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lUCKIE 1 flm 
By Shoki/ho fflonick 

luckie

UneMploinoblc I flfn 
I n d e c i / i r e  c l e a r l y  

O o n ' t  d e c i d e  w h e l h e r  

I t ' /  p u r e  i Q A o r o n c e  

O r  p u r e / l u p i d i l i i  

D e e /  II m o U e r ? ? ? ?  

C l l h e r  u i o y  W ' t  n e g o U v e  

rix IT

U n c h Q H 9 e Q b l e  I Afll  

U li l l  n o l  e o l  c h i p /  

U l i l h e u l  / o i n e d i p  

UJIII n o l  b e  / o d  

f l o l  G o d ' /  u i l l l  

I b e  / o d .  m o d *

B e  9 l Q d l l I !

Y O U  D i e

U n o b l e  I n m  

T o  u n d e r / l o n d  

T h e  m i n d /

T h e  f f l o l l v e /

O f  m u r d e r e r /

A n d  d o p e - p u / h e r /  

U l o f f l o n  o r m o n  

S O U U  T O  BC l A Y E D

U n b o u n d e d  I Afll  

9 o n n o  9 0  w h e r e  n o  

f l l o n  h o /  9 o n e  

B e f o r e  i . e .  

i n  m y  u i o r l d l l l l  

I m  fR E E

CVCL€S 8 
By Gyendor

The Broncos’ Song
A D ark Old Man 
by Dr. Linda K. Barlow

A d a rk  old man lingers now In the  Green Manor re s t  home,
Staring out a viewless w indow. Flies f l i t te r  w hile  Black 
Women in sterile w hites glide dow n the  hall 
Swishing cans of Lysol to  mask the  scents oS w ith e rin g  
Flesh.

Home seems a fa r farm er’s cry — acres th ree  miles 
West w here he was etched for fifty  dateless years, a 
Millet laborer caressing the soil.

Peering from  his one*room cabin there .
His once virile eyes roamed n o rth  over p ine-rich w oodlands and 
South over meandering humus*ripe pastures. E veryw here th e  coal- 
Dank earth  rose cyclically to  m ark  his slackening years.

A mangled righ t hand betrayed him, ground off by th e  w h irling  
Teeth of a corn«picker, a gleaned stum p le ft gnarled  and 
Nerveless in strips of ebony w rappings. Chewing his tongue. 
Undaunted, still he plowed, hoed, kneaded th e  loam, urging 
Black colds to  humid fecundity.

Silent, a lone figure In bulging fields, know ing only ciphers from  
Ought to  ten, “X” the sole alphabet in his sparse w orld , w ords 
W ritten  remained hieroglyphic unknow ns. Thoughts aery  o r 
Mundane lurked, n u rtu red  In seeming darkness.

Yet he emerged weekly, w alking to  Sandy Grove C hurch,
Dressed in Wall S treet pin*strlped blues, a grey Sunday 
Hat cocked w arily to  one side. Pulsing gospel. Black coun try  
Preacher*chants, moaning prayers from  the  m ourning bench—w h a t 
U gh t Illuminated A rth u r’s knowing on those holy days. Back home, 
Spare sprouting words w ere mulled, th en  sp a t o u t as he a te  
Left'handed, collards, turnips, silver*queen corn, syrupy 
Sw eet potatoes, yearly yieldings of his fe rtile  handt

done farmed too many years now. 1 got to  ta k e  me a  re s t.”

Rest, A rthur, b u t do not ju st sit, poised In th a t  one room .
Eyes fixed.
Vacant windows looming.

Seasonal p o rtra its  of th is  land  are 
Barren w ithou t your fru itfu l hand.

For James A rthu r H arrington

1. Put into their troubled minds
social lies of every kind.

2. Add much dust most liberollv then luoit; 
ghetto-bound, let it trickle douun and devostote.

3. Spin Ground 'til drugs abound, then mix oround to use.
4. Confuse to diffuse oil historicol desires (through schools), 

rhetorically put out soul fires (X, King, etc.),
then racially obuse.

5. Let excesses drain from their brains 
ond then

6. Add subliminal soap (the media) 
ond coll yourself friend (politicians),

7. Rc-ujash ujith luelfore, add more poujder os needed; 
cold survivol is their need, thusly crime can be seeded.

8. After all cycles hove been completed, 
the suckers con then be hung out to dry.
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