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A DIRGE. 

Wake fl:an ycm: deadly slumer 
IDp:lSed by slavery's lullabys. 
And of late 
By anbassadors of l..rq;lerialistic genocide 
Disguised as Aid 
Listen to the wakin] bell: 
To the ancestral wamin:J 
'!he voices of those enlightened like BuBois and King 
Of these men gone too like Garvey and Malcolm. 

For their skeletons tw:n in their graves 
Emitting a pungency of indi,gnation 
Of ncn-catprehension 
By ycm: ca~pliance and cmplicity. 

Do not l<Jd( to the living dead fer oonsultation, 
For they are the recurrent ghosts 
Of slaves who decayed and came back to life, 
To haunt yoo once rrore. 
\'llo portray the slave cx:noept of the pleasure syndrane: 
Distended beer-bellies, 
Split-level apar1:1rents, 
~s Benzes and cabins in the IlDUI'ltains, 
Or resorts near the sea's shore and yachts on the lake. 

But watch the you in youth 
As they sprii¥] fl:an the Al{Xla-Qnega fountain 
Baptized with the will and the message 
To cxmjure a ccnquering collection 
Of the scattered seeds to unity. 

COver ycm: ears young ones 
Iest you hear the whisperings of cmplaoent defeat 
Or else faked de-visiCilS of technicolored personal power. 
RISE! 
For the hour is here ••• 
IDRK OOW! 
And let a new nation -
A bloody heaven in the mind 
Be born. 


