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Dedication

For my father,

Howard Clarida (1932–1979),

and for my grandparents,

Louis Mason Clarida

and Emma Elizabeth Stamper Clarida,

whose survival became my inheritance.



Epigraph

We are not broken.

We are layered.
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Author’s Note

All of Me: Light Work, Heavy History is a reflection on what we carry and what carries us. These poems and prose pieces were written over time, shaped by memory, lineage, love, and loss. Some moments are precise; others are felt rather than remembered. All of them are true in the way truth lives in the body.

This book does not attempt to document history in full, but to explore how history lives within us ~ how it shapes identity, resilience, and the quiet work of becoming whole.
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​A Blessing for My Grandchild
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For the one arriving with new light.

May your spirit remember what your mouth has not yet learned.

May your feet recognize safe ground.

May your name be spoken with tenderness

and corrected with love.

May the ancestors lean in when you laugh

and stand tall when you are afraid.

May your hands learn both softness and strength.

May you know when to stay

and when to go.

May you never doubt that you belong~

to your people,

to your purpose,

to yourself.

You are covered.

You are claimed.

You are already loved.
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​Ancestral Prelude: What We Built
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Some histories arrive fully documented.

Others arrive in fragments ~ names held by family, dates written later, memories carried in the body when paper falls short.

My family’s story lives in both places.

What exists is enough to know we were here.

What is missing tells its own truth.



My family’s roots stretch through Walker County and Gordon County, Georgia, where Black life in the late 1800s was measured carefully and documented selectively. My grandparents, Louis Mason Clarida and Emma Elizabeth Stamper Clarida, were born into a world where Black existence was recorded when it served labor, inheritance, or control ~ and neglected when it required care.

Their names appear clearly in my great-grandfather’s will. Property, kinship, and obligation were recorded with precision. Births, however, were another matter.

In the early twentieth century, many Black children in the South were born at home, attended by midwives whose knowledge sustained families even when the state refused to witness them properly. Birth certificates were often delayed, misfiled, or never created at all. This absence was not accidental. It reflected whose lives were considered worthy of attention.

People existed fully, even when the systems meant to record them chose not to look.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Loss and the Body
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Louis Mason Clarida worked when work was available. Survival followed seasons, scarcity, and the fragile economics of the Jim Crow South. By the early 1930s, poverty had begun to register in the body. Pellagra, a disease born of malnutrition and limited access to adequate food, was common among poor Black families whose diets were shaped by necessity, not choice.

People did not talk much about sickness. They endured it.

Loss had already visited the household before Louis’s body began to fail. In 1930, Beatrice Clarida, a thirteen-year-old daughter of the family, died. She was still a child, old enough to be known and loved, young enough that her absence would have changed the rhythm of the home. The records do not explain why. Many deaths of poor Black children were never fully written down; illness moved quietly through homes already strained by hunger and limited care. Families learned not to ask too many questions. They learned instead to continue.

Louis died in 1934.

He left behind Emma and their children, including a son barely old enough to understand absence ~ my father, Howard Clarida, just two years old. Loss arrived early, without explanation or ceremony. There was no time for prolonged mourning. Life required movement.

Though Louis died away from his birthplace, he was carried home and buried in Sugar Valley, Gordon County, Georgia, where his people were from. Returning the dead required effort ~ money, coordination, and community. Families did not do this casually. Burial was not only about rest. It was about belonging, about having your name spoken correctly by the land. Beatrice had been returned there four years earlier, the child already resting in the same red Georgia soil that would later receive him.

Louis was laid to rest where his life began.
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​The First Leaving: Ohio
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Emma was left to decide how to go on.

The first to leave was Aunt Mary, the eldest daughter. She married Rudy, who became my uncle by marriage. Rudy was a skilled furrier, raising chinchillas and crafting coats by hand ~ work that required patience, precision, and knowledge passed through practice rather than privilege.

Mary and Rudy moved ahead to Ohio, creating a foothold before the rest of the family followed. Migration did not happen all at once. It rarely does. It moves first through one brave decision, then another.

Once stability existed, Emma followed with the remaining children. Cleveland was not a dream ~ it was a strategy. Proximity to work. Proximity to kin. Proximity to a growing Black community built by others who had already left the South behind.

Migration, in this way, was collective. Survival arranged through family.
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​Westward: Palo Alto Before the Name
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From Ohio, the family moved again ~ this time west. They settled in Palo Alto, California, long before it would be called Silicon Valley, before technology replaced orchards and working neighborhoods, before the land was renamed.

They arrived before the world arrived.

California was not yet a promise. It was distance. Distance from Southern terror. Distance from scarcity. Distance from graves that carried too much history. What they built there was not industry, but continuity ~ children raised with a steadier sense of possibility.

My family did not arrive late to opportunity.

They arrived early to place.
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​What They Built
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Survival did not look the same for everyone.

Uncle Louis, became a preacher, building spiritual shelter where institutions offered none. Aunt Laura ~ also known as Halima, claimed her body as art, becoming a belly dancer and teacher, owning a studio where movement was discipline, expression, and liberation.

Rudy, my uncle by marriage, built an economic life through his work as a furrier ~ raising animals, crafting garments, sustaining household stability in a time when such opportunities were limited.

My father, Howard Clarida, became a builder in the most literal sense. He worked in construction, dynamiting underwater to help build bridges, shaping infrastructure that allowed others to cross safely. He built things meant to last ~ roads, structures, foundations ~ often unseen, always necessary.

I would later understand this as inheritance.
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