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One thinks of all the hands 
That are raising dingy shades 
In a thousand fu~nished rooms booF.lliot 
(Exercises in description) 

In the still, foreboding darkness of the night , I sought 
the refuge of my chamber . The walls , stretching as far as 
they would, still only allowacl enough space to ualk around 
the bed , I padded to the petite window to let the cool 
night air in. Reverently , I lifted the covers of my bed as 
though they were fine jewels , even hough they were thin 
white cotton pieces of hand-me-down material The tangerine 
lights reflected off the barren oyster walls where there 
was no hinL of beauty, color, or cheer. The table stood 
like an expectant child ready to follow if you h"L ask . It 
carried three gifts, a silent, sour-faced clock , an ash 
tray . black 1 small , and brimming overt> and a selection of 
f.. E. Cummings poetry that la:y there challenging me . 
In this small space, I felt contentment and security. 

Ann Slagel 

The room I am in is full of colors, like a rain~ow urned 
into a peacock. The walls are a very dangerous dingy "ofay" 
color that blends with some of the life in the room. The 
life is a hazard that I must not deal with because the 
color in the room is death. I am enclosed in this room 
like a man who is put between the dingyp dirty, filthy 
walls of a prison. I realize I am enclosed, and I am 
now trying to separate the walls which are colored wi h 
death and the life which relates very much to these walls. 
I cannot separate them though I have tried. I am now a 
color that is only a mere fraction of that peacock which 
now is a rainbow, once a room. 

Richard Brown 



This depressing room. Dark, shaded, strewn with cob webs 
and broken glass. It has seen a better day. Merely a 
dry, empty, forlorn and forgotten room that no longer 
serves any purpose. 

Four walls. a ceiling, and a floor, smashing together to 
form the boundries of a endless existence of foulness and rot. 

Ah, yes, this room has seen a better day. A day that has long 
been forgotten, the happiness, atraosphere, the security which 
all sifted through the cracking plaster. A shelter for someone 
but no one that is soon to die. 

Steven Dietrich 

As we tramp into the pool hall I hear a pair of mixed voices 
snarling threats to one and other. All the tables and chairs 
are relieving themselves of the past weight they ·had endured 
through the early night. The musty smell of smoke that had 
lingered here all night is now escapin.g through the doorway 
into the now quiet streets. The lights that hang over the dirty 
green worn tables are swaying and throwing shadows along the 
cracked and forgotten walls. 'rhe crack of pool balls is heard 
while he whirring sounds of a pinball machine hover in the airo 
Butts are scattered amongst the dust that has settled upon 
the floor. Now everything is clea~ing and a man is coming in 
to stact the task of cleaning. 

Steven Wright 



There is a street wi·hin a slum where housing and living 
conditions are e:ctremely poor . On this street houses 
have very little color of their OYm. They all ~eem to 
blend ogether to make one shade of gray or some kiud 
of smoke brown. You can smell the garbage can that 
is this street. Could this really be a street'? But 
it is a street in my slum. 

Melvin Cole 

Today is my first day of.a: in five weeks. The sun is 
out and the trees are green from the last two days of 
heavy rain. Young black girls in groups are ,,ralking 
down the stree towards me wi h beautifully paLterned 
African dresses on. The cresses vary in colors and ~tyle. 
Everyone seems to be headed owards the roo beer stand. 
As we pass the record nhop from which the latest records 
can be heard we are confronted by another group of young 
black men. ~-,ith Afrtcan garb. From Hall to Madison it 
is just a mas:; of color and eJccited greeting going on. 
Young girls with softly kinked hair, that is covered 
by colorful folds of material which add height and 
sculpt re to their faces. Beads and golden earings 
drBpe the faces and ned s of the young girls. People 
are stopping their cars to notice the beau iful gracefvl 
str.oll of the young blacks back co Sou h :Middle 

Marie Lemay 



The noonday sun beat down upon the crisp, inert bodies 
that lie scattered on the swaying raft. The movement 
of the water was gentle. yet firm, and pulsating from 
the hot summer breeze. As time passed on, the few 
people left on the sandy beach became drenched in their 
own sweat and entered the warm but refreshing water. 

The vast body of water enveloped them as they swam 
lazily among its waves, and the gulls circled over them 
with cries of delight at the peacefulness of the scene 
below them. Occasionally an infrequent gull decided to 
join the human intruders and dipped into the soft, 
foamy waves, rising to fly again in the cloudless sky. 

Marsha McKinney 

When I was out in the country a few weeks ago, I noticed 
a dog stalking a rabbit. The dog whose fur was the color 
of autuam's fallen leaves was moving slowly through 
the knee-high grass. He moved professionally through 
the wire like grass and around every hazardous obstruction 
so as not to betray his position to his innocent furr.y­
tailed prey ••• 

Leslie Little 





All great poetry should produce the instantaneous conviction, 
this is true. 

Silence 

Once 
a quivering, rumbling 
kind of sound; 
echoed through a long 
chambered hall-way, 
but now; 
It is gone; 
solitary reigns; 
a good tyrant. 

Lewis Brown 

MESSAGE TO MY PEOPLE 

Black! Black! Black! 
Back! Back! Back! 
White! 'vlhite! White! 
Forward! Forward! Forward! 
Black! Black! Black! 
UNITE! UNITE! UNITE! 

Richard Brown 

Revolution, why? 
System, why? 
Right wing, why? 
Left wing> why? 
War, why? 
Peace, why? 
USA, why? 

Richard Brown 

Tohn Keats 

Blacks and Whites why not unite? 
Blacks not Whites must make demands. 
Blacks not whites burn down cities. 

Whites sit back and say what a pity. 
Blacks hate what the Whites have done. 
Whites hate Blacks for their color tone. 
Blacks and Whites why not unite? 

Black is beautiful and real" 
White is powerful and ill" 
Black is proud and a man. 
~Thites rule this land. 
Blacks are here and here to stay, 
t·Thites will realize this someday. 
Blacks are not fools anymore. 
We 1ve finally woke up, now open the door. 
If not we'll declare all out war. 

BLACK POWER 

Richard Brown 



The Deep Dark Ve:l.l 

People lost, the veil of mist~ 
The sea of gloom 1 

Existing in fear, of one season, one year, 
A tear, a room. 

To work, to toil.1o to sweat, to earn, 
To exist, to live, to learn. 

People lost, the veil of mist, 
The sea of gloom. 
Existing in fear~ 
O:c one season~ one yea1·, a tear• a room. 

Hill 871 

Ready Marines 
Charge that hUl 

Larry A. Moore 

Don't think, don't hesitate, 
don't lay still. 

A few will faulter, 
A few will make it 
But no mortal will soon 

forget it. 

Hill 871 must be taken, 
The enemy t-rotmded or k:tl.led 

but badly shake~. 

No retreat, just hold. 
Men woumfod~ dying, 
In tormenting pain cryin;. 
Opponents hoJ.ding a 
Supposedly pat hol<l, 
Neither will be inciiscre~t 

and fold. 

Victory or defeat o.e.:.; .:m: ~d i:1 :l.::.cncs, 
For every mathema1::i.ca1 gai 1 

Is equaled iu part wi~h olood. 
To generals and Bi:r8ttcgi.,t3 
These are hut: ch1~h.eo. 

How many lives wi.11 flow 
l'he r:!.ve-c o:: :::ecl 1:.mTou 
Before man: can le::n:n 
0 ~ grasp peace cnyr.:o.: _. 
0 WhLoi: C.i1 :i 11 ~etting1 

, 

The p:.ops, thf! puppet~~ 
Comp1·:!.sfo.g this 1:!i;::;b.t ··a:: . , 

this si.:.m:·. 
(Cor:: it) 



(Hill 871 Con't) 

Hill 871 
Isn't the end. 
There's more to coma 
Not for all, 
But for a few 

selected some. 

How many, 
Will swim 
The pool of red 
With the courageously 
Damned already dead. 

Ready Marines 
Charge that hill. 
Don't think, 
Don't hesitate, 
Don I t lay stHl. 

Larry A. Moore 



Men be ome ci ri11z~d, 10;: ·'.n p~:oi}o·,:-t:·.011 1:o the,ir wiU.ing­
ness to beliei1e, but :'..n p .. opm:1:io11 to cbeir rea ·tness 
to doubt, 

On Ma·qu:i.s de Sade 

Marquis de Sade is a realist. T,1at is,, he thin.ks that he 
is a realist and the t~ay he sees eve1:ythi11g is the way it 
is. He has ·.:aken time to · nalyz0 himself in order to 
analyze other people a~d t1ings. 

He is trying to c.estroy the r.evolu··:i.ou he helped form 
because he doesn't think ii: ic right. It will not get 
the changes ,:hat are neede • He does not kno\v ~:hat is 
the right wsy to get changen fo::: the people but knows thnt 
the :i:evoiutio~1 will not. 

He is an individu.nl1st and !mo ,s that tl e :::-evolution 
kills individualism. He doeenit caj7e about any country. 
He feels the revolution is an. escape for the p;...ople. 
'..:hey conform to this because they don't have waat they 
want. 

He seec i:hai: death is meaningless in revolution. Eve::y­
thing in lose. They are just killed by the guillotine 
instead of going through all the torture that he feels 
is needed. Ha feels all this is seuseless. 

This Levolution is only for people to help themselves 
not others. 

Steven Wright 



- , 

On the Shortcomings of American Education 

The American school system is i ncompe ten t to aay the least . 
It is full of people who don't care_ or uho are unfit to 
fill their posidcns in teaching and admillia•;ration. The 
people who do care and can help children lea:n are often 
eventually ruined by the system or thrown out. The 
schools don't teach, th~y don't help a chilc1 learn to 
think. If they do 0.nytd.ng~ they stufi the aemory for 
a while. 

The American school syBtem is the g1~eatest insdtution 
for discouraging ':he desire to learn that I lnow of. Even 
the people concerned uith it f:rom the outsiae don't 
expect it to educate. Parents seud their kids to school , 
not for an ~ducation, but because it's a 11bal:ys:ttting 
service" and son:etim~o to raise their children. Teachers 
feel put upon because the/ don't tva t to be overeducated~ 
underpaid babysitters, and they have every 1:i.ght to resent 
ir.. The people who sat the 8;and.nr ·s for. education 
aren't even qualifi:...d g.nerall.{. They are e)ect:ed to a 
ponition whe;:e th.ey can control ) but they've had no 
training. 

The 1:estrict··.011s set on the :.:e.achers and on the studet ts 
are ridiculous. Whe.n teache!."s cannot teach certain 
things about their subje .ts w:.thout hav:7.ng sor.1~one -
board , pm:ents, a.c.miu:·.strcc,:.:ora - harassing th.em, they 
c~n't possibly make that subject int2i::estio.g, because 
they can't be inte"."eGtLd ::.n i~ thems lves. 

Then there are t~c teacbeLS who don't ca~e~ or don't 
l~J,e tvha.t th•y are ·o::.n°. Th.se are~t't just: .1 few; 
there 8-.re £a: too m·ny tnachars who shouldn't be 
teaching. 

I once had e counselor ~ ho sa5.d thet "che only teason 
we have schools today i.., that there is no market £or 
k;.rls. No Jody uan.ts ::hem aft~·.- they :each a cer ta:i.n age. 11 

I. this 5.:1 tree, a:1.d I l e:;,ieve it is, is it ::ny t-Jo11der 
that ai:i:e 12 ye~rs o · s hoo1: ng we ~ome out uith 
rebellious o apath.-: ·.c: but uneduc~.:-:!d ruen and ,.romen·? 
Is it ccr·:ect i:o ;rnve pc:iple :-;o through all the training 
to become a te3cher 1I.o 1:i.e~ to st.nncardize hum::in baings? 
No· because they actunll~• n:,nt to, but becau~e they h-ve 
been st[.nda!"cl:'.zcd, an· ;_.1 ·oct1:inated into the system 
to tnat e:~te .. t'? Is .:.t f:o::._· :o h . .sve chools - whethe·: 



. ' 

they're modern, upper-middle class suburban or in condemned 
slum areas - that are filled with rules and staff members 
that only try to deteriorate the students desire to 
learn, and often try to kill their ability to be a full~ 
fledged person~ an individual? 

Schools should encourage lea.cuing, encourage the children 
to think. Teachers should accept questions, and if they 
don't know the answer they should help the child find 
it. The quality of teachers, of administrators, of text 
books, and of subjects should be raised. Parents, and 
community members should expect it, they should demand 
it. Parents should e1~pect schools to teach their children, 
not raise or d:i.scipline them. Teachers should be able 
to teach their subject as fully and as correctly as they 
think possibl2, with little or no restrictions. Schools 
should, and will be changed. 

Marsha McKinney 
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