are our clothes. Those wretched rightly rebuked rejects 

still wish for our wisdom, bow to our beauty, and strive for our 

strength. The length and extent of our domain remains the same: 

wonderfully well known. As we ascend to the throne in the sky, we 

draw nigh to the Most High, who we sit immediately under. She, 

who God has graciously resurrected, let no one set asunder. 

—Camika Royal 
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A Critique of Robert Hayden’s “Those Winter Sundays” 

“ ‘Stay in school, don’t let me catch you hanging around in the streets. | 

don’t want you to live like I've had to live. You don’t have to live like this.’ ” 

— Pa Hayden, as quoted by Robert Hayden 

he poem “Those Winter Sundays” was first included within the second 

part of African American writer Robert Hayden’s collection A Ballad of 

Remembrances (1962). The contemplative reader observes Hayden 

sculpting comfortingly “warm” (7) domestic imagery onto the seasonal 

experience of the winter weather assailing his foster parents’ house from 

without. Hayden, as wordsmith, in turn bonds the mettle of nature’s 

immediate temperament with the emotional and symbolic “coldness” that 

seemingly permeated his foster father, Pa Hayden’s daily ritualistic acts of 

devotion and loving-kindness toward Hayden and his foster mother. To a 

very real and acute degree, Pa Hayden’s iciness of spirit dominated his non- 

empathetic relationship with Hayden throughout the poet’s youth, 

concomitantly “splintering” (6) and deepening the chasm of speechlessness 

that never saw Hayden or his foster mother express gratitude to Pa Hayden 

for “blessing” their home with heat on so many winter Sundays. 

In his able and detailed study entitled From the Auroral Darkness: 

The Life and Poetry of Robert Hayden, critic John Hatcher documents the 

severe disciplinary actions that Pa Hayden would impose upon young 

Robert. These were compounded by the “periodic whippings” that Hayden’s 

foster mother would also mete to him. Hatcher is able to infer, therefore, 

within the first chapter of his study, that it was because Hayden’s “foster 

parents were poor [and] uneducated, [they] could not support his inherent 

gifts and artistic needs” (Hatcher, 7). Hence, Hayden’s description of “the 

cold” (11) that was characteristic of winter Sabbath mornings, is also a 

figurative allusion to the all-pervasive tension that would have invested any 

form of human interaction within his foster parents’ house on each waking 
day of the week. 

Line nine of this short poem of three stanzas, finds Hayden “fearing 

the chronic angers of that house” —a heartfelt reminiscence that helps define 

the elegiac quality of this deeply philosophical lyric. To the extent that “that 

house” (9) within which he lives, yet, paradoxically, is so alienated from, 

symbolizes Pa Hayden’s spirit. Hayden is imprisoned in the emotional 
undertow of a fiercely dysfunctional relationship between father/father figure 

and son; the type that is often churned around within the anxiety-ridden 
vortex of a caustic and chaotic love-hate dichotomy. Furthermore, Hayden, 
like so many other males who have been reared within Western societies, felt 
himself reduced to “cool” silences and terse “indifferent” verbal exchanges 
within the context “of love’s austere and lonely offices” (14). Quite 
predictably, this accretion of episodes of absences of words between father 
and son, does not celebrate “the sound of silence” in the hallowed and 
epiphanous manner that modern songwriters Simon and Garfunkel’s 
anthemic lyric of the same title does. To the contrary, these silences are the 

16 
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shield young Hayden erects against having to communicate deeply felt 

emotion (regardless of whether it be anger or affection) toward his foster 

father. They also function as a potent fuel for his impassioned resentment 

of, and passive railing against, this larger, stronger, proprietary, and 

authoritarian male presence. 

As a mature follower of the Baha'i faith, Hayden utilizes “his 

‘memory’ poems... to attempt to explore the positive traits of his foster 

parents,... in accord... with the Bahai principle... about concentrating on 

the positive qualities in others,” according to Hatcher’s analysis (26). More 

specifically, though, it was Hayden’s foster mother who invariably chastised 

him with the rod. In contrast to Ma Hayden’s hands, it is the “cracked 

hands” (3) of Pa Hayden that make “banked fires blaze” (5); fires that dispel 

the chilled air in the house. Pa Hayden’s rough, work-worn hands, too beat 

the cold into terrified retreat in line eleven of the poem, and, by line twelve, 

have, in addition, “polished” Hayden’s formal, churchgoing shoes. So that, 

within his utilization of “the structural device of the passage of time” (to 

borrow the words of another undergraduate student critic) in “Those Winter 

Sundays,” Hayden, by didactic intent, conforms the quality of that love that 

his foster father would habitually communicate to him on wintry Sabbaths 
over thirty years ago, to the spiritual act of crafting this, his most frequently 

anthologized poem. Consequently, on a transcendent stylistic level that 

bridges the tension established between the supporting pillars of prayer-like 
invocation and serene psalmistry within the work, Hayden’s vaulted yet 

integral arch is that of his own tactile grace at the time of writing. 

Constituted as it is, of so many future winter Sundays, today’s 

present can still, in retrospect, respectfully scrutinize the historical Hayden 
penning those concluding lines that have come to represent such a humble, 

awe-inspiring paean to the human expression of agape love-“What did | 

know, what did I know/ of love’s austere and lonely offices?” 

The soul of all humankind is directly addressed by this passionate, 

transfiguring, rhetorical question. Hatcher provides further insight on this 

telescopic quality of Hayden’s vision, as he, in turn, quotes the critic Wilburn 

Williams, Jr. In Williams’ estimation, Hayden the poet demonstrated a 

sophisticated ability to “objectivize his own subjectivity. His private anguish 

never locks him into the sterile dead-end of solipsism; it impels him outward 

into the world” (Hatcher 256). By middle age, Hayden had communed long 

enough with that most inspiring praxis illuminating both his faith and his art, 

to celebrate the quiet, craftsmanlike, “motherly” nurturing of his foster 

father’s domestic handiwork on Sunday mornings, in freezing weather, 

during his distant boyhood years. The poem that has resulted from 

Hayden’s assessment of one of his life’s extremely problematic journeys, 

eloquently evokes and portrays a sublime spirituality from which we may all 

learn, while allowing our vision of the human condition to be actively 

ennobled. 
—Harold Beckles 



My First Man 

while others reminisce painfully on 

vaguely remembered rolling stone 

absentee no good drug- 

addicted soul-afflicted 

womanizing low 

down dirty fuckers 

of their mothers 

| have you on which I can reflect 

you 
who spanked me for stomping 

my three year old foot in defiance 

disciplined my sister determined 

to make her be somebody 

taught me how to ride a bike 

said to ignore those ignorant 

crackers at my school you 

who always came to watch me 

dance sing and/or speak 

tried to get me to go to temple 

and not leave home 

you 

who | call during my late 

night study sessions (your early 

morning review of bible lessons) 

and when my pockets are 

empty, except for the lint 

you 

who married my mother when 

she was twenty and 

still loves her at almost-fifty 

made sure we had a 

house heat hot water and food 

my sister is unmistakably 

somebody and 

more like you than 

you both realize 

she and | have learned your passion 

now in wonder you watch 

the two women warriors 

you helped make 

and proudly we say 
thank you 
—Camika Royal 

18 
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B.A.D. 

I’m BAD 

B-A-D 

Born A Diva 

And diva translates to queen 

Know what I mean 

Not your average diva 

With make-up fever 

And a knack 

For hair weave down her back 

I’m aware that sounds bold 

But I’ve been told 

Nothing matches the wealth 

Of a woman who knows herself 

CK may cover your ass 

But he'll never patch 

The hole in your soul 

It’s old 

You're pure gold 

Simply unfold 

The essence in you 

Like real divas do 

Hold your head high 

Now youre fly 
Like me 

B-A-D 

Born A Diva 
—Vonda Stafford 



Were You There? 

It was a dark and dismal dawn, mist covering the window pane. 

| couldn’t believe my 6 a.m. eyes, the pain-staking presence of rain. 

Could this be symbolic of the struggle we've already conquered, 

or the one we're yet to face? 
If rain had the words to tell this story, then historically 

it had no better place 

To be where | was. 

Were you there? 

By 7a.m. thousands of women fill the street, 

Offering nothing but hugs and kind words as we greet. 

The Million Woman March, skeptics skepticized. 

The men didn’t make it, critics criticized. 

They said our kings didn’t make it, but we know they were wrong. 
So we were a million plus women marching proud and strong. 

While speakers spoke, singers sang, and vendors vended; 

A feeling of unity had somehow transcended. 

Straight-hair, dred-locks, braids, head wraps, and Afros, 

Full lips, wide hips, and rings in their nose, 

Light-skinned, dark-skinned, or in between. 

| wish you were there so you could have seen. 

But, were you there? 

| was there. 

| was the one with the pecan face 

Representing a tradition and a struggling race 
| was your mother, your sister, your cousin, and your wife 
| was representing the slave woman enduring turmoil and strife. 
| was Betty Shabazz, Harriet Tubman, and Sojourner Truth. 
The fact is, | was every woman from elderly to youth. 
Did | see you? 

Were you there? 

Of course you were. 

Don’t you remember? 

You came with me, 

In mind, history, and spirit. 

My sister, 

You were there. 
—Melissa Davis 
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City Sidewalks III 

a child stutters 
my attention stays locked on each word he utters 

my heart flutters in anticipation 

my eyes long to see God’s greatest creation 

next to me 

the best will be 

his alone to behold 

when he plays out in the cold 

on city sidewalks 

the crack of dawn breaks 

he awakes 

and takes his first glimpse of the world 
knowing that the easy ride has been reserved for others 

no sisters 

no brothers 

so his hand-me-downs consist of his mother’s determination 

and the frustration that she feels 

when the moments steal away too fast 

she only wants the good times to last 

long enough to be enjoyed 
now he’s momma’s favorite boy... 
pretty soon, 

he'll be 

momma's only man 

when he stands 

here... 

on city sidewalks 

night falls 

22 
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and momma calls him from the street 

he’s beat 

cause the game of getting home from school 

was a tough one today 

he never has time to play 

the journey home 

through crack infested war zones 

has taken its toll 

as it always does 

so his only buzz 

is his mother’s love... 

on city sidewalks 

his eyes lie 

and fill him with fear 

they tell him, “there ain’t no way out of here” 

still, he believes in something... 
so he sheds no tear 

and smiles the smile 

that has been his for eternity 

as he takes pride in the fact that he is momma's 

favorite son 

he’s gonna fly one day, 

so right now it’s cool to play and run 

amongst the broken glass 
and path worn grass 

here... 

On City Sidewalks 
—Culver Clark 
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Letter Returned to Sender, No Address Found 

(Part I) 

SEPT. 29, 1970 
Dear Venor, 

How do these lines find you? I hope well. As | write this letter I’m in the 

hospital. Early Sunday morning | gave birth to a beautiful baby boy. He 

has dark curly hair and dark brown eyes. Every day I, | think his eyes, 

dark brown, and his hair get a little lighter. Right now, his color looks 

sort of pinkish with a brown tint. My mother thinks he looks a lot like 

me, and in a way he does. | think he looks a lot like you about the eyes, 

dark brown, and mouth. 

Venor, I really wish you could see him. He’s so beautiful. 

When he was born, he weighed six pounds and fifteen and a half ounces. 

He was nineteen and a quarter inches long. |, I, | went into labor with 

him at 6:00 Saturday morning. | went to the hospital at 9:30 that night. 

And at 1:32 Sunday morning, | had a baby boy. With the type of 

medicine I was given, I was able, | was able to watch our (?) baby being 

born. It was really something to see. Dark brown. Dark brown. Dark 

brown. | really had a hard time getting him here, but now, | AM GLAD 

IT’S ALL OVER AND I’M QUITE HAPPY WITH MY SON. | had wanted a 

boy. 

Yesterday | named him MAN/CHILD. I hope you like it. I wanted to tell 

you about him earlier, but | couldn’t get in touch with you. When | called 

you, your line was disconnected. | guess you have a new phone 

number. 

Venor, if at all possible, I'd like for you to come here and see me and the 

baby. It would really be nice if you could stay at least 

two weeks two weeks 

| would send you a picture of MAN/CHILD, but right now | don't have 

any. 

two weeks two weeks 

two weeks two weeks 

Some hospitals take pictures of the babies when they are born, but this 

hospital | am in doesn’t. So as soon as | get some made, I'll send you 

some. I’m going to close now. So, | hope to hear from you soon. 

Always, 

Single Mother 

yas 



EX UMBRA 34°. Rie 

(Part II) 

In a dream of words unspoken in the wake of crack cocaine fumes 

permeating from the upstairs bathroom fifteen years 

after leaving a Single Mother's womb 
Momma? Why did you have to hurt me so bad? | don’t mean like that 

physical pain... every time you raised a hand at me, or a belt or even 

that telephone cord that Valentines Day when | wrote BITCH on the card 

you made me give that down stairs neighbor. | deserved everything | got 

for that. You hurt me bad that year in 1984. You saw my change 

coming. | was thirteen then and starting to fuck. You never knew about 

the time I was at Sonya’s apartment on the twelfth floor in the Geneva 
Towers “B” building. Everything was going fine until her momma —work 

weary, stout, and round. Her daddy —frustrated, six feet four inches, 240 

pounds, unemployed. And her little sister -fourth grade, street smart, all 

smiles, all smiles. Until they came home. 

Maybe it is something only parents can tell. But you saw the change in 

me comin’, comin’, maybe, maybe, it was my fear that Sonya’s father 

would come hunt me down and fling us from the bed in corner of dark 
novice lovers room, hand gripping ankle like bully’s thirst quenching 

grasp upon slippery bottleneck of brown Budweiser forty ouncer 

disappointed all juice is gone and slam to the curb, like father did Sonya 

when he came through her bedroom door and saw our naked hershey 

and praline bodies scrambling frantically for clothes as ants scramble 

when you disturb their single file line. 

Momma you saw me... 

You felt me becoming something— 

Like the man you fell in love... 

like the man who loved... 

like the man who planted this seed... 

like the man who got you pregnant with me. 

But unlike him I was always here. 

There. Somehow you saw | could no longer be a Man Child, but 
needed to be a man. 

(Part IIl) 

Cleo Rand was my first father. | thought you really disliked me when you 

sent me to his office down at the Young Community Developers Center. 
You must have thought I was destined to become some street scum 
bullshit nigga or somethin. But | showed you I was even able to sit and 
make a black man love me in fatherhood, Mother, the way the father in 
you would. My first job momma, my first job. | could contribute to you, 
me, us we. Man/Child. 
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Not like them other men. Michale. Big fat ass Michale. How could you 

be so alone. You had me. Remember man child. | had a real job. My 

first job. Ok, it was $3.35 an hour but it put me around supplies | would 
have stolen, trash bags, to help out around the house. Michale never 

even took out the trash. How could you be so alone. 

Remember me, Man/Child. 

All Michale ever did was steal that Datsun B210 you paid cold cash for, 

cash you and | counted by the blue light of your bedroom night stand 

lamp. Everything was possible in the blue light together. He stole that 

yellow car. | mean he stole the car | saw my first UFO in. the car | 

looked for upon returning home from summer camp and never found 

because you forgot I would be coming home that day. Were you trying 
to tell me something? 

The car | caught my first contact high in- 

travelin’ from Oaklin to ‘Cisco 

comin’ out of the bay bridge tunnel 

eleven layin’ in the hatch back you puffin doin 77 

listening to Stevie talkin ‘bout “Ridin in a rocket,” you still puffin 

windows rolled up, smoke lingers in your Angela Davis ‘fro’ 

puffs transform into my celestial mission, like a flash light viewed inside a 

cobalt blue fish bowl spinning in motion, spinning in motion, 

While Stevie wonders, “Riding in a rocket and came to a stop, and then 

a half a mile from heaven...” The car | caught my first contact high in or 

was that before I saw the Unidentified Flying Object. Stevie continues, 

“Half a mile from heaven, you dropped me back down in this cold, cold 

world.” You cried alone, alone in that car you cried alone. You hurt me. 

I should have been the one you loved enough to let steal a piece of your 

labor. I, Man/Child, was there. Besides I stole cleaning supplies, trash 

bags to help out around the house. I gave you my pay checks sixty- 

three dollars a week, four times a month, for six months. Then those 

nights when you needed twenty dollars for gas, thirty dollars for milk, 

and forty dollars for bread. No man was there, just cocaine, while | was 

the Man/Child. Forty dollars for bread at four o'clock in the morning. 

Four o’clock in the morning | did not want to see you. But I was there. 

Man child. 

No man around to love you under the blaring project furnace emitting 

eighty degree ghetto heat in that rent-until-nonblack-bankers- 

repossessed-the- property because niggas done exterminated 

themselves co-op town house. | was there —Man/Child. 

You hurt me bad—Man/Child. 

At four AM in the morning how could you be so alone? 

At four AM in the morning with forty dollars for a loaf of bread 

| was Man Child. 
—Kevin Darvive 
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When Will | Be A Man? 

“Hold on. It will be all right.” 

They never had to sleep a restless night, 

This pain in my heart, 

You don't understand 

When will | be a man? 

You see, read, or hear about me everyday, 

Almost never in a positive way. 

This pain in my heart, 

The raging fire you fan 

When will | be a man? 

For generations, 

I grew up having to be better than you 

Just so | could be equal too 

This pain in my heart 

Is getting out of hand 

When will | be a man? 

I will not ask anymore 

It’s my responsibility, furthermore 
From this day on, I will stand 

Take my rightful place 

And be a Man. 
—Quonteé Stevenson 

sol- schoo/ of life 

i've come to see that... 

i seek wisdom from the world’s largest UNiversity 

the institution that requires no SAt scores, 

or high school pomp and circumstance 
for admittance. the school that offers no majors, report cards 
just one all day, every day class 

using the mental 

through the spiritual 

to control the physical. 
a place that helps me filter the dynamics 

of NO LOve, 

HArd KNocks, 

REal EVil, 

and Fake Goodness in THeir reality 
so that there is nothing but smiles in mine. 

A COllege whose only criterion of enrollment 
is to know that 

d know 

NOTHING... 
—dOnzali jObete 
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RACE (Read All Colors Equally) 

In the beginning HE created us as brothers and sisters 

Who over space and time became a problematic fixture, 

Blurred in the haze of Amerikkan resistance. 
Between black and white, there’s a gray shade of senseless 

Age old ideas passed down for scores, 

“Stay within your own race” is what we're told behind the doors. 

Yet interracial couples tend to upset this chasm 

That bridges the divide that closed minds can’t fathom 

And many prove fruitful if nurtured at a slow rate 

And other times crucial and murderous as O.J.’s. 

It's a racist, metaphorical pool that we all swim in 

Where brothers are lifeguards saving lives of white women. 

As if a brother’s choice is based on colored standards 

We've tampered with theories and no one has the answers. 

Sure we've learned from our past how slaves didn’t benefit; 

And now we run a race and find ism at the end c* it. 

We fell for plots that have not helped a iat; 

Now we simmer in a cauldron or melting pot. 

And like Hell it’s hot when you're impoverished and entangled 

And strangled by the Southern Noose that claims you then hangs you. 

If | dated out of my race, none of us wouid understand it, 

‘Cause Jim Crowism has left our minds branded, 

And tainted with separatist and segregated view points 

And many of these couples can feel when me and you point: 

Stopping and staring, making their dates hard to handle, 

Yet, black and white’s harmonious on the keys of the piano. 

Thus, | play a different tune with race-loaded lines 

That manifest DuBois’ brilliantly foreseen color line. 

While ignorance is being recycled on it’s axis, 

180 degrees of whiteness, 180 degrees of blackness; 

This wackness is put forth and fueled by hatred 

That seeps into our minds, producing thoughts non-sacred. 

What if God made a holy acronym for all his people 

And made RACE stand for Reading All Colors Equal? 

Would hate still leak from the most subtle crevices, 

Where rednecks and black revamp and satisfy their fetishes? 

Our destiny lies in the way that we converge, 

Assimilate and desegregate so we can all emerge 

From this Race of opportunity so | can end this rhyme 

And race for proper unity that’s at the finish line. 
—Herbert Thornton 

2a 



Ex UMBRA34. 

Society's Mirror 

Mes De La said it best when they said, “I’m sick of bitches shakin’ 

sses, sick of talkin’ ‘bout blunts, sick of Versace glasses.” Have you 

taken a look in your mirror? You may have to push Foxy Clown and Afiena 
“How-hard” out of the way, but see if you can get close enough to get a 
good look. It’s so wild to me -too wild. In fact, it seems lately that if you 

ain’t got tracks down your back people think you’re wack. Even some of the 

brothas are swinging chemically processed hair. Tevin Campbell flings 

braids while Ginuwine sprays a little more activator? I am “ginuwinely” sorry, 

but someone tell that brother that in the nineties we push cars and not 

ponies. But | guess he can’t be faulted because he is simply filling a 

demand, a demand placed by pubescent teens and big dollar dreams. And 

can someone get me “I-did-him-Kim’s” phone number? Yeah, I wanted to 

ask her about that Moschino she “used to rock.” | think she means “used to” 
like three months ago because she wasn’t saying all that shit before Junior 

Mafia hit. All this talk about chicks, whips, and hits is giving me a permanent 

migraine: the glamour and glitz of hip hop culture ingrained in the minds of 

eight-year old kings and queens who can’t decipher vowels from consonants 

but can tell you the difference between an LX 450 and a Landcruiser. 

Christmas wish lists have gone from bikes and dolls to Prada bags and 

Tommy “Does-he-like-niggas” shirts. Something has gotta be done. Why 

does the first grader | tutor prefer to tell me about “gettin’ some” over his 

career goals? Is it because his Mama is so stressed about bills and her 

shadow of a husband that she neglects his mental nurturing? Meanwhile, 

Tiger Woods (the golf messiah), who is offended when referred to as African- 

American, writes off Fuzzy’s comments as a joke. Somebody get him OJ's 
number. Hey Tiger —always a caddy, never a golfer! The newest dis is playa 

hatin’. Call me a playa hater -that’s right, ‘cause | hate playin’... which is 

what society is doin’ —playin’. We better call a time out and do some 

substitutions. Like takin’ out Gucci and puttin’ in Levi’s. Or how about 

some realism for all that big silly willy bullshit. Kings and queens reduced to 

strung out fiends, willing to do whatever it takes to mirror foreign images of 

status. Suburban homes harbor closet alcoholic Uncle Toms and freaky 

teens... movin’ up to the big time in Daddy’s basement —-from sniffing glue 

to shooting mind altering goo into their veins. A beauty queen lies strangled 

in a basement while her killer dangles in the night. The lyrical prowess of 

BIG and Pac will be missed but what are we doing about it? Wait, Tupac is 
dead -right? ‘Cause | just saw him at the gas station on a Huffy. I don't 

know, maybe I’m tripping. Maybe I’m making a big deal out of nothing. But 
I don’t want to witness the demise of an entire race. Can you imagine having 
to i.d. an entire race? What do you see in your mirror? 

—Stephanie Black 
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Mind Power 

Mind power you’ve got to use 

Your mind power, 

So don’t abuse 

Your mind power, 

Keep it in check, 
Mind power to be the best— 

Born are we into this world with a purpose 

First being environmentally surrounded by the earth’s surface; 

Capable of movement and feelings that are an expression of desire 

Our knowledge is limited, but our minds burn with a curious fire. 

An urge fulfills us to explore 

That which is secular, a little bit more; 

Our childhood years developed and rounded us 

Into a thinking that was born with the help of tender guidance. 

For some of us, our minds enveloped letters written hatred, 

dishonesty, or a lack of self-confidence; 

But, it is the power of our minds 

That allowed us as humans to rise above the beast and manipulate 
our human existence. 

“Be ye transformed by the renewing of your mind”; 

It is attitude that rules an empty mind and aptitude that cultivates a 
healthy mind. 

Acquire mind power through studying 

Accumulating knowledge through inductive and deductive reasoning; 

Wake up from the dormant state of being mentally dead 

Think! You’ve got to use your head! 

Stop the shooting and the killing 

The misusing and abusing; 

And, rationalize, visualize, and 
Start from within; 

Use your personal mind power to work with others to begin 

A mental revolution 

That provides a resolution 

To the problems that we are all in! 
—Shayla Nunnally 
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The Games We Play 

brief moments of glory 

live in lasting memory 

of those times 

those rhymes 

written in body english 

be it the kiss off the glass, 

or kissing the rim 

this was all the love we knew, 

all we ever wanted to know... 

being those who played the game 

the same “WE” 

that said what ever, 

when ever 

to whom ever 

just take advantage of the intimidation factor. 
WHAT DO WE CARE ABOUT THE OPPOSITION??? 
the call: 

| GOT GAME 
the mission: 

DOMINATION 
the motto: 

JUST WIN BABY!!! 
the motivation: 

DESIRE 

the situation 
caused us to build our own nation 
out on the play ground 
where we found 

the freedom 

of the ghetto bird’s first flight. 
We played ALL NIGHT! 
WE DIDN’T NEED DAYLIGHT!!! 
street lights 
or halogen lights would do! 
we played anywhere, 
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with anyone, 

at anytime 

amongst the multitudes of grindstones that we used to 

sharpen our SKILLZ 
specially on Sundays... 

service never lasted so long as it did 

on those days when you arose from your bed with that gleam 
in your eye 

you know the one... 

it’s the same one that continues to spark day dreams 

about those days when you just knew everything would fall; 
and if it didn't... 

YOU'D SHOOT TIL IT DID!! 
Sundays on the play ground, 

the All Americans gave way to the likes of local ghetto celeb’s 
and their code names 

code names like: 

MOJO, 

SMOVE, 

ROCK, 
TRE, 

& the GINSU!!!! 
we knew them all 

and we repeat the roll call 

where ever we hear a bouncing ball. 

the chains 

make change for you 

no one ignores you... 

WHEN YOU HOT!!! 

and like it or not... every body got mouth! 

and they all swear that when they get their chance... 

THEY GONNA SHUT YOU DOWN!!! 

you think’n... HOW THAT SOUND ???? 

but your eyes blink that Shit off 

and the next trifecta reminds them fools that you ain't missed 

but twice since the park was built! you turn your back on it 

before it falls grabbing 
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your sword by the hit and holla... 

but you thinking the same thing three games down 

on the sidelines 

with the sun blazen down on the back of your freshly shaven 

head. 
you may as well kept yo @$$ home if that fade ain't tight 
cause the only thing better than winning 

is looking good while you do it!!! 

EVERYBODY'S OUT FOR STYLE POINTS ON THE 
PLAYGROUND! 
but it was the competition that we really loved 

ain't nothing like the smell of new NIKE rubber against the 

pavement 

as some fool tries to recover from a DEADLY CROSSOVER 
that you put on him back at half-court 

nothing like being looked dead in the eye, 

And being given a verbal blueprint of the path mapped out to 

the goal 

Then helplessly watching in amazement 

As each move is gracefully executed to perfection 

In FRONT of you 

NEXT to you 

Then PASSED you... 

The SHOT 
The RAIN 

The CELEBRATION 
It’s cool though... 

Next Sunday is MY DAY! 
—Culver Clark 
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I will take your heart.” 
“ 

—Langston Hughes 

LOVE 



Autumn Leaves 

misty colored remnants of summers gone by too soon 

seasons change 

gradually then all of a sudden 

green to yellow 

red then orange 

then brown 

then down 

tis the season when the trees give back to the earth 

the earth back to us 

and we to each other 

—Culver Clark 

Spellbound 

What spell have you put me under? 

So that just from a simple gaze 

from the mysterious pools of your eyes, 

| become intoxicated with feelings of 

enchantment. 

Thoughts of you are branded into my mind 

and no matter how | struggle to erase them, 

they will not perish. 

Without a word, and only a look 

| become yours. 

Awaiting your command. 

But no command comes, 

because my adoration is unknown to you. 

Little do you realize the powers that are yours 

and only yours. 

And until you do open your hand 

and discover the key to my heart 

lying in your palm, 

| await here 

patiently 

Longing for you. 
—Chandra D. Sledge 
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I[Am #3 

| am: 

speechless 

without a word 

an intent 

or excuse 

happy to have made your acquaintance, 
yet thankless... 

for the thanks that | could muster with words 

falls short of what my heart screams when | think of you... 

I am: 

a feather, 

freestyling in the eye of your storm, 

moved... 

by your motion 

intoxicated by the potion 

that was administered with your kiss, 

in search of the bliss 

that is your love... 

Iam: 

protected by your force, 

soothed by your touch, 

really missing you right now... 

] am: 
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a qualitative approach 

to the art of understanding you, 

massive to the minute 

yet minuscule to the millennium, 

the brief thought 

that puts a smile on your face 

in the midst of the treacherous day... 

| am: 

the long blink 

that ends each intense intentional glance, 

the brook that precedes the waterfall, 

the answer to the call of the wild 

that escapes your lips 

the thoughts you sift through in search of peace 

lam: 

your favorite phrase 

spoken on your favorite days 
in fifths 

a hug 

a kiss 

and then... 

good night 
—Culver Clark 
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Wishes: One 

(for Culver) 

If | only had three wishes 

I'd wish for eternal kisses 

From the man of whom I'll be Mrs. 

As we find out what true bliss is 

If | only had three wishes 

Black women would not be called bitches 

Nor would we be anyone's mistress 

But we would be queens with riches 

If | only had three wishes 

Black men would not be suspicious 

In a system that is malicious 

And they would each have three wishes 
—Camika Royal 

Lost Dream 

| really have feelings for you 

But there’s no way you can know 

Though | would like to tell you 

| cannot let my feelings show 

You would be shocked if you knew 

That | like you in this way 

But since it can never be 

| guess friends we will have to stay 

But regardless of all this 

My fantasies have been great 

And maybe in another lifetime 

You would’ve been my soul mate 

So as | daze into outer space 

| sit back in my chair and sigh 

Now | know what it feels like 

To watch a dream go by 

—Lateefah Williams 
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Eve 

I’ve been told that Eve was the most beautiful creature 

that ever stepped foot inside the Garden of Eden. 

| suppose even God is entitled to be partial to some degree. 

| wonder if the cherubs cried 

when God sent you down from heaven for me. 

Did they cry 

or did they dance the dance of Solomon’s concubines 

waiting for the new moon? 

I've been told stories of how a thousand angels drowned 

in a harem flooded with green tears. 

| suppose even God has a sense of humor. 

| wonder if He hears my prayers at night. 

| vaguely recall making love on the horizon with my sweet Eve. 

It was a dream but none-the-less sweet. 

She walked like moonlight scattered across the ocean, 

she talked like the flapping crane of wings 

and she kissed like a blessing from God. 

When we make love, 

it always rains. 

I've been told that the angels cry 

when the sun sets. 

We take great pleasure in dancing barefoot in the rain, 

laughing at the jealous angels 

until the sun rises again. 

| suppose even God is capable of admiration. 

But alas, | have been denied and forsaken. 

| miss making love on the horizon. 

I miss the moonlight 
that used to shine so brightly on the ocean’s surface. 
| miss the crane’s glorious wings 
that flapped so elegantly in the wind. 

Most of all, | miss God. 

I suppose even He is capable of jealousy. 
—Claude Lumpkins 
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You can’t blame 

me 

for wanting 

something good 

something that | 

can taste before it 

reaches my 

mouth you can’t 

blame me 

for going for the 

big one 

the one in the back 

of the club 

he’s in the back 

smoking a blunt 

and talking sweet 

saying 

that he’s a teacher 

of many things 

then you can’t 

blame me 

blame me for 

laughing 

in his face and 

going 

to the bar for a 

double when the 

first one 

went down hard 

then you can’t 

blame me 

blame me 

for leaving the club 

at a quarter to 2 

in the morning 

with a 

man on my side 

who 

is gorgeous, so 

gorgeous 

that I may have 
started 

something 
then you can’t 

blame me 
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blame me for inviting 

him 

in 

to share another 

drink of 

passion and allow 

him to walk inside of 

my garden that has 

been 

well 

maintained until 

now, now 
that I’m letting 

someone 
trim this garden for 

me 
then you can’t blame 

me 
blame me for 

not stopping him 

and then allowing 

him to 

build a fountain, 

one marble fountain 

sitting in the center 

amongst the birds 

then you can’t blame 

me 
blame me for 

keeping the 

gate 

to this magnificent 

garden 

open 

but only for this 

one guest to visit 

then you can’t blame 

me 

blame me for 

allowing one to enter 

and two to leave out 

you can't blame me 

blame me for 

wanting this 

man 

beside me, 

enjoying me, 

and loving me 

and holding on to my 

every last word and 

that | am compelled at 

his 

concern for me 

then you can’t blame me 

blame me for wanting 

his every move to be 

in me and beside me 

| want him to express his 

every thought in my 

layer 

whether it be mad, 

angry, 
sad, 

or filled with joy 

] want him 

then you can’t blame me 

blame me because it’s 

Te) 
good 

so good that it’s scary 

and it’s making the 

hairs on my back rise 

with the sensation of 

a porcupine crawling 

down 
my spine circling into a 

region 

that’s about to burst 

fireworks 
because it feels so good 

then you can’t blame me 

for 

liking it, enjoying it, 
and rolling around in it 

like a pig in mud 

I’m enjoying this 

and you can’t blame me 
—Danielle Strong 



Waiting 

you wait, wait— wait, foolishly 

for a man that can never be — 

yours? 

You wait until he returns to — 

you? 

Not you. 

Just your body 

not your mind, soul, or — 

spirit 

there is no — 

love 

So you wait until the day 

he says —I love you— only you 
You wait, wait 

you wait for a— 

miracle 

that will never be 

as long as you wait, care, and depend 

on —him 

for “love” 

false love and— 

“security” 

a sense of “self-worth” 

You wait, wait, and wait 
time is up 

What will you wait for now? 
~—Camesha McAllister 

43 



EX UMBRA 34 

Untitled 

“Dang boy, you so cute!” she said. 

Never realizing 

her sizing 

him up 

would create 

a mistake 

for the future. 

Babies she had 

bad choices 

she made 

her bed 

to lie in. 

Asin 

she committed 

when she consented 

to an act 

which in fact 

is forbidden 

by the law of the book, 

a book she had never read. 

It said 

that only man and wife 

shall lie side by side. 

She tried 

to make him stay. 

Stray 

far 

away 

he did 

and left kids 

with no dad. 

It’s sad 

to be alone 

without a mate 

her fate 

was written 

44 



bitten 

by the mark 

she made, 

path she took 

when she did look 
at him 

for only pleasures 

he could give 

not a second thought 
she thought 

think 

you should think 

before you speak 

for he may make you weak 
in the knees 

but 

please 

remember 

a man 
is more 

than a cute face 

by God's grace 
and Holy Word 

you should live 

and not give 

yourself to another 
in bed 

before 

you have said 
[docs 

—Precious Vines 
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The Queen’s Oath 

You are the most beautiful man | know. 

Tall, dark, regal brother with a plan. 

You captivate my state of mind: 

A beautiful dark prince in a sea of 

Misguided, misdirected, mistaken brethren, 

Standing out in a crowd of Big Willie wannabees 

As an individual. 

Your uniqueness makes me smile and 

As you tread through this world, 

Know that my love is your cornerstone. 

| gladly assume the role of queen 

And support you in your endeavors. 

Soft hearted and kind inside, 

Silent and stoic outside, 

Making progressive steps forward 

In a society where the only directional term 
Toward you is back. 

My heart surges with a supportive pride 

Manifested in a smile when you enter my mind. 

Visions of years down the road dance in my head; 

You and I, together in love, making it happen. 

Ordinarily, the thought of struggle 

Would be a deterrent. 

However, | am not afraid. 

Knowing that you would be by my side 

Is the one thing that chases away all doubts. 

You are who | love, respect, and cherish. 

| will follow you to the ends of the earth 

Or the end of the street. 
Remember that |, 

Your Queen, 

Will be here always waiting 

To wrap you in love. 

| pledge my undying love to you 

And pray that we remain in love 

Forever. 
~Stephanie Black 
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One for C.D. 

Cool and collected, he rises above the rest. 

Offered sweetness is what keeps me hooked. 

Revealing genuine notions for this solitary soul, 

Never do | even consider barren shades of seclusion. 

Even others praise the rare nature of our devotion. 

Limitations cease to seize their tangible bounds. 

In essence, nothing can take away the guardian of the 

Ctimate world of ageless joy. 

September’s seventh day attests to our pact. 

Distance’s decision divides the doubts that my mind conjures. 

| know separation’s extent cannot silence an affection eternal. 

Convergence is our promise attained. 

Keeper of treasure, | am nestled in the remnants of shattered 

Events and impacted by liquid times. 

Native to my own spiritual experience our vision is 

Sound, solid, and forever fused. 

-Shaina Montgomery 
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Bolero 

When you touch 

me 

My heart flies 

off somewhere 

else 

Your gentlyloving 

fingertips grasping 

my mane 

the soft warmth of your 

inner thigh 

Echoes vibrations 

of your moans and sighs 

Wavering vast torso region 

of sensuous 

fault lines and cleavage 

ripples earthquakes 

and trembles 

As your 

delicate flower 

and | 

Make a glorious symphony 

of peaks and 

peaks 

Us riding 

together 

along a crescendo 

of passion 

until the beautiful chaos 

of your apocalypticorgasm 
gently subsides 

into a peaceful stream 

once again 
—A. Ranga 
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Drunk 

Pardon me 

but haven't | seen you some place before? 

You remind me of bootleg whiskey 

and the sweetest hangover this throat has ever bared. 

You inebriate me, you abbreviate me. 

You condense my life’s story into one word. 

I feel like singing. 

Something about you brings out the flower in me. 

| want to dance, but | lack the rhythm. 

| could feed you for days with divine nectar. 

You should bear my children. 

Excuse me haven't | smelled you some place before? 

You remind me of soaked sheets. 

[ mean, you remind me of intestines. 

| mean, you remind me of me 

in my happier days. 

Teach me to be happy again. 

I lost my smile 

somewhere between my heart and my stomach. 

I was waiting at a red light one night 

when it suddenly occurred to me 

how overrated love is. 

That was the night | quit drinking. 

I can still smell your perfume. 

Pardon me 

but haven't I felt you some place before? 

Your remind me of Styrofoam cups 

filled to the brim with gin, Sprite and Beverly ice. 

I fell off of my bench 

and hit my head on the frozen ground. 

I dreamt of milk. 

I dreamt of you feeding me milk. 

| dreamt of you feeding me milk in a white grape orchard. 

The sky was a moody lavender 

and the clouds were a deep purple. 

You kissed me on the cheek and found my smile. 
I was happy. 

I was happy all over you. 

I woke up in a pool of my own sweat 

and threw up in my mother’s lap. 
Excuse me 
haven't I thought you some place before? 
—Claude Lumpkins 

50 



IT IS CONQUERED 

She stood in blackness and awaited the beast 

She could hear the footsteps falling 

Slowly, deliberately /t came closer cloaked in darkness 
ifs name is Darius and Roland 

ifs name is Jaime and Linford 

ifs heart and soul is called violation 

She knew there was no saving her, but was there? 
Her screams and tears did not deter /t. 

itwas suddenly upon her. Too late to run. 

Her fears failed to transform /t into a human, a man. 

She is now left with the violent memories of /¢. 

With confidence and evilness of spirit /t plotted against her. 

With all of her being she deplores (him), 

it claimed to love and cherish but only exuded hatred. 

She took this hatred upon herself. 

The one she trusted most on Earth wasn’t strong enough to fight /t. 

She couldn’t and can’t understand why the one she trusted 

in Heaven permitted Jt. 

The heinous crimes /t committed upon her person stifled her voice 

and destroyed all her likenesses. 

it almost silenced the thunder of her spirit, Almost. 

it wished for worship and obedience but /f was not a god. 

itis a devil and could not strip away her goodness. 

Now she has defeated the beast proving the sword /t possessed 

not mighty but impotent. 

Her defiance. Her determination. 

Her resilience and want of life and happiness have killed /t 

it failed to quiet the storm that raged within her and now 

it ceases to have the power to harm, 

Unable to stop nature’s revitalizing forces. 
—Sataria Joyner 
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Ex Umbra 34 iss 

Elimination 

She can eliminate you 

into a crowded beach 

into a time and place that 

you never thought possible to be 

she can eliminate you 

not into a train that doesn’t 

stop running 

but into a train that 

feels your heart beating 
and won't let your 

bulging mind figure 

why 

she can eliminate you 

to imagine a day that 

she wasn't there to deny you 
to give you 

the opportunity to explore you 

and paralyze your life 

into a blue concord and fly, 

so high 

she can eliminate you 

into a roaring ocean 

into a jet black sea 

she can eliminate you 

into whatever she chooses to be 

if it be a star falling like 

a comet in the sky 

coming closer and closer 

to see who you are 

to see if you know your damn self 
she can eliminate you into 

into a ghost of forgetfulness 

a ghost that won't let you 
forget that 

you can’t remember 

your last birthday 

your last word 

because 

she has eliminated you. 
~Danielle Strong 
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“| decided | have something to say...” 
—June Jordan 

WRITERS “R” INVINCIBLE THROUGH 

EXPRESSION 

i iit ge cit 



Project W.R.I.T-E. is an annual contest given by Ex Umbra to encourage 

Hillside High School students to exhibit their written creativity. It was 

developed by Erika Murphy and Vonda Stafford in 1996, but this is the first 

year it has been implemented. Participants included Shereese Bynum, 

Nekeidra Cameron, Tracee Hester, Jesse James, Elizabeth King, Reneé 

Mercer, and Mia Tyler. Honorable Mention goes to Rashed Arafat, Joseph 

Barnes, and Blaxtalion; F7 Place, Phillip Porter; peg place, John Llewellyn; 1° 

Place, Sarah Grano. The first place poem is featured below. We appreciate 

the efforts of all the participants, and we are glad that you have decided that 

you also have something to say... 

Cntitled 

the 27" day of November 
and you scream of things lost 
of books 

of dreams 

of corny things 

lost under the ground 

the sickness 

sadness of your mind 
eats my stomach out 

and screaming whipperwills 

do not a good day make 
whisper to me sadness 

hint to me your pain 

hide from your secrets 
don’t scream to me your shame 

your shame 

was I? 

and maybe tomorrow will become today 
so drift away 

on fluffy clouds to 
nightmares infested with fear and evil things that hurt my 

Love 

no defense in the day 

spoken no words 

as if to say 

no more 
game 

will | play no more 

will | play 
—Sarah Grano 
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“Holding my tears keeps me bound, enslaves me to the pain.” 
—Unknown 

THE SPIRIT SPEAKS 



The CApture of sPontaneous tHoughts on eSsence 

what is it about that that’s it? 

what makes it sound so good internally and externally? 

what makes so many questions unanswerable and 

sO many questions answerable? 

the best definition of poetry i ever heard is 

“the Capture of sPontaneous tHoughts on eSsence” 

| hate it when I have one of these tHoughts, 

and not the mEans to Capture it. 

mY mind goes from here to there, 

but when I try to go back to here from there 

and i'm ready, 

i'm not ready. 

the vibe is gone... 

until the next time 

i don’t have the means to CApture it. 

—dOnzali jObete 
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THE SPIRIT SPEAKS. 

Journey to Satchidananda 

(inspired by the music of Alice Coltrane) 

| saw Paradise 

Drifting slowly 

but purposefully 

Along a bright molten sun-speckled 
sea 

where lotuses bloom as 

I float 

peacefully 

with my third 

eye 

consciousness expanding 

by multiple dimensions 

Sun of transcendence 
shining 

graciously everywhere 

and tides 

of gently rolling waters 
guide my path 

Where you were... 

Playing the tunes 

that rainflutter 
down 

meander through 
the body 

and reach the core 

until all burdens are 
lifted 

and centeredness resides 

once more 

within 
—Namaste L. 
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Why 

why 

is the least important question right now 

as solemn thoughts run through your mind 

blocked by the numbness of your heart 

you feel nothing... not by choice 

why might this be happening to you 

after all you’ve been through... why you 

who's responsible for this fault put on you 

now this problem is in your hands as you clutch tightly 

a gift not wanted... but you must accept 

why this might be happening to you 
—Joseph Wright 

Cntitled 

| stand before my judgment 

with my arms open wide. 

| take my punishment like a man 

just as it’s prescribed. 

| know not who my judge is, 

who condemns my soul away. 

| only know the accusing eyes 

that follow me day by day. 

| walk in chains and blots and locks. 

Striped are my robes. 
The places that | tarry 

are my prisons doors. 

I stand before my jury 

for all the world to see. 

The unfair world is it thou 

that has sentenced me? 
—Toye Chadwick 
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_ THE SPIRIT SPEAKS. 

The Saddest Parade 

welcome to the saddest parade ever known to man 

| promise you'll teave with frown 

everybody gather around 

listen to the heartbreaking stories 

that will touch your heart 

first is the man who’s been crying for a million years 
from anger and fear 

anger for the love of hate in this world 

fear for how this hate took the life of his little girl 

at the age of four, so much to look forward for 
and now he’s alone living this cruel life 

alone forever, for he also lost his wife 

so many too many _ tears 

next is the woman whose heart is cold as ice 
her love left her life 

now she pays his price 

as she speaks of her love 

and how he left at will 

the words from her mouth 

give the crowd a chill 

as the anger rises and freezes from her heart 

cold and frozen it crumbles 
and falls apart 

look it’s the shyest man on earth 

too scared to give his opinion and what it’s worth 

a secret admirer who never says what he feels 

only inside, to himself, he reveals 

a simple suggestion from this quiet man 

could change the outlook of every soul 

a simple statement could save the world as a whole 

but he’s too scared and much too modest 

afraid of being outlasted scared of being the oddest 

until the last second of his life 

so close to his death, he held his breath 

when he tried to warn the world of its fate 

he opened his mouth and tried to speak 

by then it was too late 

his last chance out of many given 

now he’s no longer living 
—Joseph Wright 

59 



60 



__ THE SPIRIT SPEAKS | 

Why do you sit here alone, 

As if your world is gone, 

What’s wrong with you, 

Why don’t you do? 

Enjoy springtime, 

The beauty of nature, 

The breath of love, 

The showers of life, 

Why don’t you do? 

Enjoy life, 

Before you have none left 

You know, everyone dies, 

But not everyone truly lives 

Why don’t you 

Be alive 

Instead of just existing? 
—Quonté Stevenson 

An Apology 

Sometimes, | wonder what my purpose is on this earth. It seems like 

every time | try to accomplish something, | get bombarded by an 

issue that throws my focus off track. I can’t remember the last time 

that | was almost completely satisfied with my life. When | try to 

smile, | frown. When | try to laugh, I cry. Why has my life gone on a 
downward spiral? Can | not do anything right? | have faced the fact 
that I will never be happy or satisfied with my life. | am a poor excuse 
for a black woman. | always hear people talk about how strong black 
women are. | owe every black woman in this world an apology. | am 

sorry for disappointing you. | am tired of running from my life. | am 

tired of wearing a mask. I am going to stop trying to fool myself; it’s 

obvious that my life is a dead end street. | am tired of pretending 
that it is not because deep down inside | know it’s the truth. | do 
stupid things and | deserve everything that I get. | AM FIGHTING A 

LOSING BATTLE. Me versus my life. 
—Anonymous 
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EX UMBRA 34 
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Death 

| come to the beach. It is abandoned, so | am alone with the 

stones, pebbles, and driftwood. It is gloomy, misty, dead, and 

still. So very still. I sit down on the cold stones and stare at 

the horizon. What I see compels me to stare. A huge, black 

boat is coming. | don’t know how fast it sails, but it is coming. 

| don’t know when it’ll reach, but it’s coming. Coming for me. 

So | sit and count the seconds as they pass by. Waiting for it 

to come. To come for me. 
—Dayan Knox 

Pain 

now that you're gone i regret all those things i should've said 

and didn’t; those things i should not have said and did; those 

things i wanted; those things i could have said but never had 

the courage. 

i wish i would have gone home when you asked me. 

i wish i would have given you more attention but i think when 

you told me about wanting to die, somewhere inside j wanted 

to go with you. therefore i became frightened. 

i wish we would have taken more pictures together. 

i wish you would have liked taking pictures. 

i felt ashamed that i didn’t have even one for your funeral 

program. 

my heart's broken. 

my lust for life is in critical condition. 

i wish that you would have trusted me enough to tell me you 

were in the hospital. 

no one understands, despite their valiant efforts. 

i wish i didn’t miss you so damned much. 

mama i made it!! you told me i'd make it. 

i wish you could have been there. you promised me you would 

be. i guess in your own way you were. 
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i’m on an emotional roller coaster and i’m so scared one of the 

cables is going to break. 

i wish i would have made it more clear to you how much your 

friendship means to me. 

i don’t want to go home because you aren’t there. you're the 

only reason i ever liked being home. 

i'm so hurt, disappointed, heart broken, angry, guilt-ridden, 

and lonely because you're gone. 

just to push it to the back and ignore it like the rest of the hurt. 
i'm sorry i wasn’t there for you. 
i miss you. 

what did i do to deserve this? 

why did your time have to come so soon? 

your heart was set on a granddaughter. 

you need me as much asi need you. guess i didn’t hold up 
my end of the bargain. 

you have always been the only person that i knew i could be 
completely honest with. 

the smurf people have been very supportive. 

i trust you more than myself. 
i don't want to grow up. 

i'm not ready to grow up. 
i'm so tired. 

no one will ever love me as much as you. 
just push it to the back and ignore it like the rest of the hurt. 
no one will ever need me as much as you. 
no one will ever spoil me like you do. 
i can't take care of myself. 

i'm exhausted. 
life is hard, but i guess you know that don't you. 
i haven't even been living long enough to deserve all of this. 
so why must i still endure 
i wish i would have told you how much. 
i wish i would have told you / /ove you more often. 
i love you. 
my world is one of pain and disappointment and now that 
you're gone... loneliness. 
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just push it to the back and ignore it like the rest of the hurt. 

you re the only person that could get me through something 

like this and you're not here. 

i know you love me too. 

you are the most beautiful woman that god could have ever 

blessed me with. 

i don’t think there has ever been a more confused person than 
me. 

i promised you i'd graduate on time. 

thank you for always being here for me. 

thank you for all those nights you waited up. 

thank you for all those tears you've wiped away. 

mama i can’t sleep. sometimes i pretend to be sleep so my 
roommate won’t worry about me. 

just push it to the back and ignore it like the rest of the hurt. 

i act happy a lot. 

i'd hit you if you were here. 

my own inadequacies keep slapping me in the face. 

i can’t even organize my own thoughts or deal with my own 

problems. 

i push it to the back of my mind with the rest of the pain. 

i'm worried about c-----s but as usual, i’m so wrapped up in my 

own grief that just like the selfish person i am, i forget about 

others with real problems. 

how dare you leave me here to face this shit alone. 

i don’t fear death. 

i fear life without you in it. 

i hope that you and your mother have found each other. 

i’m going to be all right, especially since iim no longer in such 

a rush to see you again. 

how could you leave without saying good-bye. 

i love you and you'll always be my best and most loving friend. 

bye ma 

see ya later! 
—Sataria Joyner 
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Ex UMBRA 34 Das Se 

Dreamer’s Vision 

As sleep swift, slumber darkens my sight. 

And unseen hands grasp swords of protection from fears of 

the night. 

The Matchless maker blesses me with dreams of the 

foreknown. 

| continue to doze and drop off the edge of snoozing. 
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Clouds form and mist subsides, | must see myself in sailor 

blue walking slowly into the house of Saints. 

Embarrassed, I’ve denied my Mother's plea to dress without a 

taint. 

Because of this I sit on the very last row behind a man. 

My eyes jerk forward. 

| see the Shepherd delivering to his flock, the truth. 

My eyes slide to the right— 

enticed by the man’s every white tooth. 

Deep Black was this man 

And his clothes were the same. 

How wore a black and white sweater and pants of ebony. 

Then he held up a pouch for me to see. 
| begin to look into the mirror with a grin, and he marks me 

reds 

“Please don’t tell on me!”, he begs, pulling out a gun. 

He tries to mark me again, but this time | run! 

| see him behind me, the dark man, with a jet stick of bamboo. 
| move on, and looking at the inky darts wipe out the 

congregation. 

They topple to the floor. 
Terrified, I run on the vast aisle as I’ve never run before. 

| see a familiar face, and run to her seat. 
“Get down!”, | scream, and she did obey. 

| looked to see a hurling dart tumbling toward me. 
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My lips part. 

| have nothing to say. 

It falls 

on 

my 
shoulders 

And then dissolves. 
| fold my hands in supplication, and Alena does the same. 

A golden shape appears, an emblem that seems to change. 

He appears as a cross, and changes to a spear. 

Then he changes to a cross again and again. 

He lets out a protective sheen. 
The darts stop in mid-air. 

I sigh in relief. 

iz 
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My sleep is interrupted, and | open my eyes. 

My body is weak drained by it all. 

The vision has taken my strength. 

‘Til this day, I’m still puzzled, | don’t know what the dream 

meant. 
—Shaina Montgomery 
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EX UMBRA 34 

Priceless Love... An Un-Numbered Psalm 

The Lord is my husband, | shall not be in want of love. 

He healed my pain where | was hurting. 

He leadeth me to love everlasting where he restores my heart. 

He leadeth me in the path of kindness for my soul’s sake. 

Yea though | walk through the onslaught of perils, | will fear no evil or 

feel any pain. 

For your care is with me, 

Thy love and thy compassion comfort me. 

Thou prepares a table for me laden with 

sincerity and compassion for my enemies. 

Surely grace and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life 

and my heart will be filled with love for my husband 

as | dwell with Him forever. 

Selah. 
—Abosodé Copeland 

a whore, a preacher, a boy, and an angel 

what fatally misguided soul 

could gaze upon the petal of a dead rose 
and see beauty; 

beauty in the dry, crackling extremities; 

elegance in the dank, rotting odor, 

gentility in the slick, rubbery texture; 
grace in death? 

dying has oft times been misinterpreted 
as the devil himself 
come to lay claim on unsuspecting souls 
whose relationship with god 

has not yet been validated 

by the good reverend 
OF 

jesus christ himself. 
the good reverend said that jesus told him 
to save us from ourselves. 
the good reverend said that jesus told him 
that lust had overtaken our minds and souls. 
the good reverend apparently used to talk to jesus 
on a regular basis. 
but when jesus began screening his phone calls 
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‘THE SPIRIT: SPEAKS 

the good reverend began drinking 

and died smiling 

on top of the choir’s most reputable soprano, 

sweet shante jenkins. 

since then we've found it safest to rely 

on naive souls 

who throw caution to the wind 

and love us in spite of our many fallacies. 

as a child 

i always found myself in the back pew 

wondering what the difference between love and lust was, 
and more importantly, 

which would get me to heaven the quickest. 
did the good reverend love 

our choir’s most reputable soprano, 

sweet shante jenkins? 

i knew ms. jenkins once. 

i was only thirteen and she was two years my senior 
when i put my hand under her skirt 

at the annual church barbecue. 

she kissed me on the cheek 

and whispered something sinful in my ear. 

that night i loved her just as the good reverend did. 

unfortunately, she loved him to death. 
what fatally misguided soul 

could stare into the eyes of death 
and see an angel? 

life has oft times been misinterpreted 

as a chance for us to prove our loyalty to our maker 

and avoid the devil at all cost. 

my grandmother told me that sweet shanteé jenkins 

had the devil living in her crotch, 

but i saw nothing of the sort. 

at the time i equated ms. jenkins 

to butterscotch candies, five cent pop, 

salt water taffy, and sugar cookies. 

the rising of the sun 

and the spreading of her legs was all the same to me. 

she tired of me quickly and moved on, 

but i suspect she'll be back one day. 

the roses in the garden never live long. 

they all die, slowly but surely. 
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Ex UMBRA 34 Zi 

the stench is enough to wake the gods, 

but it attracts the strangest of animals. 

they seem to treasure the dying roses. 

i often find myself wondering, 

are they cherishing what little life is left 

or are they welcoming death? 

seems to be a little bit of both. 

strangely enough 
one in particular seemed to take a liking to me as well. 

she found my presence peaceful 

and i invited her to stay for the winter. 

i rested my tattered head on her bosom 

to endure the piercing cold. 

i tossed and turned in my sleep, 

haunted by memories of the good reverend 

and sweet shante jenkins. 

we married the following summer. 

that fall, she bore my child, 

a brown ball of joy named rose 

the next winter, rose died in her sleep. 

she held her in her arms until the stench filled the house. 

we buried her in the snow. 

i cried, she smiled. 

the good reverend once told me 

that love is the mortar 

that holds the bricks of a strong household together, 

then he took another sip of wine 

and vomited in my lap. 

sometimes i wonder what life would’ve been like 
with ms. jenkins. 

but then i ask myself, 

what fatally misguided soul 

could gaze upon the lips of a dying man 

and kiss them passionately, 

without reserve? 

definitely not ms. jenkins. 
—Claude Lumpkins 
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Ex UMBRA 34 ue ae 

HAROLD BECKLES is a senior English literature major from 

Barbados. He finds inspiration in West Indian and African-American 

literature, and has been influenced by his parents, as well as 

Professor Kamaybitwait from Barbados. 

STEPHANIE BLACK is a junior Psychology and Birth through 

Kindergarten Education double major from Charlotte, NC. She loves 

Bob Marley, Maxwell, Wyclef Jean, and Erykah Badu. 

TOYE CHADWICK is a junior English literature major. 

CULVER CLARK is a junior finance major from Kansas City, Missouri. 

His poems are usually reflective of his personal experiences, and he is 

inspired by rap and jazz music. Culver claims to have been 

influenced by his friends and fellow poets Camika Royal and Nigel 

Barnes, but the work he presents in this volume attests to his own 

superb talent. 

ABOSODE COPELAND is a sophomore English major from Durham, 

NC. Her two main priorities are God and living her life for Him. 

KEVIN DARVIVE is a native of San Francisco, California, and is 

currently a junior Psychology major and music minor. He is a 

percussionist for the NCCU Jazz Ensemble, and his major influences 

are Langston Hughes and Puri Thomas. 

JAMILA DAVENPORT is a twenty-one year old senior visual arts 

major from Durham. After graduating in May, she plans to attend 

Savannah School of Art where she will study multi-media art. 

MELISSA DAVIS is a graduating senior Political Science major from 

Lexington, NC, by way of Fayetteville, NC and Philadelphia, PA. 

“Were You There?” is the first poem she has ever written, but she felt 
so compelled after her attendance at the Million Woman March on 

October 25, 1997. 

SARAH GRANO is a student at Hillside High School in Durham, NC. 

She is the first place winner of the first annual Project WRITE Contest 

which was sponsored by Ex Gmbra, in conjunction with the NCCU 
Class of 2000. 

72 



CONTRIBUTORS 

DUSTIN HAREWOOD is a senior art major from Barbados by way of 

Brooklyn, New York. He grew up reading comic books and one day, 

he would like to illustrate his own comic books. He says, “Life is 

good.” 

DONZALI JOBETE is the pseudonym of Douglas Johnson, a junior 

English major with a concentration in Electronic Communications 

from the Bronx, New York. The major influences of his writing are 

mostly his “common inner feelings.” Most of Douglas’s work is about 

everyday experiences, with the oppression that our country places on 

our people as a dominant theme. 

SATARIA JOYNER is a graduating senior Political Science major from 

Fayetteville, NC. 

DAYAN KNOX is a freshman from Trinidad and Tobago who grew up 

in a middle class neighborhood. After graduation, he worked for six 

months in Trinidad until he earned a university scholarship to NCCU. 

This year, he has performed at several coffeehouses and at the 

Central Renaissance sponsored by the sophomore class. He is 

presently a psychology major. 

NAMASTE L. is a student at NCCU. 

CLAUDE LUMPKINS is a freshman from Washington, DC. Currently, 

his major is English, but he plans to change his major studies to film 

making. In his writing, Claude speaks of relationships often, though 

not from a pretentious, sexual view. Rather, he “digs from within,” 

illustrating personal, universal experiences of tragedies such as 

unrequited love and mental obsession. Whether in poetry or prose, 

Claude tries to look at everything from a realistic point of view. 

CAMESHA MCALLISTER is a sophomore English major from 

Wilmington, NC. She says her inspiration is found in the poetry of 

Maya Angelou and her everyday experiences and surroundings. 

SHAINA MONTGOMERY is a junior English literature major from 

Harrisburg, NC. She is devoted to God, and her major influences 

have been her mother and the works of Zora Neale Hurston. 

SHAYLA NUNNALLY is a senior Political Science major and Spanish 

minor from Petersburg, Virginia. In the fall, she will begin graduate 
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studies in Political Science at Duke University. She says “Mind 

Power” was written as a means of mental encouragement for young 

people. 

A. RANGA is a student at NCCU. 

CAMIKA ROYAL, a junior English literature and Political Science 

major, is a native of Philadelphia. In an effort to find her own voice 
and measure its strength in the world, she began writing five years 

ago, while still in high school. Camika intends to uplift, empower, 

and inspire through her poetry, but always speak the truth, no matter 

how harsh it seems. God has blessed her with the power of words, 

and she intends to make His blessings known. 

CHANDRA D. SLEDGE is a sophomore English education major 
from Warrenton, NC. She is often inspired by her “experiences, 

imaginations, and surroundings.” 

PLATO SMITH, Il, a Washington, DC native, is a second degree 

student majoring in Computer Information Systems. He says he has 

a strong desire for success, he likes to exercise, and enjoys meeting 

exciting new people. His major influences have been his friend Traci 

Currie, who has always encouraged him to keep busy by writing and 

his mother, who always supported his talent and encouraged him to 

seek publication. In turn, Plato seeks to encourage others. 

VONDA STAFFORD is a junior Middle Grades Education major from 

Elizabeth City, NC. She is committed to the education of black 

children and empowerment of black people, and in the future, she 
plans to open her own school. 

QUONTE STEVENSON is a sophomore at NCCU. 

DANIELLE STRONG is a junior English major who has been heavily 
influenced by the inspirational work of Maya Angelou. She is from 
Suitland, Maryland, where she began writing about everyday 
experiences. Strong says her most definitive pieces are always 
written from the heart. 

HERBERT THORNTON is a senior at NCCU. 
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| (CONTRIBUTORS. 

PRECIOUS VINES is a freshman Psychology major from Pinetops, 
NC. She allows the same forces that have guided her academic life 
to influence her creativity. Along with her strong relationship with her 

mother, it is her connection to God and the Spirit that influence her 

writing. As in everything else, “being a Christian and what [she] 
believes in” are the basis of her writing. 

COREY T. WATERS is a sophomore middle grades education major 
concentrating in language arts and social studies. He is from 
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