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Devlin Harris

April
She is a rebirth, 
new beginning of fertile earth,
blessed with rhythm and style,
alluring aromas refreshing the senses,
aphrodisiac au natural.

Her existence dispenses frolic and flirtation,
color her earth tones and rainbows with gray skies that cleanse,
beauty personified, a temper exemplified
through storms and engulfing tornadoes,
winds of strength exerting change,
the result of an operatic crescendo.

Bringing excitement to the mundane,
hers is a body of sisterhood, motherhood, and passion.
Feel her exquisiteness caress and entice.
Welcome the warm advances; her time is not everlasting.

So celebrate and appreciate the wonders that she brings;
it was God’s perfect plan to crown her Mother of Spring.
She represents all that is new, beautiful, and young
like an angelic choir performs;
never a more lovely song been sung.

beauty of the wood with my personal foundation for creativity. 
As I learned songs on my guitar, I would struggle to bend un-

cooperative fingers into place, slowly repeating difficult parts until 
the motions of my hand became natural and fluid. I would copy the 
motions and sounds of others until I broke through their code, their 
secrets, and I could replicate every motion. As I grew bored with the 
classic rock anthems of another generation, I began trying to find a 
sound that was more fitting for me. I became attached to reggae-style 
bands with rock influences. Sublime was an easy choice, as were the 
followers. I learned the simple back and forth laid-back chord pro-
gressions, followed by the lazy, wailing solos. The technique was not 
difficult, but there was nowhere to go. I slowly began to play less 
and less guitar throughout college, picking it up to learn and relearn 
favorite songs. I am now going through a rough patch as far as play-
ing goes. I have what it takes to create music, but I don’t feel the color 
of originality coursing through my fingers. Like my guitar, I feel as 
though I have been stripped down to the core, and now I sit in a stage 
of waiting.

My musical preferences went from pop-punk icons Blink 182, 
through the gods of rock, into the realm of rap and hip-hop, Cali 
surfer-bands, and even into some reggae. I am searching for what lies 
ahead. My next album could be anything, although my last three have 
been reggae. Perhaps that is why I chose green, yellow, red and black 
as the colors for my guitar. 

I am now a broke college student with an ever-increasing grand 
total of $70 invested into a project that has left my basement looking 
like nuclear winter. My un-played guitar sits with a two-day-old sin-
gle layer of primer on it. I have looked online for design inspirations, 
but nothing comes to me. I feel as though I’m at a musical standstill. 
I hope to finish painting my guitar by next week. The colors of the 
Rasta flag will be bright and optimistic, added by me rather than a 
machine, painted boldly on the body of my guitar. I hope, possibly in 
vain, that the paint job will connect me more to my guitar, as well 
as to my own musical tastes. For now my guitar and I both sit with a 
layer of primer, the old paint scraped away, waiting for a coat of fresh 
paint to begin the next chapter. 


