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S eab ro o h  P a rk
By Gyendor

Brothers rolling to the rim with juice.
S isters on the side, looking fly, provide the 
boost.
Rollers on the stroll, in control, and ya know it. 
Ain’t  got the flow, gotta know ya gotta go.

Ninety-five degrees and I’m seizing me some 
shade.
Beeped my kid, T Larry G-i’m getting paid.
Float a C note for a G who needed aid.
Won’t  get played-sucker fades, sucker’s  sprayed.

Parking lot’s the spot with the hops and it’s 
popping.
Little loc’s  missing strokes for the shit they 
propping.
Sunset setting low on it’s  stroll,
time to  go and i’m not stopping
Cause One Time’s on the grind,
no friend of mine, and he’s locking
brothers up for whatever’s up or whatever’s
on his mind at the time
cause he’s  so inclined and he’s  clever.

I swerve to  miss the curb, 
look back with love, then I book.
All-n-all, th a t’s the call as it falls 
at The Brook.

«

U ntitle< £
by Maureen Washington

’The suCtry Beauty ofecCipsedmoon,

(Brings thoughts o f  romance into BCoom.

Is it the mysterious o f  d u r e s s  which hides- 

Ji more pleasing place where verse resides? 
Or eyes?


