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Javon B ro th e rs , w r i te r  of p ro se  a r t i c le ,  which s t i l l  
has no title .

The next few weeks 
were filled  with d isap 
pointment, Roy m ade no 
sales and the su p e r  was 
on his back fo r  ren t. He 
found i t  n e c essa ry  to 
sneak In and out of the 
apartm ent. F inally , one 
afternoon he re tu rn ed  to 
find all of h is  worldly 
posesslons neatly  placed 
in the hall. He ru shed  to 
his door and found it pad
locked. Quickly he m ade 
an exit out of the front 
door and down the s ta i r s .

Violently knocking on 
the door he ca lled  out 
fran tic ly , “ M r. C a r te r . . .
Mr. C a r te r  a re  you
home, open up!”

Finally  the door open
ed, “ yes M r. Smith can I 
help you?”  What do you 
mean, can you help m e., 
you’r e  r igh t you can help 
m e....W hat the hell you 
mean setting  my clothes 
out like that?

“ Listen  m an don’t you 
cu rse  m e, re sp e c t  my 
family if you don’t r e 
spect m e , and besides 
you haven’t paid  up in two 
m onths,”  he sa id . L isten , 
when I m oved in h e re  I 
told you I won’t be a l i t 
tle la te  in paying because 
of my love of work, and 
here  I cam e and found all 
my stuff in the Hall,what 
kind of damm business 
do you ca ll that, M r. 
Smith.

“ L is ten , I told you not 
to c u rse  in fron t of my 
kids....now  if you don’t 
like it ,  and which I don’t 
c a re , GET THE HELL 
OUT!”

by Javon B ro thers

“ All of you poor Black 
su ck ers  a re  a ll a like .”  

“ L is ten  I’ve had enough 
of your m ess . I am a r e 
ligious m an but you just 
wait r igh t h e re  till I get 
back and I’ll fill you so 
damm full of holes you 
would think you was a 
s i t t e r .”

As he tu rned  and walk
ed back into h is a p a r t 
m ent, he hea rd  the
su p e r’s wife yelling to her 
husband, “ C a r te r  let that 
Nigger go, he ain’t 
worth the tro u b le .”

“ Y eah.... well that
b a s ta rd  had b e tte r  not 
come back down here  
talking h is  d irty  filth, that 
Nigger ain’t nothing but 
the dev il.”

Roy went back into the 
lonely ha ll , illum inated 
only by an unshaded bulb. 
He tied  what he could 
into a bundle and stuffed 
the rem a in d e r  into the a l 
ready  bulging and delapi
dated su itca se . Throwing 
the bundle over h is  shoul
der he s ta r te d  his slow 
tr ip  down town. On the way 
he p assed  the fam ilia r  
s ite  and sounds, once a -  
gain he found him se lf  i so 
la ted  from  all around. 
Fumbling in h is pocket he 
found a q u a r te r  and caught 
the 125th s tr e e t  subway 
at Lennox. Ju s t where he 
was going he didn’t know 
maybe he m ight even r ide  
all night. As he was riding 
he could h e a r  the constant 
clicking and clacking of 
the tra in  which seem ed 
to keep saying fa ilu re ...  
fa i lu re . . . . f a i lu re  and fa il 

u re.
He found him self awak

ened by a ragged  junker 
with a sign saying “ My 
m other has C e re b ra l  P a l
sy, p lease  help h e r .”  He 
appeared  to have once 
been a clean cut kid t r y 
ing to m ake it big. He 
begin to s ing M aria. He 
sung it with so much fee l
ing and emotion until he 
m ade you wonder what 
reaU y went on inside. 
Then when he finished his 
song he c losed  h is  eyes 
and s ta r te d  to shake as  
he p assed  the hat for a 
collection, and went on to 
the next c a r .

“ The next s to p is  P o r ts  
Authority”  he thought to 
h im self. Roy gathered  up 
his bundle and waited for 
the tra in  to stop. The 
doors swooshed open and 
down the long c o rr id o rs  
he walked. P erhaps he 
would spend the night 
there  as  if waiting for a 
bus which wouldn't be in 
until m orning. He found a 
sea t and leaned back into 
a com fortable  position 
until a ll was silen t around 
him and everything be 
cam e dark .

An hour o r  so la te r ,  
he was tapped on the 
shoulder by a policeman.

Can’t you rea d .. .  the 
sign says  no lo itering, 
“ he sa id” . “ O fficer, I’m 
waiting fo r the bus to C a r 
olina and I ain’t got the 
money fo r  a room .

“ All righ t then, but be 
gone in the m orning, “ he 
said” . Ju s t  about the 
sam e tim e a kid of about

twelve y e a rs  old with a 
shoe shine box approach
ed him and took a sea t 
next to him .

“ You got knocked I 
supposed?”  Roy asked. 
No, he answ ered  as he 
pulled a bent c igare tte  
that had lo st m ost of i ts  
tobacco out of h is  s h ir t  
pocket. I ain’t been knock
ed out cause  I don’t stay  
long enough to get knock

outj”  he rep lied . “ Oh, I 
se e ” . “ You going south 
m is te r? ”  “ I m ight, how 
did you know? Why?”  

“ Man, I’ m s m a r t  you 
see  ....everybody  knows 
that you a re  going down 
south by w here you’re  
sitting . And besides  you 
don’t look like the kind 
that’ll bum around.”  

“ Seems like you got 
m e p re tty  well sized up, 
you s ti l l  haven’t an sw er
ed why?”

“ Well cause  if you go
ing I m ight go wiA you.”  
“ You can’t do th a t . . . .I t’s 
getting la te  you b e tte r  run 
along hom e, your folks 
a re  expecting you.”

“ Man ain’t nobody ex
pecting m e no where. 
W here ev e r  I go that’s 
where I s ta y .”

“ Don’t you have any 
p a re n ts? ”  “ None that I 
know of. I’ve got som e 
aunts and uncles, cou
s in s  m aybe but no Mom 
and Dad. Aunt Lucy says 
they ju st left m e there  
when I was a baby and 
never cam e back .”

“ Oh, I s e e .”  rep lied  
Rô .

‘Yep, they never cam e 
back .. . .b u t  what do I 
need with som e old s tink 
ing M am m a and Daddy, 
they probably  m ean any
way. Hey, you got any 
Kids?”

“ No” , he answ ered. 
“ What about a b ro th e r , 

everybody got a b ro th e r .’ 
“ Yes m a tte r  of fact 

I’ve got s ix  b ro the rs ,they  
live down south .”

“ L isten  m is te r  you 
seem  like you a re  OK, 
what do you say you be 
my b ro th e r” . “ What a re  
you talking about you don’t 
even know my name and 
a lready  I’m your b ro ther. 
And to top it all off I 
don’t even have a roof 
over my head .”

“ Don’t w orry  about that 
I’ll s ti l l  take you even if 
you is  broke. Oh, my name 
is  Henry J r .  Wilton, 
what’s y o u rs?”  
(Continued on Page 5)

These Things Are
By Sylvio Lynch

And in th is  sphere  th e re  bulges pregnant, beam s of 
m oral life .
Prodding pins of b roken  d rea m s, b rea th ing  f ire s  of 
m igrain  s tr ife .
M aste r a r t i s t s  of evil c ra f ts ,  vine and drain  the 
w ithered path.
Infesting s o re s  that could be love, but violate the 
co rpse  of a fte rm ath .
But h e re  the s t a r s  of sch o la rs  pu re , gorge the g rapes 
of wisdom’s m ask  of tw isted  tru th , and vomit flows 
from those who know, the coming thunders will change 
the youth.
H ere the blue sk ie s  of v irg in  light, seem s fatal and 
feared  by m any. But those who know the life in d a rk 
ness, see  those gastly  sp id e rs  feeding happily.

Steel and stone a r e  those bodies of rup tu red  m en, 
who rape  the v irg in  sunset. But these  a re  to be 
buried and those that a re n ’t will n ever be the a rc h i 
tect.
Black of m ind and doors of locks a re  ba red  to those 
who need th e  p a s to ra l  m use , have drowned our mind 
and bathed our bodies in acid thoughts of s te r i le  abuse. 
Lord of God of choice likely m en ta l, solely in mind 
as concaine, the path m a tte rs  l i t t le ,  r igh t yet to be 
seen,
fo r only you can feel the ra in .
And what womb will b e a r  the siblings of love to save 
the m an, who com es to a l te r  Im m orta l elem ents, 
bearing end less  ache and contraband.

And where will you be when the ra in  com es, when 
earth  is  baked and heaving?
Will you be g rasp ing  for g reen  and gold o r  will you 
sm ile  a t lovely evening?
Now r e t r e a t  and ponder the spectrum  hidden among the 
s ta rs  of r e g re t ,  and see  the g ra s s  of man blades 
with p e rfec t union, p ra ise  the wonderous a rch itec t.

I Am Just An Average Guy
By Roy F a rm e r

New born and m ind less I en tered  th is  land.
With te a r s  on my cheeks from  the slap  of a hand. 
My needs w ere  g rea t  and w ere prom ptly  fulfilled. 
I began to t ru s t  and gradually  yield.

With con tro ls  of my lim bs at the age of two,
I w itness my powers with thoughts anew.
I lea rned  the d ifference between love and hate. 
And tr ie d  doing things fo r my own sake.

From  4-6 I did things at will.
Like im ita ting  o thers  with my new learned  skill. 
I was scorned  a t t im es , when I was bad.
It left me kind of em pty, weak and sad.

From  6-12 I t r ie d  doing useful things.
And fo r recognitions my h e a rt  did sing.
In my sk ills  and accom plishm ent I held g rea t  pride; 
But unduly sensitive  when c ri t ic ise d .

Adolesencel I was th e re  at last.
I couldn’t p red ic t m yself as  I did in the past.
I found meaning in my actions, and Identity in my soul, 
I found a g ir l ,  and sa t  my goals.

Satisfied with my identity, I found the ultim ate m ate . 
And I was tem pted  by natu re  to forn icate .
A young adult, full of love and p ride ,
I finally took m yself a bride.

My wife and my children  a re  the base  of my home; 
But I’ll be the nucleus, the w alls, and the dome. 
Sound m ora ls  and honesty a re  now in hand.
My sense of in tegrity  I’ll never ban.


