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I  iV e e fi.. . .
She w o re  her sexiest dress 
but i was not im pressed 
As the p r is m  in the sky tha t catches your 

eye
q ives p rom ise  of a pot of gold and the 

ra in b o w ’s end 
yet never de l ive rs  
so it is w i th  p re t ty  q ir ls .  
qood looks do not m ake  a good wom an. 
P re t ty  g i r ls  l ive  in self  se rv ing  wo rlds  
tu rn in g  on the ir  axis 
as if  the law s  of p la n e ta ry  m otion  hold no 

t ru th  fo r  them , 
revo lv in g  around  th e ir  own selfish 

desires.
If she we re  the sun
she'd shine on but one, herself.
So I said no thanks 
I need someone w a rm  and kind 
I need someone soft and ca r ing ,  
someone who b r ings  to m e thoughts of 

the G arden of Eden 
innocence and s im p l ic i t y  pure  love. 
Often t im e s  I succum b  fo conceit,
I need someone who unconsciously 

causes me tw inges of pain 
when I s u b m it  to m y  weaknesses and 

show m yse lf  to be vain.
I need someone who teaches by 

exam ple ,  
someone who is w i l l in g  to share 
the a b i l i t y  to love and care  w i th  one 

who's  never been there.
I need a s im p le  w om an
to help m e becom e a s im p le  man
free  of pretension, devoid of fa lse airs.
I need the g i r l  I le ft  behind fo r  a p re t t ie r  

one.
Je f f re y  M e lv in

For S o m e o n e
S p e c i a l

they are as old as creat ion  
honeyed sweetness encases the ir  

m ovem ents  
th e ir  u tte r ings ,  th e ir  com ings and the ir  

goings
like  cotton candy and c a ram e l apples at 

the fa i r
the re 's  a l im i t  on the am oun t of sac 

cha r in e  one body can stand 
these d a in ty ,  sugared persona l ity  

lovelies 
g ive  me a stomachache.

for  beneath the qu te rco re  of fe igned 
sweetness

often lies a t ru e  inner shell of p rac t iced 
b i tte rness

the crue les t  re b u t t  can be d e l ive red  w ith  
a Baby Ruth sm ile ,  

yet the re  a re  some men who would 
gobb le  them  up 

w e re  you to kiss the kn i fe  th a t  ravaged 
your  heart  

y ou 'd  d iscover tha t  the b lade had been 
soaked in chocolate 

fo r  th is  is the p ic tu re  they present to the 
w o r ld

the ir  sub t le  m a levo lence  nu tu red  in 
glucose

Candy Coated she dev i ls  bestowed w ith  
fe m in in e  w i les  

sy ru p y  sm iles ,  honeyed speech, nougat 
sk in

the essence of h ypoc r isy  these sweet 
th ings

they m a ke  a s tudy  of never m eaning 
w h a t  they say.

y ou 're  not th a t  type  youu f rankness  is 
som e t im e  o ffens ive 

you r  s in c e r i ty  bursts  fo r th  l ike  a shotgun 
blast

I som et im es re tre a t ,  f inge r  fo r  wounds 
and convalesce 

when I 'm  w i th  you I see a l l of me, m y  
fau lts ,  m y  v ir tues  

i know when I 'm  r ig h t  and when I 'm  
wrong

wh ich is not lo say tha t  you a re  hard  as 
nails

but tha t the th ings  tha t  a t t ra c t  me to you 
can 't  be seen a t f i r s t  g lance nor by 

chance
you know who you are  and you are 

pleased
you r  a t t ra c t io n s  are fu l l  and lasting 
they r ise f ro m  the profondest depths of 

your soul.
Je f f re y  M e lv in

r G o t  L o s t

I used to sign m y  le tte rs
w i th  peace, power, and l ibe ra t ion
at  the age of twelve,
I was a m anch i ld  in the p rom ised  land. 
Free Che. Free Angela . F ree Huey P, 
Those w o re  the c r ies  tha t freed me.
M y  s is te r  w ou ld  ca l l  me her young 

w a r r io r
1 was proud, a r ro g a n t ,  b i t te r .  Black

I got the news f ro m  m y  B lack  bro thers  
at a tender age.
I read Cleaver, Brow n, C a rm ichae l,  

Fanon
I knew who the w re tched  of the E a rth  

were,

the dev i ls  never t r ic ke d  me, 
not fo r  one m om ent.
I was happ iest d u r in g  the s t rugg le  
I c r ied  fo r  m y  s is ters 
I p lanned to die fo r  m y ch i ld ren  
but the re  w e re n ' t  enough of us 
the b raves t  died at the hands of the 

Federa l Bureau of in s t iga t ion  
the youngest l ike  me cr ied

And I s lo w ly  lost m y  re v o lu t io n a ry  m ind  
I traded m y  l ibe ra t ion  sh i r ts  fo r  N ik  

N iks
M y  ' f ro  was g iven w a y  to a duck ta i l  
I m ake  m y  s is ters su ffe r  
and even m y  f r iends  th in k  m e to be a 

p re t ty  boy 
at the r ip e  age of 22,

I 'm  a d isa ffec ted  vete ran  
Sister, I never sold out 
I s im p ly  got lost
w a it in g  fo r  the shit to h it  the fan.

Je f f re y  M e lv in

B l u e s y  
D a y s

the soft sound of m ou rn fu l  s t r ings  
reca lled  f ro m  some obscure, once heard 

sym phony  
the w e a ry  l ink  of f ired ,  sm oky  eyes 
the slow w a lk  of some doomed, beaten 

w a r r io r
these th ings  a re  so fo re ign  to me, 
i t 's  not often the blues seize me.

As the moon goes, so goes the Cancer 
ch i ld

phases, crescents, q ua r te rs ,  high and 
low tides

there  w i l l  be som ber  days, ti t m y  face 
f i l ls

w i th  the g low  and ripeness of the fu l l  
moon

stepped in a pudd le  and got m ud on m y 
co rdu roy  shoes 

li c k 's  a lady  they say, w e ll ,  she's an evil 
b i tch today 

I 'm  ca l l in g  you fo r  co m fo r t ,  you a lw ays  
soothe me 

you send a s m ile  r ig h t  th rough the 
telephone line 

th rough the s ta t ic ,  and c ra ck le  good 
v ib ra t io n s  f low  

thoughts of you b r igh ten  me before you 
say hello

bluesy days a re  w ha t  f r iends  and lovers 
are  fo r

Je f f re y  M e lv in

T h e  S e x e s
A ll you men w e a r  English Leather 
Or they w e a r  noth ing at al l 
As the W or ld  Turns  The Young and the 

Restless
Search fo r  T o m o r ro w  by the G uid ing 

L igh t
The th ings  you know about love and li fe  
You owe to CBS, ABC, or NBC, the 

networks
And w h a t  is the net resu lt  -shallowness. 
You a re  so shal low , looking in to  your 

soul
is l ike  look ing in to  a dra ined  pool, blue 

green em ptiness 
w ha t of the ba t t le  of the sexes 
We read of wo m en 's  lib, and changing 

w om en 's  roles 
but p r im e  t im e  never stops sending the 

messages
tha t  have p lagued us al l since the fa l l  

f ro m  the garden 
everyone knows how a m an t rea ts  a 

w om an
but can you te l l  me w h y  he t rea ts  her 

tha t  way.
No, I w o n ' t  neglect the o ther side 
You don 't  know sa t is fac t ion  
A lw ays  look ing for  a piece of the action 
you expect her lo  be a cover g i r l  
A Noxzema beau ty, her a t t ra c t io n s  store 

bought
and her conversa t ion  and m ovem ents  

TV taught 
You w an t a rea l w om an  because you 're  

a real man.
Veiled sent im ents ,  hooded eyes, 

shadowed sm iles  
Y o u 're  as rea l as the Six M i l l io n  D o lla r  

Man
W hat 's  the end re s u l t - Y o u ' r e  

M echan ica l also.
Je f f re y  M e lv in

A i n ’t  JVo 
C h a n g e

Your feet s t i l l  get b l is tered 
f ro m  long hours of heavy toil ,  
ca l loused hands s t i l l  w a rm  choice pieces 
for  the w h ite  m an 's  table, as in days of 

old
when b lack  babies w a i le d  as they sucked 

on e m p ty  b lack  breasts 
d ra ined  by some chubby c ra c k e r  baby, 
sore, i r r i ta te d ,  pa in fu l b lack  n ipples 
t ry in g  to g ive  n ou r ishm en t to how ling 

b lack  babies 
'cause the p r ice  of m i lk  is too high 
t i red  b row n eyes s t i l l  sham ed by the 

w itness ing 
of the deg rada tion  and s t i f l in g  of b lack 

manhood
the s to ry  rem a in s  the same, there a in ' t  

no change 
oh, yea the re 's  a George c ra c k e r  in the 

W hite  House 
but b lack  fo lks s t i l l  in the po' house

and b lack  w om en  s t i l l  leading the 
s trugg le

cause the eyes of c ra c k e r  A m e r ic a  are 
a lw ays  on 

big, s t rong,  b lackm e n  who speak of 
l ibe ra t ion

m others ,  s is ter  been c a r ry in g  the 
w e igh t

for  cen tu r ies ,  and there a in ' t  no change. 
Here is a kiss and a p ra y e r  fo r  b lack 

wom en of the ages 
m y  pr ide , m y  rage  is because of you r  toil 
b lack  m oth ers  s t i l l  s a c r i f ic in g  fo r  the ir  

ch i ld ren
w o rds  l ike  L i ly  W hite  and J im  Crow s t i l l  

have m eaning 
the m as te rs  m a y  have gone to c racke r  

heaven
but they w i l l  a lw ays  be c ra cke rs  to take 

the ir  places, 
do not put aw ay  you r  guns, don 't  soften 

the hat ing  sm iles 
there  w i l l  s t i l l  be a need to off c rackers  

in th e ir  sleep 
we m ust  if  o u r  dead m oth ers  a re  to have 

e te rna l peace 
the revo lu t ion  goes on, there  a in ' t  no 

change
f reedom  fo r  m y  s is te r 's  babies 
and the m ost s incere  hear t  fe l l  thanks to 

m y  l ibe ra to rs  
b lack  wom en of the ages

Je f f re y  M e lv in

!fty T i m e  H a s  

C o m e  T o d a y

Fitter patter, the rain falls 
and the squirrels chatter 
but little does it matter 
my time has come today

memories of yesterdays- 
crimson days on the Cay 

the turquoise waters of 
Nassau cleansing me 

old friends getting together 
for one last meeting 

looking back, reluctant to 
think of the future 

mellow mood-passing time 
will give way to neglect and 
tomorrow,

all things change, the color of 
my hair, 

the intensity of my stare, of 
this I am aware 

yet for now strike up the band, 
let the music play 

gonna have a good time come 
what may 

my time has come today.

To the melancholy wail of the 
blues my ears are mute 

A week of toil gives way to 
pleasure’s pursuit 

the pied piper of fun blows his 
enchanting flute 

your time has come today he 
says

summer sky-the sun shining 
on bare shoulders 

turning pale girls golden 
brown

their radiant smiles catching 
my roving eye 

time flies as the springtime 
rushes by

May days-dancing the last 
rites of spring 

June approaches and young 
lovers head to the altar 

my birthday nears, my 
commitment to freedom 
does not falter 

so I say strike up the band let 
the music play 

gonna have a good time come 
what may  

My time has come today.
Jeffrey Melvin

T o g e t h e r
(For Us)
I hope that our meeting will be 

a new beginning.
I am part of you.
I am real, baby.
But what is reality?

With you it’s only a new 
beginning towards that 
special bond that keeps us 
together.

Togetherness Fs the chain that 
bounds us willingly.

For I am not the world and our 
destiny is in the hands of 
love and hope.

But Time does not stop for 
those who will it.

But for those who wish it in 
their hearts.

Time would gladly bow down. 
On my return, I hope there’s a 

place in your heart for me. 
Cupid with his arrow so 

straight and sure, 
the sting that burns like fire, 
has it hit our hearts, 
filling us with a forbidden 

passion of love?
The more the flame is covered 

up,
the hotter it burns.

For no one else in all the world 
could make me feel this way 
or take your place in my 
heart each moment of the 
day.

This timeless day.
But if I have my way and the 

time is right, 
we’ll ditch our chains and flee, 
together in the passionate 

midnight.
Together.

Joseph Julian Gordor

M e m o r i e s
Ousting winds and driving 

rain cut paths through the 
trees

Sending the madly swaying 
limbs thrashing against my 
window

I look through the window into 
the angel hair clouds 

Anticipating the gay arch of a 
fresh rainbow that isn’t 
there

anymore, it appeared to be a 
day-glo colorwheel passing 
time

bringing about seasonal 
changes falling leaves 
silvered with rain 

dance in the rhythmic wind as 
they flitter past an almost 
forgotten 

moment comes to mind 
Springtime on the banks of the 

Potomac 
April rains spraying pink 

cherry blossoms with glitter 
You and I holding hands 

engaged in animated 
conversation

You wanted to play tag in 
West Potomac Park 

I wanted to take on a reefer, 
we compromised 

You ran about pretending to 
climb a rainbow 

While I stood under a cherry 
blossom and got high 

You said the trees were 
singing a Joni Mjtchell song 

I threw petals in your hair and 
kissed raindrops on your 
forehead 

The shadows of early evening 
crept down and engulfed the 
park

I thought of the ancients 
sacrificing vestal virgins to 
the river god

We looked into that dark, 
dark, murky, mercury 
enladened flow 

and I thought, “This is my last 
moment alone with her” 

Dead fish encrusted with 
slimy algae washed upon 
the shore 

their sudden intrusion into our 
lover’s garden sobers me 

I’m going away, leaving love 
behind, returning home 

the rushing waters seemed to 
be wailing, I heard a dirge 

guilt wedged through our 
intimacy, gaiety seemed  
profane amidst the loss 

I made mental notes o f ' the 
silent way the shadows of 
doubt and despair 

bogarted their way into our 
last moment 

I etched a picture into my 
subconscious of soft beauty 
of your face 

mellowed by the wistful 
sadness in your eyes 

Too late for anymore 
romance, no time to dine, 
dance and love 

Love cannot be everlasting 
but written words can be 
eternal

These lines, free of rhyme and 
meter commemorate you 

Your role in my life was 
unique, a love that never 
died

You and I, Karen we were the 
victims of circumstance 

Today years past and never 
having loved again, I sit 
sipping banana brandy 

from a long, tall Looney Tune 
glass

Searching for a rainbow from 
the past.

Jeffrey Melvin

Warning Bell S e a r c h i n g
Disaster  se ldom s t r ike s  w i th ou t  w a rn in g  
g ra y  sk ies te leg raph  the fo recom ing  

s to rm ,
there 's  an eer ie  s ilence p r io r  to the 

loudest 
c lap  of thunder.
You sense hom e long before it  comes 

in to  s ight 
love Js l ike  that 
it  r a re ly  sneaks upon you 
you feel it  com ing  on 
T im e  to c irc le  up the wagons 
A chance to m ake  a last stand 
last o p p o r tu n i ty  to hold on to your heart 
if  you fea r  love.

Je f f re y  M e lv in

F o r  S o m e o n e  

Y o u  L o v e

You took my hand just as you 
led me to believe that it was 
me you loved 

Convincing me that it was I, 
the lady of your dreams 

Different from all the other 
sisters that you’ve had past 
relationships with 

Holding me close everytime 
you needed to feel the 
warmness of my touch.

I was in total body and soul 
with you 

Given up all that I ever had 
just to be your lady,

Not searching a day further 
for a new face 

For it was with you I knew I 
had all a girl could have and 
ask for.

You filled my empty soul with 
so much joy, love and the 
most beautiful days of my 
life.

With you I felt the women in 
me strong.

Who hollered out, “He’s one 
hell of a Man.”

I fed my love to you through 
the palm of my hands 

I have you a whole life of 
happiness,

I gave you me, which was 
more than love itself.

For it was with you that I 
found gratitude of love and 
happiness 

Though all w e’ve been 
through together 

Love itself has been misled

Lady Cancer

Reflection
in trospect ion
on the outs ide look ing in a t  m yse lf
re tre a t in g
semi iso la t ion
w i th ou t  love, desolat ion
spinn ing a cocoon around me
self appra isa l
te m p o ra r i ly  p lac ing  m y  d ream s in a ja r  
search ing for  a l igh t  unto m yse lf  
and when I 'm  through 
the re ' l l  be no need to c raw l 
no longer a c a te rp i l la r  
out of the loneliness w i l l  em erge  c» 

b u t te r f ly
a beau t i fu l b u t te r f ly  w i th  grea t ,  g lorious 

m u lt ico lo red  wings,
A co l lec to r 's  edit ion e lud ing al l pur 

suers, f ree  as the w ind
Je f f re y  M e lv in

O/V S P A J \K tJ \G S

by Fred Schubert
Yesterday during my last 

period of English class, we 
were talking about a poem by 
some guy, I forgot who, but 
anyway right in the middle of 
the class I started recalling 
some of the spankings I had 
received during my grade 
school days. I remember how 
my old man would get all 
wound up when I did 
something wrong and the next 
thing I knew my butt was 
smoking. Those thoughts 
weren’t too pleasant, but then 
I remembered one time at 
school, me and some other 
kids were playing catch right 
in front of the principal’s 
office during recess.

Just that morning, after 
the Star Spangled Banner had 
played and we said our pledge 
of allegiance to the flag, the 
principal cam e over the p.a, 
system, I recall hearing his 
deep, heavy set, voice, “From  
the day forth, it is against the 
rules to play ball between the 
school buildings. We have a 
baseball field and that is 
where we will play ball.” The 
principal’s office had lots of 
windows. I bet he could see the 
whole school from his deep, 
soft, heavy swivel chair. As 
we were happily throwing the 
ball back and forth, out comes 
this huge monster yelling at us 
skinny little kids.


