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  This book is dedicated to healing, ancestry, and the sacred act of remembrance.

To my grandparents, parents, children, family, and friends who shaped me, held me, and taught me to remember. 

May these pages carry our stories forward.

May our names echo with honor.

And as de old ones say: “Ain’t no loss when love still walk wid we.”







  
    
      


“I am the child of survival songs, the grand-daughter of those who would not bow. Their breath lives in my bones, their prayers in my poems.”


    

    
      Emily Clarida
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  Foreword



This book is both a wound and a healing.

It is a record of survival — mine, and that of the people whose blood, memory, and prayers live inside me. I carry the voices of my ancestors, those who were stolen, silenced, and scattered. Yet even through chains, they sang. Even in exile, they remembered. Even in death, they dreamed. I am one of those dreams, living and breathing on their behalf.




I did not write these poems to be polished or perfect. I wrote them in the quiet moments when my body ached and the world felt heavy. I wrote them while navigating love and loss, while battling loneliness, while learning what it means to say no when I was taught only to say yes. Poetry became my altar — a place to lay down grief, rage, tenderness, and faith, then watch them rise transformed.




My heritage is woven into these lines — the rhythm of the Gullah Geechee, the memory of Georgia soil, the whispers of Yoruba spirit, the resilience of my foremothers who endured what should have broken them. In their name, I write. In their strength, I resist. In their hope, I return to myself whole.




This book is organized in chapters because healing comes in layers. Self-affirmation. Love and longing. Memory and escape. Rage and rebirth. Returning to myself. Street sermons. Spirit bonds. Each chapter is a different face of survival, a different song of becoming.




I offer these poems not as answers but as mirrors. You may see yourself in them — in the ache of desire, in the fire of resistance, in the softness of prayer. I hope they remind you that you are not alone. That every fracture can be a doorway. That wholeness is not about being unscarred, but about being unafraid to honor your scars.




To those who came before me, I say: I hear you. To those walking beside me, I say: I see you. To those yet to come, I say: I am leaving you something to hold.




Step inside these pages as you would step inside a sacred space. Bring your joy, your anger, your heartbreak, your tenderness. Lay them down here. This book belongs to all of us who refuse to be silenced, all of us who are daring to be whole.




— Emily







  Preface



This book began in fragments. A line written on a lunch break. A verse scribbled in the margin of a work notebook. A prayer whispered into my phone at midnight when pain or loneliness wouldn’t let me sleep. For years, I carried poems like secrets — not sure if they were only for me or if they belonged to the world.




Much of my voice was shaped by loss. I lost my father when I was just five years old. Soon after, my family left Palo Alto, California, and I grew up in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, carrying a sense of displacement before I even had words for it. Later, I lost my mother to uterine cancer — a grief that carved me open in ways I still feel. Depression would rise and fall in waves after her death, yet poetry gave me a way to breathe through it. These losses, though heavy, became part of the rhythm of my survival. They live inside these poems, not as wounds alone, but as proof that even broken ground can grow something sacred.




I was also a single mother, raising my daughter and son to the best of my ability. I made mistakes, yes, but every choice I made came from love and protection. While I worked toward my degrees, I was told more than once that I would not succeed — yet I did. My children grew with me, through my struggles and triumphs, and everything I accomplished carries their fingerprints on it.




I also came of age during the crack epidemic, when the streets around me swallowed too many friends and neighbors. Some were lost to homicide, others to overdoses, and many to prison time. Those losses shaped me as much as my personal grief. They hardened me and softened me all at once — teaching me that survival is not promised, and that love, however imperfect, is the fiercest form of resistance. These realities live inside my poems too, because they live inside me.




Fibromyalgia later taught me what it means to live inside a body that demands gentleness. Burnout taught me what happens when I ignore those demands. Love, heartbreak, and silence all carved their marks into me — and poetry became the place where I could set those pieces down. Each poem is a record of survival, not just mine, but of those who came before me.




Creativity became my lifeline — whether through poetry, photography, or design. Each form of art gave me a way to tell a story that might otherwise be buried in silence.




My spirituality became my compass. I built altars and spoke to my ancestors, learning that their presence is not gone but transformed. I touched trees, like Aurora, and felt wisdom rise through their bark into my hands. I lit candles, poured libations, whispered prayers in the dark, and in return, I felt guidance and strength flowing back to me. My journey has been about unlearning shame, reclaiming what was stolen from my lineage, and opening myself to the knowing that spirit is always near. That journey lives in these poems, braided into every word.




As a Black woman, I have carried both the burden and the brilliance of survival. This book is my refusal to shrink, my insistence that our stories matter. Writing these poems is not just about remembering the past; it is about creating a future where I can live whole, free, and unashamed.




My ancestry flows through these words: the rhythms of Gullah Geechee speech, the resilience of Yoruba spirit, the strength of Georgia soil, the memory of foremothers who endured what should have broken them. Their voices hum through my pen. Their survival made my existence possible. Their courage gave me language.




I did not write these poems to impress or decorate. I wrote them because I had to — because the feelings were too heavy to carry alone. Some came from longing, some from rage, some from prayer. But all of them came from a desire to return to myself, whole and unashamed.




When I finally began to gather the poems together, I noticed they were already speaking to one another. They formed chapters like steps in a journey: self-affirmation, longing, memory, resistance, rebirth, wholeness, sermons, kinship. This was not a book I forced into shape; it was a book that revealed its own shape to me.




My hope is that these pages offer you reflection, recognition, or even release. You may not share my story, but you may find echoes of your own — a familiar ache, a hidden strength, a reminder that survival and beauty can live side by side.




This collection is not about being unbroken. It is about being brave enough to honor the cracks, and bold enough to gather them into art.




— Emily
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I

Self-Affirmation & Spiritual Power

“Rooted in strength. I sit between the past and the future, guided by what lives within me.”
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for the ones who still hold love, even with the broken things
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She came wrapped in old tissue and time,

A queen in porcelain black,

Her smile soft as sweet hush now faded,

Her crown chipped, her face traced with cracks.




The box whispered stories in silence—

Of hands that shaped her long ago,

Of shelves she stood upon in waiting,

Of children who may never know.




Her skull bears the line of a fracture,

A story not told, but still true,

And I cradled her like a prayer

Because I know pain, too.




I wanted her whole to be Big Mama,

A guardian of roots and grace,

But she came to me broken,

Just like the world—just like my face.




And I saw myself in her ruin,

In the damage that time can’t conceal,

But also in how she still stood there,

A quiet, unwavering will.




Because trauma don’t strip us of beauty,

And cracks don’t diminish our worth.

We carry the stories of struggle,

The hard-earned salt of the earth.




Big Mama, with fractures and wisdom,

You are welcome and whole in this home.

We are all broken relics of love—

But none of us broken alone.
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