






Almost Off Limits 

What is just out of reach 

is her stride 

down the hall when the leaves 

are touching outside. 

What is just out of reach 

is the touch of thyme, 

the scent of curry, 

that rings her fingers 

at dinner time. 

What is just out of reach 
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is the way her daughters look at her 

when she can't see them. 

What is just out of reach is the picture of her, 

wrapping the music 

around her waist, 

claiming the world and its breath 

in amotion, 

in a tone. 

What is just out of reach 

is the curve of her eye 

when her lips 

are moving 

to mine. 

What is just out of reach 
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is her girls on the slide moving down to her arms 

smile screaming all the way. 

What is just out of reach 

is watching the ocean 

wave around her shoulders 

when she smiles 

to me from the sea. 

What is just out of reach 

is the line of her leg, 

the thought 

of her word. 

What is just 

out of reach 

is the way 

she will lay 

her little girls 

to sleep. 



Riches for the Port 

The fire in a rooms bed, 

the drunken feel of salt water, 

your rich hands on my thighs, 

your impossible tow. 

it's the way 
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the trees drink a north south wind. 

it's the way 

the sand makes love with the sand. 

it's the way 

I want you, 

mira tu, 

it's the way I want you. 
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When Love Fails 

The whole world is poor tonight 

as I fly through the darkness, 

transfonning this face 

into a fine taster of cruel reason. 

And as I make my last escape 

from my love more than my love, 

I soar naked as a tan snake 

on white ice 

occupied with unfound 

eyes of you. 

So with my last loneliness, 

the loneliness of an orphaned wind, 

I'll leave to you everything I was 

and everything I was to be. 



Male Fail & Find 

I thought I lost a picture 

of you on the back 

of my hand. It was 

wrapped there, 

held in place 

with music and a piece 

of light purple light. 

And a wonder I find 

when holding my hands 

in front of my face, 

turning to the mirror 

of things 

on my only palms, 

like tree in the desert, 

I can feel you again. 
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Long Times 

I can still smell 

the sand left 

from your print. 

And rain leaves 

a steam 

touching the memories 

of memories. 

These are the long times 

where sleep 

will be the pieces 

ofpeaces 

sewing the difference between 

reality and dreams 

and the place 

when I'm with you 

when I'm 

without. 
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Mrs. Nieves 

Like thin ice stairs 

that vibrate furiously, 
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there will be mountains you cannot climb. 

And the sand on my watch 

will play and tum for forever 

and it will be the womyn I love 

most 

that I can't 

write about. 
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My Lady 

My life has been 

a mess blessed with the activity 

of rights fights and justice bustas 

picturing frames of poverty posters 

played out plenty in every 

board room meeting creating 

the need for mind recordings to create 

a reality proaction protest testing leading to 

tours of self determination possibility 

of rallies speeches presenting new praises, 

possibly concluding 

in goals unreached. 

And then it's coooo!. 

And then it's all right 

cause then I see you walk down the street 

two thighs making tight beats, 

one smooth leg glides passed the other 

and ain't no brother alive missed your stride, 

those eyes can even make a camaflouge dress 

look good as hell. 



Tell me yo' name girl, 

tell me that name. 

It feels good 
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thinkin bout the next time I get to peep 

you stroll these streets do in whatever 

you do and when I do 

I'll know you knew, 

you don't need to catch my attention; 

cause that waist switch made a brother itch, 

look twice at those lips, 

think about places to put 

those finger tips, 

wonder when you gonna come 

to my section, 

talk to me with your rhythmic perfection, 

girl, 

you know you got the only thing 

I need to get with. 
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TITLE: A POEM FOR THE YOUNG BLACK MAN WHO WROTE A POEM 

DESCRIBING hIS DEFINITION OF THE PERFECT WIFE FOR hIMSELF 

WHICH WAS DETAILED AS A WOMYN WHO WOULD KEEP hIS HOUSE 

CLEAN, HAVE hIS CHILDREN, COOK hIS BREAKFAST, hIS LUNCH, AND 

hIS DINNER, HOLD A JOB TO SUPPLEMENT hIS INCOME, TAKE CARE OF 

THE CHILDREN THAT SHE HAD FOR hIM, CLEAN hIS CAR, MESSAGE hIS 

FEET WHEN hE COMES HOME FROM A LONG DAY AT hIS JOB, MAKE hIS 

BED, CLEAN hIS CLOTHES, AND DO ANYTHING ELSE THAT hE THOUGHT 

NEEDED TO BE DONE 

nigga, 

please. 
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The Temper 

It was late. I remember that it was very late but that was all right. 

I once heard a man call a womyn glorious. I don't think she's 

glorious but I think she's something like that without all the drama 

that that word sounds like. It was late. I think it was so late it was 

early. I could hear the coqui outside chirping. I was told by her 

Grandfather that when the coqui are taken from the island, they 

die. It was late and I was lying next to her. I was lying next to her 

in bed just looking at her. Have you ever done that? When it's 

late have you ever done that? When it's so late that it's early, have 

you ever watched a womyn sleeping next to you? I think I did. I 

know I did. We had put the girls to bed much earlier and they 

don't like going to bed. I don't know why. I thought about it and I 

remembered that when I was that age, I didn't like going to bed 

either. I don't know why. Anyway, I couldn't sleep because I was 

thinking about her and I was lying awake looking at her. I was 

rubbing her back softly too. I could hear her breathing. I was 

thinking about things. The last time it was daytime she said, "No 

se, I jus miss you already. Das all." It's always like that and it 

makes things hard. Like when your really busy for a long time and 

the dishes in the sink start piling up and then you finally get a 

break you can't take one because you don't have any more clean 

dishes and you've run out of paper plates. And then as soon as you 

finish the dishes you get busy again so it's like you never get a 

break. I think that can be hard sometimes. Things like that can 

make things hard. Anyway, I think I agreed with her inside when 
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she said that because when I got off the plane in San Juan and 

walked outside the airport and I saw her the only thing that came to 

mind was that she looked very nice and that I would be leaving in 

seven days. It's never enough. That's how it is for us. It's never 

enough time because every time we're together we never get over 

missing each other and that's why I couldn't sleep. I was lying 

next to her missing her already. I don't think I like that very much. 

There was this other thing too. I didn't mind but I think she did. I 

was lying next to her trying to think of something that would make 

sense but it's hard to explain. Maybe it's just hard for me to 

explain. She has two children. They're little girls. They playa 

lot. They're a lot of work. It's very hard work raising children I 

think. I think the pay isn't that good either. But if you look at it 

and don't expect any money then I think sometimes the pay can be 

really good. Like taking them to the park or helping them with 

their homework and they do good in school, that's when the pay is 

good. That's when it's good. So she has these little girls and I like 

them a lot but it's hard (like the dishes) because I know when I 

leave she has to take care of them by herself because we can't be 

together right now. I wish we could because that would be really 

nice but we can't. So that's why I didn't want to make love. I 

couldn't tell if that made her mad or not. If anything happened I 

don't know what we would do. It's hard enough trying to raise 

two girls. It there were three I think it would be harder for 

everybody but especially her. That's why I didn't want to do that. 

I gave her a kiss though. I remember that. That was nice. We 

were sitting by an old fort in the city. Spanish people from Spain 
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built it a long time ago and it was on the water. It was night time. 

The walls are really old and the way the water had made them old 

looked interesting. We were sitting near the water. I could hear 

the wind in my ears. I could hear the waves close by. I was telling 

her a story that I knew from when I was little and she was just 

looking at me smiling. Have you ever seen a womyn do that? I 

had never seen that before but she was smiling at me like she knew 

something that I didn't know and she was waiting for the right time 

to tell me. It didn't bother me because she has a really nice smile. 

I like her smile a lot. So I was telling this story and I guess it was 

pretty long because for a quick moment she looked away from me 

and looked at the water. She smiled at the water too. The lights 

that were shining on the walls of the fort were dull orange and it 

made the fort look like something from a dream I had once. It felt 

like we were in a dream. I was telling a story and then she looked 

at me again after she was finished looking at the water and while I 

was still telling the story she stopped me and said, "Mira mi vida, 

sometimes d'you talk a liddle too much." That's when she kissed 

me. It was like slow motion. Slow motion kisses. Her lips tasted 

like someplace warm. They tasted like a place I was supposed to 

be, like a space I forgot to hide in. I think I said it wrong before 

because she kissed me and smiled with that smile that womyn have 

when they know something you don't know. Then she kissed me 

some more. I thought about that too while I was lying down next 

to her. I really like her. We bought Malta earlier so that we could 

have it with breakfast. She knows I like that. She knows it's hard 



17 

to find where I live. I was thinking about all these things while I 

was lying awake next to her and soon I got tired so I went to sleep. 

Even when I was sleeping I was still thinking about her. Even 

when I was sleeping. For a while my arm kept moving just 

rubbing her back softly. The next morning I thought I heard a 

really loud banging noise but then it stopped. I think it stopped 

and started for a little while but then it stopped and it didn't start 

again. I felt like I was awake and asleep at the same time. But 

then something happened and I woke up. I think I woke up 

forever. Haven't slept in weeks. I heard a really loud noise, so 

loud that it woke me up, loud like when a lot of children clap at the 

same time. That woke me up and it woke up the girls too. It 

sounded like it came from the front of the house so that's where I 

went. And that's when something happened to me. I could feel it 

like alligator skin. Something was going on inside my arms. I 

heard one person yelling loud. My hands turned into fists that I 

wasn't making. They just did it. And my heart almost stopped 

beating. I had walked down a long narrow hall way to get to the 

front of the house and it wasn't well lit. It was just long. My chest 

started to raise up and I couldn't tell why and my shoulders felt 

loose like they were about to fall off. What a long hall. My legs 

felt like pillars not to heavy to walk with and each step was leaving 

a print in the marble floor. I felt the girls run past me and saw 

them stop running at the end of the hall. I don't think they were 

able to move. My eyes were big now. Big like the moon. Adonde 

esta. That's what the voice was saying. I knew that voice. 

ADONDE ESTA. It had cost $9,029 dollars to legally get rid of 
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that voice and keep the girls. There was a fire in my head but it 

was burning in my hands. It had cost the price of justice. I was 

near the end of the hall and I could hear him now clearly, 

"ADONDE ESTA!" And the girls didn't move so I had to pick 

them up and move them to the side. I was already sorry for what 

they saw. And then everything went red. Everything I was 

looking at was red. I was at the end of the hall now and I woke up 

forever. She was lying on the ground twisted like a bad puzzle. It 

looked like her head was leaking. The girls were just standing 

there. He was standing over her and he had stopped yelling. There 

was nothing left to yell about. I walked over to her to pick her up 

but he grabbed my arm. Everything was red. I stopped thinking 

then. My arms just moved. I felt my feet shift weight and watched 

my arm move upwards. There was a fist on the end of it and I saw 

it hit him just under his chin. I watched as all the teeth in his 

mouth shattered and his jaw became a bag of skin filled with bone. 

And I couldn't stop. I felt my body spin around and watched 

another fist hit him under the eye. I felt the bones in his face 

crumbling. Then he hit the ground. But I still couldn't stop. I 

watched myself pick him up by his shirt and throw him through the 

front door. It was closed. It was a big wooden door. The first 

time he only splintered the inside part of the door. It was closed. 

Everything was reed. And quiet whispers. There were whispers 

like whispering in a quiet red. The second time I picked him up I 

watched myself through him through. There was wood every 

where. 
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And all I could do was look at him lying on the lawn. And the 

grass turned from red to green and all the sound got increasingly 

louder. He was barely moving. The girls were screaming. The 

neighbors started coming out of their houses. I was just inside the 

door and my body felt normal again. There was no more red. 

Everything was normal. The yelIing was getting louder. I could 

hear sirens in the streets. Everything was loud. I turned and saw 

her on the ground and the sirens got louder and louder. The girls 

were yelling. There was blood on the floor and I knew it was hers. 

My hands hurt. I couldn't feel anything. It was too loud. I went 

to shut the front door but when I went to close it, I saw it broken 

on the lawn, in pieces around a man. 
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CHAPTER 2 

WHAT REALLY GOES ON 
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When the Youth Go Hungry 

I wouldn't say that I'm an orphan by choice, 

I just say I'm an orphan. 

All the hunger for caring and rich soft rice's, 

wanting the warm loving smell of black beans 

or being surrounded with the caressing mist 

of tender spiced chicken 

served on shiny, nurturing, pine wood tables 

with white lace table cloth, old and elegant, 

along with protecting wine bottles who have served 

as guardian candle holders for at least twenty four years, 

it all amazes me now more than anything 

as I eat my popcorn and drink soda 

for breakfast. 
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Truth In Situation Applied to the Have Nots 

All the blue carpets have been vacuumed now and the silver mirrors have all been 

cleaned clean but in the ghetto of our everything there are small clear 

stains on the white window sills. Scrubbing beige tile until 

our skin becomes the liquid cleaner, dusting the corners 

of gold rooms until our eyes became a gray fog, 

still feeling a transparent spider web looming 

somewhere, heavy with over due. And in 

the end our crimson kitchen shall have a 

place for the mop and the pail, make 

room the sponge and the suds, 

leaving us dead from the 

fumes of some forgotten 

mixture, thrown from 

our own hand into the 

colorless somewhere 

of the sink's 

garbage 

disposal. 



23 

Old Africans Under the Under 

Aunt Audrey 

came home from the night shift 

and 

I remember the smell of her 

cooking eggs on Saturday morning 

before church. 

Light curry salt aki 

winds winding on soft 

radio gospel 

mixing singing me to wake, 

get dressed for church. 

And that's when our 

people appeared to be 

a Bluejay in the 

vice, 

an impossible venture 

into a striking nowhere, 

heart of the unrelenting 

tool. 
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Why Black People Love Jesus 

When the reigns came promoting ghetto 

strains echoing pains protruding from 

ancient mountain tops made of brown stones 

alone in an Egyptian Harlem desert 

deserving more than a forty and a pipe, 

we still had Jesus. When electric Watts 

burned into hearts so stir crazy with a 

confused history of cliche but valid "who 

am !" dilemma mixed with riots of west angels 

burning down buildings that could have been 

passed on to siblings not yet born, we swore 

that we still had Jesus. And when the walls 

caved in on the descendants trying to transcend 

affirmative action status non-model minority 

activists of days past where change was 

supposed to rearrange a strange and lost country 

made of salt (and slowly creating pepper) money 

shaker battalions of personas, we still had Jesus. 

Back to the ships and ships of whips and chips 

of teeth broken out of mouths that once housed 

the possibilities of Gods so far gone, unknown to 

the common tongue, flung from the slave mind 

into a time where the African was told to forget 

and repent and bow down to the crown of Mike's 
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cousin on a crucifix fixin' to send every slave a 

hard sell to hell; back to when we met Jesus. 

In this place where faces seemed sickly stuck 

on breaking the backs of black masses into 

a freely mindless source, a critical nothing 

labor force forced into chain gang ways moving 

up through the years never losing the mind of a 

thing owned that owns nothingness, making a claim 

with Jesus. Giving us one last thing to hold on to, 

like descendants drifting far, widening thin eyes 

hiding in homes not home, where lies and fear 

are companions for underground railroads, untold 

secret service murders on leaders on leaders on leaders, 

it's know wonder we still have Jesus and it's know wonder 

we still have Jesus. 
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The Final Call 
(no bean pies today) 

Ghetto angels stand on the comer 

and wait for the things they wait for. 

A laugh with the retro-by-birth-right pimp, 

a head nod to the beat, 

orange street lights, 

maybe a bullet, 

a cigarette, 

a blue sky Sunday. 

And when the time comes 

and he has to step off 

the curb 

for a moment, 

a well dressed man might ask, 

"Bean pie, my brother?" 

and he will say, 

"Not right now, 

but save me one. 

I'll be back 

soon." 



How to End the Race of Ism 

Wet windows reproduce 

solid sidewalk figures 
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waiting for windshield whipped buses 

and the city secretly scrapes 

silent tire marks upon 

everyone's back. 

Is it worth this unseeing pain 

painlessly blasting unyielding 

hate hour after hour leaving 

the load of judgment 

to the token machine of law? 

Much needed is the wake up call 

for the definition of "law" 

exists and resists 

in the minds ofWOOOOOO MAN! everybody. 

So if you're too tired to be drenched 

standing still at the bus stops 

waiting for your ride 

to come, guess what son, 

you've already got 

your wheels. 
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Any Day Game 

Back in the section with protection 

Perfected by too much drama when 

Mama put the bottle on the shelf 

F or herself and the worth of life 

Is trifling. I'll take the game any day. 

When the probation officer asked 

If I got my nine to five I told him 

The first part of his question was live, 

This is survival 'till you die. 

The only money green I've 

Ever seen comes from the comer 

Hidin' all rocks from one time. 

And if I had dimes for every time a driveby 

Woke me to a new day of the same game, 

Time to fmd that busta who did my 

Man and plan on do in' this so his boys 

Could watch. He won't touch the face 

Of God. He can stand right next to him. 

I'll take the game any day. 



sells what 

slam dunk, a big butt, 

arm chair warrior on the hunt 

for an 18 point buck 

on the players starting line 

and got a caesar cut. 

but, 

let's not forget 

the big breast pumped less 
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for a runway and more for playboy, 

toys that kill if aimed juuuust right, 

tonight I'll get the limo 

pick up the bimbo 

and romp & stomp 

'till the fat lady sings 

MORE, MORE, DEEPER, DEEPER! 

just like in the commercial. 

and back to the mtv's "real world" 

the all the same new game 

sega nintendo gateway playdo, 

and you can't stop me 

from spending it all for the 25th 

no, no, I'll have something, 

got to have everything 
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for bobby, suzie, fluzie, and biff. 

a guitar rif. 

play it loud to no crowd 

and all they'll hear is "boom boom boom 

let's go back to my room" 

bass after bass after bass after bass after bass after 

an aids faceless face. 

your words are somewhere you forgot 

to look 

but that's your hook. 

so i'llleave you 

to what you want 

with basketball footballs broken leg pitfalls 

and the rest of the wwfs 

primetime kiddie pom 

political hom to the masses 

to get them of their asses 

and join the new form 

of invisible nafta 

sneak in south central mexico america 

cable dish havin' 

you won't see it comin' 

"It can't be me, I'm a liberal!?" 
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type $ ching $ ching $ ching $ fascist. 

i'd like to join you 

but my gosh dam eyes 

keep getting in the way. 
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City sidewalks seem small degrees from melting 

into steamy cement summer pools floating queens 

in short skirts and sidewalk vendors alongside 

Harlem fruit stores with smile watching store keepers 

keeping watch on neighborhood young 

who run on in the liquid land 

with stick ball bats and baseball hats 

turned to the side as music waves glide 

out of the windows of four wheeled boogie boards 

like invisible surf sounding in smooth 

steady rhythms as the tide pulls a gentle beat 

rolling down 125th street. 

And the big red brick buoys bounce 

in backgrounds of high-rise projects 

projecting grandma's looking down 

into the asphalt playgrounds where final 

waters of innocence with nothing but youth 

in common swim up and down the jungle gym 

as the sun settles into it's noon time nap 

bringing out the icy-icy man 

in coconut cherry banana strawberry 

frozen syrup dreams of relief from the salty steams 

of sweating street jackhammers 

while the fire escape above 



floats two loves of love 

as the tide pulls a gentle beat 

down 125th street. 
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The 18th Floor 

I was looking at the projects. From the 18th floor, good lord! it's a looong way 

down. Around this orange town there's a river flowing under three bridges in the 

distance blowing from left to right and every day and night the out of towners make 

dey m 0 n e y. With all this brick that rises from the ground of this town, not 

once have I seen the sunset frown around here. On this block, the town turns gold at 

six o'clock. Some kinda Mecca. But if your not this high then your mind doesn't fly 

and can never combine the possibility of everything that could be. With the young 

artist hardly escaping transit police on railroad streets of graffiti rainbows, we've all 

seen the talent that poverty breeds. But we need to have some kinda check up cause 

every time I put my neck out I see a stick up getting' played out waaaaaaay down 

there on the comer. And five blocks away the complacent precinct police sit picking 

jelly roles and pink noses. I stare into the river and sigh. A black jeep of beats slips 

by. Da boom, booom, Da boom booom. it's soothing to watch the water and listen 

to the rhythm when your up this high. Something like drug free sky on the 18th floor 

as long as the door has every last lock clocked shut. And the breeze just blows like 

Miles and the water runs like Owens and all these tones of the ghetto tune 

themselves to possibilities unseen in a gleaming sun but so dam clear from the 18th 

floor just before the fire has its set. 



How Beautiful 

Bass canon's, vast bastion's 

of ghetto's echoes, echo 

down through time, 

time and time again. 

Asphalt streets beat into 

desert bricks 

of pick up stick housing 

falling down and down, 
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how beautiful this neighborhood used to be. 

And what is being built 

is the martyr of the neighborhood 

guard, 

the arm of crack cocaine trains 

planted somewhere else 

but grown in the veins of slave 

that just manage to hang on 

It's timeless song, 

and the masses are misty 

in the middle. 

A 9 to 5. An ROTC ride. 

Any place to hide from what 

we thought as a way out into 

downtown uptown all around 

Benzi BMW Mercedes Subaru, 



and couldn't you know 

that you'll still get jacked. 

False exodus. 

36 

The enemy from which you flee 

cannot be found curb side 

on 125th street. 

Sorry B. 

Here's a picture from '43. 

See how beautiful this neighborhood used to be? 

Trees and Brownstone, 

grass and jazz tone, 

black business prosperity, 

education being what you did 

and kids grow older and older 

and death at t wen t y - 0 n e 

is absurd. 

You heard me right but 

times change, rearrange the 

world for hate, a glimpse of hope 

for decades of baited fades into 

a nothingness blurry green unseen 

cash flow in low invisible spaces 

running from sea to shining D.C. 

How beautiful this neighborhood used to be. 

And it's funny 

watching all that red money 



bounce, trounce, pounce, 

on the hood, 

and we would find it strange 

that everyone wants to be 

a have not. 

Wake up. Suburbia takes 

a left tum at every piece 

ofbeaty beat that spouts: 

I'm the bullet proof jailbird 

right of passage never heard 

of the baddest brother 

breaking all the beatdowns, 

clowns, 

keep comin' around, 

no messin' around, 

we'l/jus' throw it down. 

Please, please, please. 

Nothing but straight up 

cheese heads who sell out 
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on the edge of CIA FBI subsidized drug dime's. 

So many connections 

in these times. 

So many lies hiding 

under the mines 

on the comer, in alley, 



where is the door back 

to what you are, what 

you can become to be. 
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How beautiful this neighborhood used to be. 



Three 

A line. Brother man with 

a dime. Bullets from boats 

that fmd money any 

time it is deemed necessary 
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or dangerous. Lust. A chest 

bust big enough to hold two tum 

tables and a microphone but all 

alone. He cut her and she picked 

up the phone and there's no dial 

tone. Prostitution is what it 

used to be. Three. And I know 

there is no kind of honey 

on segregated asphalt, unemployed 

sidewalk misguided comer talk. 

A body of white chalk. Images 

of what is isn't izing cause the 

Bronx River keeps telling me 

that somewhere is not like here. 

A beer. 40 ounces of concocted 

potion lotion guaranteed to lubricate 

an interior defecated with 

the crack of a new world 

order green back. Sorry Jack, it 

might be true. Three. Three tryin' to 
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be twenty-four for every dam reason. 

'Goin on twenty-four because I have 

to be. Wow, man. In the middle 

of the greatness of graffiti's 

liberating artness of dimensions 

and a half spilling into splash and 

an odor of colors spelling a 

word of rhyme in a figure so 

fine living on the time of 

bricks winking an eye at 

me forever. If! could I would take 

her and walk right past miss 

Liberty to wherever the real shining 

sea is. A tree. Blow like something 

real, in twigs I feel something 

beyond nice rims and glocks, a yard 

dog hook up. Spirit. Inside me. At 

three I have to know escape plans based 

on railroad diagrams soiled in a 

midnight southern dirt under cover 

of darkness and maybe this will 

become the place to be. Three. Can't 

tie shoes but know navy, light, 

royal, and metallic blues like miles of 

Miles concentrated into small comer 

store store rooms. Endings. 
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There is something wrong when 

backwards becomes up and left 

becomes down and 

why is it uptown air that's 

easier to breath? 

I've got some room to plan but 

through the big bust, new cracks 

green backs, blues potion lotion, 

asphalt of the sidewalk, it's getting 

hard to see. Three. 



Stuff in the Game 

With what we had 

in the bad of time behind 

thick vertical lines of steel, 

cement under heels, fields 

of heavy bars attached 

to heavy metal, the level of 

survival ritual passage into 

barb-wire skies and I just 
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didn't fit. It's not the jail, rather 

it's the cells that don't fit. 

And what would you tell me 

about sea water touch, a late lunch, 

please and thank you, what would 

you tell me about rain on palms, 

daisy's on lawns, watching suns 

before they're gone, 

tell me, 

what would you tell 

me of peace. 

Away from here 

green fields blow bending, 

bound on a north wind, wings 

spinning to south central. 
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Basic biology, sense of botany, 

topography maps 

will serve the facts as 

the picture gets sicker even 

sicker perhaps when lenses 

bend to show blow 

in the obvious: the crack 

from the cocoa doesn't 

grow in concrete. To not 

be discreet a majority 

of the concrete dwellers 

don't own trains, buses, planes, 

and/or automobiles. So 

when your able to give 

up the welfare mother fairy 

tale of stale flavorless 

flavor four hundred and fifty years 

old the truth becomes told: 

someone is bringing the drugs to the 

asphalt. But who will go to jail? 

To get with what they had?, 

enter 

the longest night where 

American Express invests in 



thick vertical lines of steel 

cement under heels, fields 

of heavy bars attached to 

heavy metal where the 

level of survival ritual 

passage into barb-wire skies 

and I still didn't fit. Quite 

clearly, someone is making 

money offme. So this 

is how it broke down. It 

was March in 1995, Tuesday 

night and my 1971 chemistry 

book began to look humorous 

in the face of the billion 

dollar industry on the comer. 

So I put in orders for 

a yard dog, catalogue 

filer, free base manager, 

whatever was needed. 

And I waited watching 

the wall paper on water 

stained walls fall, listened 

to the rats run down 

the hall, just listening to 
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the ghetto brawl within 

it's own water fall of mansion 

cars and shack like homes, 

slow drone of bass canons 
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laced with destructive lyric nature 

of bad taste lifestyle rapped 

out to the tune of the latest 

non-sense single, it's hard 

to believe you could make a 

million in a place like this. 

But back to then, when my 

chance came I took it and I 

got with what I had, no 

shame included and walked 

up the ladder. I moved in with 

the public enemies of nations 

creating sensations of success 

endless in its being, making a 

new plantation for my people 

and it just didn't matter. It 

was realities hand in the face 

of hell's bowel's. Indeed, 

what you have done. Guns 

for teeth and money for heels, 

I made an empire on deals, 



with unyielding presence 

I alone bent previous kings 

into peasants with a malice 

so old I forgot who I was. 
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At twenty-one I was invincible 

until the next teenager 

looked at his 1971 chemistry 

book and decided it too, 

looked humorous in the face 

of the billion dollar industry 

on the comer. He got with 

what he had. 

And my journey 

concludes here in the bad of time 

behind thick vertical lines of steel 

cement under heels, fields 

of heavy bars attached 

to heavy metal, the level of 

survival ritual passage into 

barb-wire skies and I just 

don't fit. And if, by this 

point, you can't see revolving 

doors, if you can't hear the rats 

on the green field floors, if 



you're not confused about 

how to reach out, if your 
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final conclusion does not match, 

"this shit is fucked up", 

then what will become of 

me has already been kissed 

in history. The choices 

made were all mine but 

time and time again shows 

that it may have been a choice 

offood, a crude reality to 

get with what I had and 

becoming bad just didn't 

seem that bad. It simply 

seemed without meaning. 
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HI can't give up although I'm hopeless. 
I think my minds gone. 
All I can do is get my grind on, 
death around the corner . .. H 

Tupac Shakur 

Last Man Standing 

To Oba Hodari 

From the slave ships to the ghetto strips, 

we've been dying by the millions. 

Bought and sold and bought and sold 

and the history of black 

has been intertwined with a lack 

of humanity and sanity possessed 

with the death born of too many white people. 

The white gorillas of our experience have finally 

contained the blackness, sold it to the highest 

bid, causing an unrighteous void 

in the noise of this stolen land. 

(Some people call it america.) 

My brother, 

we are at war. 

F our score and seven years ago 

my people were put in chains 

that are now carried in veins, drug games, jail pains, 

gang lanes of glock right passage 
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heading only halfway to nowhere 

and death, 

visions of heaven that desperately 

require dire redefinition. And no doubt, 

our only way out is to own 

that metaphorical, documented historical, 

quick with the rhetorical devil that has 

bought our fate. 

Wait now, let's check this out 

cause with the truth of disposition 

and the quickness let me relate 

this final chapter of blackness 

as we approach the nothingness of this reality 

blessed with the emptiness 

of a "predetermined by power structure" 

loneliness: 

the time has come for all soldiers to the ready. 

And this will test the brain child of our people. 

On this day of your birth 

reminisce on the greatness from hence 

you came and play this game to drink 

the fame of last man standing. 
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Out gunned, out numbered, and under funded, 

be intelligent with the attack, learn from 

the greatest ancestors of the black, 

raise your people once more. 

In the end, may many truths be born 

into your own birth of thought. 

May you come to know no action 

of half stepping. Let the green life 

of the dollar 

be your greatest weapon. 
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When The Ghetto ... 

When your head starts to hurt, 

burnt from eating the dirt served 

daily by what's being dished out 

on your employment plate pretending 

to pose as a way from "would you like 

fries with that" to a fat BM, 

and when your pen just ran out of ink 

and you have to make street plans 

to perfect a way to play the landlord, 

and when burnt out windows disclose 

a closed closet of curious gangsters 

created by pictures of something we 

saw circa 1724, 

and when you think you want 

a drink down on the comer but 

the drug warden does rounds 

and busts rounds through the fIrst 

floor, 

that's when the ghetto will suggest 

it might just be better off 

puttin' your ass to sleep for the night 

or otherwise. 



52 

BLOW 

It's blues tonight. Nothing but blues. WSLUM blows Miles all over the radio's 

neighborhood home. I heard it tonight. I'll live it tonight. When it's dusk like it is 

tonight, I drink the sound and watch the sun summer setting into stars starting the 

tone. it's Miles. I heard he beat beats. The DJ makes it live and I ask for some 

volume on the radio. Play it bro cause it's all in the way you shake it you. That's 

what I know. I heard he beat womyn. Like the first and fifteenth there are things 

you have to count on like skills, bills, the unprepared for ills of life that provide for 

the blues outside tonight. I heard he beat his own afro into a tenor tone straight. 

And the concert's on the Brownstone steps with a box and some black people 

peopleing the blow the way black people know. it's a hom show. Trumpets, soft 

sax, alto blow. After five that's what I know. Up and down spinning in and out, 

those things that the notes talk about when they roll about and speak aloud to the 

whispering sounds, quiet chord in C, flat note in D. I heard a trail of riff saying my 

name is Davis. This is what will make sense now as I rest for a minute and nothing 

worked out but it's all right now. I thought I heard he could blow. 



53 

CHAPTER 3 

ANOTHER LEVEL 
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G.D. 

Still, 

in our waiting time now. 

ghost dancing with hands flying 

while the birds lay down low 

we'll go to the field and ride again 

and ride again. 

Everything will move 

to the middle of our land 

and find two nights winding down 

to our horse towns bareback presence, 

the life we knew before our death. 

All we need is the farm. 

All we need is the hunt. 

One more hunt. 

One more time to find a place 

in the ghost dancing way, 

today, 

let us live once more. 
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Places Out 
(A Reservation's Failing) 

I wasn't born. More exactly, I was placed 

into this this, this thing of things and ideas 

that are pained and unnatural like grape 

made of apple. Lost on my this path 

I am wet enough to know that these 

creations of world, a meanness of wool 

fog, twisted fun of cloak and dagger, this this, 

makes choke-hold of times palms, 

forever moving me to forget this Now, 

poisoned to always remember a Then. 
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Chiapas 

(and what am I doing here) 

1. 

The question 

that must be asked is what 

do I get with privilege? 

A newspaper, TV commercial, a piece 

of information all contradictory 

yet all claiming truth. 

And the question remains: the 

choice between disney land and 

the realness in life. 

IV. 

11. 

And them, 

they are fighting 

for food. Math never felt 

so easy, logic was never this clear. 

III. 

Conclusions run me out of places 

to hide for where is my shelter when 

people are hungry and my shirt is hunger? 

The sky of world is filled with 

water salted stars, and the only fight 

truly worth fighting is the one found 

with the purchase of my pants, the one 

that will get me killed. 
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Disappearing Acts 

When I went to heaven's mountain, 

sprung from my mother's tears, 

I looked down on my country, 

and prayed for you. 

There, 

I see them there, 

the black ghosts moving on cobblestone, 

Argentina pictures of despair 

hanging from desperate necks 

once embraced by babies arms. 

Choosing not to speak 

in this silent moment, 

their words breathed red 

through dry river bed face. 

My son is gone. 

My son is gone. 

And from my mountain top 

I prayed for you 

seeing 

that someday 

the film frozen souls of stolen children, 

may not be the next weapon 

of choice. 



Almost Free Freckles 

We sell freckles here 

for a good price. 

Dam near given' em away. 

Red ones, orange ones, 

hell, we even specialize 

'cause we guarantee 

that we can make 

whatever twisted, perverted, 

hated, sick, demented, 

most inhuman type freckle 
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that your mind can imagine ... 

as long as you have the money 

to pay. 
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Possible True Fates in Reality Metaphor Objectivist Thought 

I took a marketing class 

and learned that hamburgers 

were millionaires in wait. 

I often attended my english class 

and found that even dead 

fish can live again 

at the foolish stroke 

of a pen. And in the hour 

of our failing, the moment 

of my death, the currency 

wouldn't hold me, the ink 

became my breath. 
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Adjustments on the Crossroads 

Like geese flying 

into the sunset, 

I've failed at 

who I am. 

And these things 

are so simple, 

like ripples in 

rain raining 

puddles, 

music around music, 

a green glass 

filled with orange 

juice, 

so simple to fix 

if I can 

feel the vibe 

just right. 



Mooses 

On my fifth birthday 

I accidentally found myself 

in the middle of a driveby 

while walking to school 
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and was shot through the neck. 

The scar is barely visible now. 

On my thirteenth birthday 

I was taken hostage 

at knife point 

in the school playground at lunch time 

by a crackhead who had overdosed. 

The scar is barely visible now. 

On my eighteenth birthday 

I came home from school and found 

the projects burned down. 

The arsonist was never found. 

The scar is barely visible now. 

On my twenty-fifth birthday 

I sat in the classroom and listened 

to an author read his tale of a moose 

walking into a town. And what a thing 

it must be to write of mooses. 
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Lazy Writers 

Sitting in the silence of life's noise 

I found my poems on the floor 

when it was cold outside. 

So I used my imagination 

and weaved the floored 

words of paper 

into a red coat of ideas 

while noticing the ice 

on the window had started to melt. 

And that night 

when I was brushing my teeth, 

I looked in the mirror 

and met the man 

who hindered my writing. 



Brian's Passing 

I have two leaves left, 

leaving me with the mist, 

the brittle essence, 

of the passing in green life. 

And if I could drink wine 

and taste life 

63 

like we did when we were young 

then I would raise a glass 

to you 

and dead would grow 

again. 
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