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This book is dedicated to my June Sky,

once you’re old enough, I have a kite for you. 
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I heard somewhere that if you touch the petals of a sunflower you'll forever be blessed.

That the sunflower would make an agreement with its friend, the sun to keep you.

To kiss your skin with a little extra love at your birth, ensuring you can handle everything that's thrown at you.

The sun would kiss you black.

To be black means to be resilient.

To be black means to be blessed.

To be black means to be admired by the sun.

Spices
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Every thought I have, every word I speak, is inspired by you.

Honestly, I’ve lusted after many in the past but those were illusions.

This lust smells different – I believe it is love.

It’s a few more spices in this.

Forgive me, I've never smelled anything quite like this before.

TV Dust 
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She said:
I can be weird.

I don't talk much; silence is solace to me.

There will be times I'll drift away in thought.

I hate interstates; I'll always opt for the scenic route.

I have one, but most times, my tv collects dust.
Her love replied:
Weird is wonderful.

Quiet moments are when I'll feel closest to you.

The times you drift will be the times I’ll act as your anchor.

I'll never get caught up in the route, I'll focus on the destination.

If we wait long enough, maybe we can collect all the dust and use it to measure how long it took us to fall in love.


Pruning
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I have more plants than I probably should. 

I take more care of them than I do myself most days. 

I find them to be more evolved than humans.

They have taught me important lessons about life.
That balance of the right elements is all you really need to be happy. 

That growth can come even when it appears that you’re stagnant. 

That holding onto things you no longer need can be detrimental to your health – shedding what no longer serves you is key.

This means that sometimes, small parts of you must die so that the larger, greater parts of you can live.

The Leo
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I met a lion one day; she was born in August. 

She tore through me pretty bad.

She ripped out every emotion I kept within me.

Superheroes 
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I’ve always been unenthusiastic about ‘superheroes.’

I’ve never found them interesting or admirable. 

I blame my mother for this. 
Watching a white man cast a spider web from his wrist doesn’t compare to my mother stretching a minimum wage salary into new clothes and shoes each year. 
If I’m not mistaken, Batman was rich and didn’t have the need to turn a small pack of meat into a meal for four days as she did.
Superman didn’t change his clothes as quick as her as she rushed from one job to the next, all while checking my homework. 
I’ve always been unenthusiastic about ‘superheroes.’
In my estimation, ‘superhero’ is a title that should be reserved for black women.  

Una[muse]d
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You gave me a piece of you.

You took it back and then left.

Left me empty-handed – well, not really.
You left me holding all the secrets I convinced myself to share with you because you were worth telling.
I'll spend the next few days tucking them back into the hiding spots within myself I held them in for years.
I'll try not to resent you for leaving.

Sometimes short stories are the best reads.

Inspiring my thoughts and art, you were my muse for a short time.
A muse for a moment, I told my friends.
I remember you telling me that my art had gotten better after you and I remember denying it.
It was true.
Every poem after we met was written with thoughts of you reading it in your bed at night before you slept.

Every stroke with my paintbrush was given with care to the canvas as I envisioned it as the way I would stroke you one day.

Every snap with my camera was sharper and quicker. The new speed of my eyelids in your presence as I didn't want to waste time blinking while you were in my sight.

Now I
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