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Nowadays
by jUmOke

nowadays you love straight hair
tight clotheswearing
body piercing
fat asses shaking
lexus jeep driving
money making
Polo wearing
nose job getting
rough sexing
ignorant talking
never schooling
forever losing
syphillis getting
fast tongue talking
eye rolling
gat controlling
Lil' Kim Acting
sob story telling
devotion.

Twinkle, Twinkle
by Wendell Mosby

I am me.

Meis L

I am all man.

This man be Black.

Black as the galaxy.

The galaxy is 1.

Alone in space.

Space filled with twinkling stars.
These stars are me. :
My blood, my history,

and my People.

People that have overcame
very difficult obstacles.

Sol....

Could have and enjoy my SPACE.
My space to do as I want.

I am so grateful

to my stars.

My stars guide me

when I feel alone, but

alone I am not.

The stars are me and I am those stars.
Stars that tell the tale.

The tale of my heritage,

my legacy.

Especially my future.
My children’s future.
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I will do my part

to insure that twinkle of my star

will shine bright.

Bright enough to guide my children to
a brighter future.

Twinkle, twinkle
little star I do
know where

you are . .,

Peace of mind
Nicole Meek

As I sit alone in this room that seems so larger
than life

I think about all of the things that have taken
place

Life can be so troublesome.

Everything just keep piling on and on

when I think I have dug a peep-hole to see out
of

More and more ingredients from this big
garbage disposal

keep falling upon my already damaged mind.
Love, hate, happy, sad, Hell who can tell
which is good or which is bad

As I stumble through this maze of confusion
called my life

I close my eyes and open them very quickly
Praying that this moment of bewilderment will
pass

How can one continue to proceed when there
seems to be nothing left

No heart cause it has been crushed so bad that
my own mother can't recognize it

No feelings cause of the frightening thought
that they could hinder me

No thoughts cause they are drowned out by the
commotion of the world

No self cause it has been ripped in so many
direction that even Humpty dumpty's men
couldn't put it back together again

when will peace settle in

“The fact that I write at all reveals the
utter failure of their intimidation tactics --
as does the fact that you read.”

-- Mumia Abu-Jamal







"You-sweatin’ pretty hard there James
... look pretty nervous. You know you were
also going fifty-five in a forty zone?"

"Like I said, my wife's having a baby.
I need to get to the hospital.”

"You're not lying to me are you boy?"
he asked as he signaled Willie to get out the
car.

Silence. James hesitated then
answered, "No, I ain't lyin’."

"What cha got in the car?”

"Nothin’."

Blue eyes looked over to Willie then
said, "Step aside James."

“Step aside!? For what?”

“You gonna be a problem, James?
We just gonna take a look in your car . . . you
don’t have a problem with that do ya?”

“Look in my car? For what? You got
no right . . . no warrant.”

“Warrant? What you hiding James?”

“Nothin’.”

“Besides James,” he continued, “I
don’t need a warrant . . . I got probable cause.
I smell hemp.”

“Oh come on, this is bullshit.”

“I don’t smell nothin’ sarg,” Willie
said, a little unsure of himself.

“Willie . . . put him in the back of the
unit,” the sergeant said without looking in his
direction.

“Yo fuck this!” James exclaimed
looking the sergeant in the eyes.

The sergeant began walking to James
when he pulled out his night stick. Putting it
to James’ face he said, “Don’t you be a
problem to me! Get him outa here Willie.”

“Sarg . ..” :

“Don’t you know you to follow orders
boy?”

“Yes sir.”

Willie took James and put him in the
back of the car, slammed the door then sat in
the front passenger seat.

“Well, thanks for yo help, brother.”
No response from Willie. He just gazed at his
superior who now had his head in the car. The
sergeant open the passenger side and was
looking under the seat. He puiled the brown
paper bag from under the seat. He opened it
and smiled at himself a little. Trash, they was
just trash in the bag. He looked on the dash
board to see a picture of James and women
with a protruding stomach. Both Black men
watched as the sergeant closed the red Yugo
door and began approaching the car. The
sergeant opened the back door and helped
James out. “Looks like we was wrong
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Willie,” he said. “Your free to go James.” He
handed James his license and registration.

James . .. .that’s it Vanessa . ... four.
..five....six....seven...Isee the head
Vanessa . . . nine . . . . keep pushing. Come on

Vanessa just one more big push. Puuush!
There we go . . .there we go...it'saboy....
All right . . . Hey Vanessa, have you thought of
a name yet?”

“Yeah,” Vanessa said, smiling and
crying at the same time. “Joseph, after his
granddaddy,” she gritted between pushes. . . .

6:00pm

A 1tall dark African American man
hunched over in his red Yugo leaned on his
horn as he spead through stop signs with his
hazard lights blinking. Wind whistled at a
pitch so high it burned his ears--the window
couldn't close all the way no matter how tight
he tried to roll it up.

Far off in the distance he could see
tall white building. He looked at his watch--
18:02.

He wiped one sweaty hand on a leg of
his black pants, then the other hand on his
other leg, both leaving streaks of sweat.
Habitually he checked in his review mirror,
but it wasn't there, he had accident snatched
the items out of his hand and stared down
Willie as he was walking toward his car. He
slammed the door of his Yugo as he got in,
only to find a ticket on the passenger seat. He
shook his head, started up the car, crumpled
up the ticket and threw it out the window.

Back at the police car, the sergeant
looked at Willie and said, “You drive.”

Willie got out and got in in the driver’s side,
and pulled out.

James watched the police car make a
U-turn then pealed out for the hospital.

He looked at his watch--18:22. Even
though he was speeding it seemed at if he was
going in slow motion. Every time he looked at
his watch it was changing but the white
building was not getting a whole lot bigger. It
seemed out of his reach. He slowed down for
a four way stop as he passed through a
residential area. A blue and white sign
pointing to the hospital gave him hope. He
looked at his watch--18:24. He could see the
right turn coming up that would take him
directly to the hospital.

He could see the doors of the hospital
now. His hand clenched the steering wheel
even tighter. He slowed down a little. People






Hopes to accomplish: Assist the Black
Cultural Center to become a viable resource
for the Ames community as well as the state
of Iowa.

Favorite African-American Role Model(s): All
those who have preceded. so that we can
continue (our ancestors).

Extra-curricular activities/special interests:
My relationship with Christ; writing (poetry);
dance; reading; caring for children.

Advice to Freshmen and Freshwomen:
Remember that those you surround yourself
with frame your mindset. . . expand your
horizon.

Name: Neakia Payton

Cabinet Position: Big 12 Delegate
Year/Major:  Sophomore/Biology
Hometown: Bellwood, Illinois.

Why are you involved in BSA? 1 really
enjoyed working with Big 8 last year and I
chose to volunteer my time and leadership
skills in order to continue the success of the
conference.

Hopes to accomplish: 1 simply want to be
successful in all my endeavors, academics,
extra-curricular activities - whatever may
come - that’s my challenge for the year.
Favorite African-American Role Model(s)
Maya Angelou - she has been able to put into
words the struggle of African Americans -
especially those of women.
Extra-curricular activities/special interests:
BSA, Campus Gospel Choir.

Adbvice to Freshmen and Freshwomen: Trust
yourself enough to make sound decisions
because in the end you will always be
accountable for your actions. To make sure
the choices you make are authentically your
own.

Name: Meron Wondwosen

Cabinet Position: El Presidente

Year/Major: Senior/Political Science, French
Hometown: Harar, Ethiopia

Why are you involved in BSA?

Because I want to be involved with
organiations that are committed to making
positive change and working towards the
elimination of racism.

Hopes to accomplish: 1 hope BSA wins the
best Black student government Award for the
unpresedented two years in a row.

Favorite African-American Role Model(s):
Angela Davis and Assata Shakur are my
favorite role models because they are the ideal
womyn revolutionaries.
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Extra-curricular activities/special interests::
writing poetry and reading and in my spare
time insure that the ISU Adminstration never
sleeps a restful night.

Advice to Freshmen and Freshwomen: Never
ever remain silent, join the movement and
fight for liberation and during all that study
and dance.

Name: Tara Simpson

Cabinet Position: Publications
Year/Major:  Senior/Art and Design with
emphasis on Fine Arts

Hometown: Oakland, California

Why are you involved in BSA? For the
experience, to be involved, and to meet
people

Hopes to accomplish: to get more people
involved so that we can truly be a community.
Favorite African-American Role Model(s):
James Earl Jones, Maya Angelou.
Extra-curricular activities/special interests:
The New Beginnings Choir (Big 12);
volunteering at Mary Greeley and the Octagon.
Advice to Freshmen and Freshwomen: Don’t
be afraid to ask for help . . . there is always
someone available if you look.

Name: JoLynn Putnam

Cabinet Position: Co-Director of Freshman
Outreach

Year/Major:  Sophomore/Early Childhood
Education

Hometown: Cedar Rapids, lowa

Why are you involved in BSA? Because I think
it is important and it is one of the best ways to
meet and get to know other people.

Hopes to accomplish: This year in BSA, I
hope to accomplish the goals of establishing a
successful Big Brother/Big Sister program, to
get more freshmen involved in BSA, and to
help BSA have a successful year overall.
Favorite African-American Role Model(s):
Toni Morrison, Oprah Winfrey and Maya
Angelou.

Extra-curricular activities/special interests:
FCS Council member, President-elect (next
year’s president) for IAEYC (Iowa Association
for the Education of Young Children), music,
theater, and BSA

Advice to Freshmen and Freshwomen: Get to
know people and have fun, but don’t let your
grades slip - you’d be surprised how one bad
grade during one single semester will affect
your whole grade point. Don’t be afraid to ask
for help when you need it.
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