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Prospect park picnic 

Can we compare Gentrification 

To lynching? 
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Who knew, desire 

Could kidnap one’s conscious, pup- 

Pet master their hands 
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My future husband 

Will be a mouth of needles 

Stitching me to him  
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“So, on a scale of 

1 to 10, how much have my  

words effected you?” 
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The saddest form of  

Addiction is one that speaks 

Louder than you do 



 42 

People who do not 

Give, simply feel as if they 

are nothing to give 

 9 

I dream of love, I 

Dream in lingered glances and 

Hugs that mean safety 
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You reveal to me 

Blank pages of commitment 

As if I’m the ink 

 41 

Try not to get too  

Close to a man who makes you 

Lose your appetite 
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I do not question 

Friendships, even when friendships 

Turn and question me 
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Sorry, I don’t know 

Any recipes on how 

To make love from scratch 
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Unrequited love 

Is not like drowning. At least  

The ocean does its part 

 39 

Been years since I first  

felt the wind of your name, now 

sitting in my mouth 
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I disappear Be- 

tween his teeth like smoke, I re- 

Appear in his palm  
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One day we will fall 

In love and laugh at all the 

Time that escaped us 
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Each time I see you 

My heart skips a beat, as if 

Willing to be yours 
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I know people who 

Have bruised so badly, they do 

Not value bare skin 
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I’ve been told “girl you 

Thinking too much”, like: “don’t use 

The brain God gave you” 
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Cigarette smoke is 

The closest I get to tas- 

Ting your lips again 
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And still you give me  

These butterflies that instead 

Feel like hunger pains 

 35 

Soft space in my heart 

For boys’ who’s futures hold them 

Tighter than their pasts 
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I told him I'd give 

Him my all, he decided 

to take piece by piece  
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I juggled your ab- 

Sense and my silence, said that 

Love had my hands tied 

 33 

“When you pull away, 

From hugging someone tight, what 

Do you leave with them” 
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You don’t notice light 

Until it is ripped from you 

Until it is dark 

 19 
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“I try to love with 

All of me, though I'm not much 

I fall at each touch “ 
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You will fall deeper 

Trying to find yourself in 

Someone else’s arms 
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This racing heart and 

Pounding head cannot be love. 

More breath lost than shared  
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A cage given to 

You at birth, will always be 

Disguised as a gift 
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I stare at mirror 

Waiting for him to whisper 

“you are beautiful” 
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The bum bump of it 

The throb that knows Fear and Love 

Are arch nemesis  
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Ask the boy you loved 

What he knows of fear, he will 

Answer with his heart  
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Your father is a 

Whirlwind of anger he was 

Not allowed to feel  
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I am not crying 

My eyes just know that my heart 

Is dehydrated 
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I have learned not to 

Exhale in places where my 

Breath will cut short 
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And I wish for once 

That my breaths and my heart be 

A lot less shallow 

 25 

I spend my mornings 

Dancing with sleep, tightly gripped 

Yearning not to go 


