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A PRAYER FOR THE READER

Lord I’m asking humbly that you guide my readers accordingly to help to convict, strengthen and equip them with discernment and wisdom,
May your eyes land on exactly what you need.
May the words soften the hard parts of your heart.
May this book hold you like no one else did.
May you forgive yourself for things that were never your fault.
May you remember: your softness is a form of power.
May you know this isn’t the End. Amen. Ase. And so it is
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PREFACE

This collection was never meant to impress. It was meant to express.
Every line, pause, and metaphor came from lived experience, spiritual downloads, and the kind of stillness that doesn’t come or feel easy.
If you’ve ever sat in silence hoping someone would finally ask if you were okay, this is your check-in.
If you’ve ever wanted a sign to walk away, forgive yourself, or finally breathe deeper let this be that sign.
You are allowed to change. You are allowed to feel it all.
You are allowed to write your next chapter differently.
Let this be the bridge.








Let this be the balm. Let this be the mirror.



Dedication

To my father, Shy

Who would never shy away from anything who left this world when I was nine,
taken by mental illness and a brain tumor,
serving a sentence behind bars, a silent life sentence in his mind
while his baby girl outgrew his cell.

While loving art, dance and music
creative in ways the world never fully saw.

They will never get to see. You dreamed of having a son,
You felt even more blessed to have a daughter.








This is for you
in memory of your being, your spirit,
your light that still echoes through me.

And to Hera,
my little sister from another mister, just ten years old,
who reminds me every day
that I am stronger than I think,
that it’s okay to be twenty-five and figuring things out,
that growth is messy,
and healing doesn’t follow a timeline.

For you both,
for what you’ve given me,
and for what I’m still learning to give myself.















INTRODUCTION


I grew up learning how to stretch silence into strength, how to smile while mourning things I couldn’t name.
This book was born from the places I cried quietly, questioned loudly, and transformed when no one was watching.
Urban Flowers is more than a poetry collection.
It’s a companion for those grieving not just the loss of loved ones, but the loss of selves.
I wrote this for the versions of me I’ve buried: the child who didn’t feel safe, the girl who
gave too much, the woman who had to become her own home.
I grieved them all. Maybe you have too.
Grief isn’t always loud. Sometimes, it’s the pause between text messages.
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The ache of returning to a place that used to feel like home.
The heaviness of not being who you once were, and not yet knowing who you’re
becoming.
This book is your emotional map. Don’t read it like a novel, read it like a mirror. Flip to what fits your feelings. Let it sit with you.
Cry if you need to. Laugh if it surprises you.
Come back when life pulls you under.
I wrote this because I needed it.
I hope it gives you what you didn’t know you needed, too.
We scroll instead of reflect. We post instead of process.
But here’s the truth:
Writing is one of the oldest survival tools we have.









It’s how we communicate with the parts of ourselves we don’t know how to say out loud.

It’s how we send messages to our future selves.
It’s how we remind ourselves that we are real, that we exist, that we matter, even when no
one else seems to notice.
This book isn’t here to lecture or force you to
“be a reader.” It’s here to show you that words of yours, mine, anyone’s can save you when you’re slipping, and I can name what you’re feeling when you don’t have the
language yet.

Writing and reading are ways to witness
yourself.
And you are worthy of being witnessed.
Let’s Begin.

















TRIAL DAY


Unaware to reject you
But I identified the Identity crisis
Value isn’t always reflected by it’s prices I couldn’t imagine a life without you
Space between you and I Was divided by thin glass
I don’t feel like my reflection Was meant to see past
Internal throbs of maybe that’s not me Eternal vibes of you are thee
Something to make me free Beyond the normal Tea
I can never make my mind up Maybe my ribbons are twisted
Opportunities I thought I missed, and








Missing mail , not returned sender No repentance, a undelivered sinner No invites to the holiday dinner
Enjoy keeping shit at distance
Because jail can come without a sentence.















ONE OF ONE


I’m 24 with no kids
But I’m doing a bid serving two Life's not easy when
No one comes through
It ain’t easy when they depend on you Depends, depend on who?
Depends
on who bends the truth
I’m straddling the fence like Kim Jong Un, Balancing on the edge, afraid to move
I’ve been here before, it’s like déjà vu I swam my way by faith, sinking in Floridian waters
I don’t feel one of one, when I’m missing my father
I don’t feel one of one, when I’m Someone’s Daughter.














LOVE BEHIND BACKS


I don’t chase, I attract, I don’t lose or attack,
I don’t love behind backs. I am valuable because
Do I make others feel the same value? When I leave, I don’t feel missed,
Too much to bear like the struggled teddy, Lifetime terrors got me armed and ready. Empathy got me nowhere
But dead before my sentence, thinking I’m the empress,
Overworked membranes drained from my remblence ,
My worth was never measured by others, only measured by me.
The holy trinity covet, declares me three, Three times that I would wake up
From the dreams I had brought unto myself,
Attracting characters like myself.
Grammy-like excerpts from a page of my









subconscious, what’s wealth?
Looking out for others,
before me like what’s self? Somewhere under here,
my soul screams for a let out,
I’ve grown to stop picking my scabs.
I’ve learned to stop digging up the past,
I lose grip of my shovel once It hits home, Because I burst pipes of glass,
Not sure what authenticity to share, only the most you could bear?
So why limit your daughter ? Tamed sharks begin to hate water,
But she’s just doing what you taught her.















PEASANTRY


Lost for words,
Describe the agony of knowing the foundation is not there.
I can’t take the repetition of the words of “you know I care?“
What’s to happen when I loose my functioning of the physical?
To make it out is that idea too mystical? Absorbed and attracted the egotistical. Torn between a rock and a hard place. EVERYTIME
This rock is really heavy metal. Confused on my urge to be a rebel. Known for moving at my own pace.
Take me to a place where my mind won’t race.









I’m covered in his feathers. I know I’m safe.
Something Flesh could not take from me. So Unsettling
That I find chaos yet peace when meddling I thought my potential wasn’t as
great as the present.
God allowed me to think like, but not be a peasant.















EMPTY EMPATH


Empath your empty Empath you fifty Empath your tipsy Empath you get me
What’s left after the drop of your dime? Whose sun can steal your shine?
Which path is truly divine?
Where’s love when you don’t have time?
Senseless depictions from the oppositions Y’all all start sounding the same.
Y’all all told me to stay in my lane. Y’all all judge with no shame.
Y’all all want something to tame. Y’all all want money and fame.
I’m not content with the story they wrote. You wrote it for me, not for me.
You waited for me,or you
waded for me? Can you play it for me but not say it for me?









Can’t assume you mastered a craft You assumed I don’t know math. Adding pieces just to subtract?
Saying reckless things I can’t take back. Staying grateful so I don’t feel lack.
Empath your empty. Empath you fifty.
Empath your tipsy. Empath you get me.














OUT


I Yearn for Out
Blame me for wanting to leave, Even less time to deceive.
What is your perception of me? Who is the captain?
Who is he?
Bad habits like trees, Three Three Three, Spiritually,
Dismantled tops and now it won’t stop.
New edition series, and using scary bitches as props.
Family ties, mobb deep, webs of fibs, Tiny little frames like those tiny ass lids. Crying over milk,
I need those tiny ass bibs. Nigga I’m confused,
I’m paying all my bills. Nigga I’m confused,
I don’t got a place to live. Foggy from the steam,









you can’t wipe it off,
I mean years, they tried to swipe it all. Too many skipped songs,
now the tables turning, Copy, Tweak, Rewrite, now you niggas learning. I guess I’m a PICK ME!
For my pain, nigga, you gon’ feel it,
'Cause this pain, nigga, you can’t heal it. NO Shame, crowns are tilted.
God Patched my shit up, now I’m definitely quilted.















STILLNESS


Still , I’m Still ,
Still a walking reparation for my ancestors.
Till I stop fulfilling my purpose there’s no exceptions.
I pray that the path
I’m walking is accepted.
Like I've been humbled enough, I’ve been tested.
Lay myself in green pastures as directed.
Nothing goes unnoticed and everything’s protected.
Environments and terrains were, I once felt rejected.
Still I stand in struggle and somehow I rejoice.









Sometimes it’s the stillness God gives us no choice















SPIKED ROOTS


God is Loud,
Without this darkness you would not know
what light is.
Without that passion you would not know.
Your strength I gave you is not to carry your burdens and past
But to persevere through every affliction Cycles exist not for you to replay remorse But to enlighten your inner being with
lessons of the highest good.
I allowed you to feel heartbreak not for you to wallow in self pity
But to prioritize yourself to out measure your worthiness.
I took your innocence not to strip you of child-like experiences
But to open your eyes to the energies that oppose your wellbeing .
I give you the seasons not to force you to adapt but to help you









But to find gratitude in any storm.
I caused you illness not to restrict you but to expose you
To the fruits of nature Mother Earth wants you to utilize .
I deprived you of your desires not to punish you
But to build your character , I showed you grief not to take someone you love but to
realign you being and detach you from
comfortability. I gave you unconditional love you never thought you’d experienced not to comfort you but to show you what you are worthy of the highest vibration. I showed you envy not to break your spirit. To propel you into awareness of energy.
I isolated you not to shut you out but to teach you contentment and self sufficiency.
I send deceptions towards you not to blatantly deceive you but to train your
discernment and intuition ,
I showed you injustice not for you to be manipulated but to give you compassion.









I showed you stagnancy not to get comfortable but to give you others opinions not to follow their lead but to live beyond
perception. Understand the space between spaces .
Your essence is the muse to our story.
You can create and be obedient.
You are the key to what you deem as
success.















SILENT NIGHTS


Silent Nights are expressions of deep
reflection,
a spiritual longing for peace. Silence, Discernment,Isolation.
These three have one thing in common, they all are misunderstood but allow you to
get closer to source.
These three allow you the time to nurture not only yourself but the things you are trying
to manifest and attract.
Silence has allowed me to observe beyond physical perception in order to dig deeper and
find my own alignment.
Silence has allowed me to withdraw from enemy forces, false or assumed identities and
wicked entitlements.









Ever been curious to know why those who are silent are easily deemed weird ,aloof,
mental? Or Let's simplify it.
Have you ever grown anxious waiting to receive a response from an important text after
a person has been typing for a while?
Because those who are closest to the
source know when to practice silence, when to retreat.
People despise what they do not
understand and silence can drive them crazy because the absence of your thoughts and
opinions makes them anxious as to what you have observed, felt or perceived.
In the act of silence you prohibit yourself from speaking not necessarily because you're
anxious, fearful or simply do not have
anything to say, but because by not speaking









you allow your brain ,body and spirit to
process your emotions clearly without outside influence in order to create a balance between what your higher self needs and what you
desire creating solidarity amongst you.
Silence assists in Identifying using your discernment, meaning you are able to indicate
yourself and make decisions based on pure intuitive nature and knowledge yet not allowing irrelevant factors of judgment to change your understanding beyond human perception to obtain God's wisdom .
Isolation like others carry a negative connotation yet it strengthens our
independence,patience and outlook without relation to other people,places,things allowing us to separate our current realities with only
the reality we desire.









I've learned that a reactive nature is built off of a rocky foundation time after time.
Sometimes we may perceive our
environments, people or opinions as attacks but in reality we may have not allowed ourselves the Silence, Discernment and
Isolation that we needed in order to
understand what is occurring. Your journey may seem full of suffering when it's full of
outside noise until you finally decide that your silence is as powerful as your words.















POISE ZEN


”That girl is poison
Never trust a big butt and smile That girl is poison poison
… If I were you I'd take precaution”

Femininity has been reframed as time goes on, but it is so much deeper than appearance and physicality. Femininity is an energy, an embodiment of Venus and the strength and
discipline of Saturn, wrapped in the desires of the entire world.
When I think of femininity, I think of my ability to nurture myself and my life, my
fertility, the ability to create not only a life but experiences and outcomes.
I think of planting seeds with everything I put my energy into.









I think of validity in everything I decide
for myself.
All while having a “validate me not” mindset, generations of mindsets who would simply not understand.Being so balanced and sure of yourself that you allow your soul to express itself through your body. Turning up
the heat unexpectedly, expressing my true desires without a lens of guilt. People will shame you, guilt-trip you into literally
blocking your own shine.
Is it about your appearance or is your aura naturally attractive to everyone in the room? We can all admit to giving our power away, our bodies, our vessels simply to be desired,
loved, nurtured by someone else.
What we tend to lack is an appreciation for ourselves, our desires, needs.
The issue is usually relying on anyone and everyone but ourselves to fulfill our needs.
Sometimes life becomes foggy under the craziest circumstances of constantly giving our power away, but how do we recover, heal
and work our way up?









Ideally, we love to swipe our cards,
splurge on foods to eat, order prime shipping, get that lobster, smoke, sip our sip and hope that things get better.

There is a thin line between self-love and self-care. Self-love is knowing who you are in every aspect. It’s putting your energy, desires,
aspirations, and mentality before anyone or anybody.
Self-love is freeing yourself from
judgment, healing wounds, being patient with yourself, placing acceptance in your life for the good and bad.
Loving yourself looks like commitment, standing firm on what's right for you, not
being persuaded to change aspects of yourself for anyone but you. These things feel so good, nostalgic at times.
Sometimes they keep us connected to the same people or things we said we don’t
resonate with.That leads to breaking the same boundaries you’ve talked about to yourself. What’s worse than going back on your word?









Not knowing if you’ll ever commit to YOURSELF.
We’ve all been there but how many people have to experience these types of situations
before we finally agree that enough is enough.
A few things I done to take my power
back
( Although this isn’t a one time thing) is to remind myself that godliness is next
to cleanliness.
Whenever my aura is dirty, my mental health is low, my thoughts are scrambled or I’m overthinking, I shower and bathe. I try soothing myself with compliments I love to
hear, or a lengthy prayer.
I clear my space and set my mind to attract and treat myself as I desire to be, being
spontaneous with myself and my body and surrendering to any schedules or expectations put on me. This of course looks like
abandoning your post as a
“Strong Black Woman” but my higher self says “f**k it”.









It’s talking to myself as long as I’d like, doing what I genuinely want,
appreciating myself through committing to
myself.
If you're going to spend money, spend it on things that matter to you instead of the
miscellaneous to fill your void.
Get that tapestry you’ve been wanting , get that new hair style, buy some flowers, books,
etc.
Love and poise yourself, because you will never be able to resonate with anything or anyone if you aren’t fulfilled. Love can be
shared amongst others and you shouldn’t have a hard time sharing it. The love you give to yourself extends that same love for others. Self-love doesn’t have to be complicated but we make it that way.
Poise yourself!















EVERGREEN TERRACE


They always said, “The grass isn’t greener on the other side.”
Is that why my people don’t feel better than Popeyes?
Is that why we all say that “time flies,” That we will wait till pigs fly?
We still exchanging little white lies
Procrastination is the filling of our pies. A slice of your dreams just died.
Oddly so against us, but at least we tried.

Project windows,
I can’t see the bigger picture.
Exiting places before I could enter. Summers starting to feel like winters, Exposing predators at family dinners Like your card been revoked,
How are you still a member?
Now that’s a childhood to remember.










I’ve always been conditioned, But not to compare the grass.
We live in lack , don’t you dare say that! Belt to ass.
Cool with jus’ chalk across concrete slabs. The good times & good days don’t last.

Crochet shoes, crochet bags, Decent cars, expired tags
That’s the things I cherished,
Because the grass is ”barely” green At Evergreen Terrace.



THE POWER OF NO


I felt power when I told you no.
Yes-man living, going when you said “go.”









Making myself feel high at an all-time low,
Dead grass, I was left to mow.
New roots, I was forced to grow.

You asked me to catch a train twenty stops away.
If I left at night, I’d arrive by day. No. No. No.
I’m done.
I wish a mother properly raised her son.
Untethered now, b*** you got the right one.
I drowned in your waters, so I headed for the sun.
The weight of this trauma? It had to weigh a ton.
Let that be the last sad song you sung. I was wrong.
I tried to deceive you!
Everything I did was to please you. It’s wild that I couldn’t believe you









When you already knew I’d never leave you.

So I branched out
Yeah, grew like trees do.
Be clear, crazy: this ain’t to tease you.
I just wanna know how many lives you bleed through.

Maybe you were so invisible, only I could see you.
I won’t lie I still want life for you. But I walked away once
While you looked back twice.

I chose fate.
You played with time.
Too many awakenings to name,
Too many rebirths and each one mine.

Too many years our souls were tied. It left me stagnant. Still. Aloof.









All I had was memory as proof.

The cord was cut, but it never felt loose. A child was born not knowing her dad. All those things you pray she never has I had.

Trauma residue on a brand-new exterior.
We all want to heal ‘cause it sounds superior.

But I don’t owe you an update. I felt power when I said no.















LAST LAUGH


I want to be a laugh
So I could forget the past
Forgiveness is somewhere in my heart No time, doesn't tell
But a laugh is where you start
No	broken	visions,	intermissions,	or decisions
Just a laugh, nothing timid, it's vivid Not divided or torn by the system You can hear me at a distance
Don’t miss this!
I run so you could walk into to me If happiness is a crime then sue me Nothing above the smiles I spread
Time is short with me, I bring that edge I'm a laugh, you have no choice but to love
me
Or you can let tears run and shove me How could you put sadness above me? When your smile is bright and fuzzy Either way, I'll be just fine
Because that pain and sorrow Are no longer mine.









Just Laugh.















WOKE LOVE


I have to stay awake, rethinking my day Other nights I close my eyes, but not quite
to pray.
Some nights my body is still, stiff as a board,
Other nights, wild and loose beside the Lord.
Is a night terror merely imagination
Or demons we cannot see during the day?
Perhaps they are looking at you, wanting to play?
Night falls, begging to plead guilty
All	stress,	tension,	and	unmentioned hopes,
Weakened senses, fear, with a hint of dementia
I, myself, me, my, her
Am I not allowed to press do not disturb I have to be awake for the word,
The word of the wise, the untelevised, The uncensored reality of my world? Struggles, flaws by day, but ha!
By night!









By night, my lids are slipping, like a poised floor
looking down the bottom of the barrels where all my doubts lie awake,
just me, Hadez.
Sometimes stiff, sometimes loose, but who would care
about	insomnia	but	the	person	you choose?
But do they stick beside you like Remy's Papoose?
Does it treat you well?
Or does it drain your well?
Is it too subtle or too aggressive?
When they read me, they don’t get the message
him, he, his is this what it is?
Another night terror or savory dream to

tell


A person who was already compelled. Says just go back to bed
A lifetime is the only one time to take.
It will never be a thing to stop the clock. Staying awake to chase love never stops!








ELECTRIC
Enough back and forth,
Let me be easy,
Erase my history,
Cry when it comes to me. Tell me I’m beautiful, Rid me of debris,
Initiate love, fulfill prophecy,
Carry my memories, unload me gently.











CONDITIONED SEED

Conditioned seed, spreaded.
I don’t understand your reddick.
Let them run and tell it, The one who mailed it. I’m not tryna sell it.
I peeled back the layers, Still, they don’t get it. Took roots from concrete Now watch where I set it.
Fed on survival, not aesthetics. Raised on silence, taught poetic.
They want the story, trimmed and clean, But truth ain't airbrushed or serene.
Let ‘em watch it bloom unseen.
Let ‘em quote it,
But never own what I mean.















MOLASSES AND STEEL


Synchronized hierophant I've been misplaced Waste no time with those with no taste
Deep within that womb held plenty shadow No sense in direction just pedal to the metal Permeated lips inseparable thick honeys Sticky rubber band pops and ultra red money Steel clips with unloadable ammos
Stagnant picks, just a limited sad hoes
I could do you worse, but there’s no time to play There are unfinished business and debts to be paid Time ain’t history, your presence is imbalanced Fluttering Tiger Milkweeds drenched in molasses
Creased corners, sticky bedding still rose-tinted glasses Fangs start to pop out when they see valued gifts talents I might do you worse, so just shut up and pray
Contentment made realities, oh you gonna rue the day Cobalt crust just above the wooha
Liquid advice drowned in hoorah
Well, are you more than just a pick-me? Living in your fears till damn near fifty
Call your lifeline then, it's time to hang up
'Cause that Ego maniac eclipse couldn’t shame us Womb shadow could finally set you free, but
No lookbacks when you are already waist-deep















RARE


I Stopped caring from a distance Feeling emptier with you next to me Something about you makes me feel I love you more when you care
You don’t show me who you’re supposed to be How could I love you but not me?
I think you need me? I need to move freely With you I feel
Free as a bird on TV After all I deserve
better than what you claim to give I would give my last blood drop Just for you to shed one tear
You mark my words Last time, I’ll care
Because with you, is without you Since you call yourself
Rare.















AN ODE TO LIFE


Life is considered a blessing. But one can take that away.
It fades and begins to lessen. But life goes by each day.
I pray that God stops the testing. Letme make it to the next wake.

You get older but it’s as if you get young This is the cycle of life, I’m guessing.
Fearing breathing, You’re last breath Through your lungs.

Is this a life through a magnifying glass? Learning from mistakes,
Living each day as its last.
Without you, where would I be? Dark, cold, empty, exempt.

Just a thought between two lovers Over a cup of tea
Between two adolescents, There was no attempt









God fused my essence Doesn’t make me exempt.
What is there beyond this awakening
Creating this personality full of presence What you have given me is a gift
But the remainder of you The reminder of you
Is within the mist.















URBAN SONNET


Greetings Reader,
In the verses that follows , you'll dive into the raw, unfiltered realities of urban life. These lines capture the grit, the struggle, and the harsh truths faced in the streets. But stick with me what starts gritty and real will transform into something timeless and poetic, showing how even the
roughest experiences can find their place in the elegance of a sonnet. This journey from raw to refined mirrors the strength and resilience found in the heart of struggle.

Insecure, I considered, but I couldn’t configure, My basket filled with shit,
handpicked and delivered.
Too lit in a sense, something man can’t invent. If she dies, you die and I ain’t kidding.

Life just gave me a ride, nigga, I ain’t steering Nigga, life just threw me a wrench,
That I ain’t geared in. I ain’t hearing!

That twisted tongue shit,I think I’m outta touch. Twisted dumb b***, you've been out of luck.













Insecure, I pondered, but could not define,
My basket filled with woes, each one handpicked. Too bright a flame, a spark of the divine,

If she fades, you perish, and fate is strict. Life’s journey took the wheel, I lost control, Deaf to the chaos, echoes from my soul,
Lost touch with twisted words, emotions bared. The twisted tongues that spoke, I cannot hear,

A fool, they call, but fortune’s not my guide. I stumbled through the fog of doubt and fear, For luck has long escaped, and hope has died. Yet in this strife, I seek a light to find,
A path to mend this heart and troubled mind.















LUCKY


I have been a lucky racehorse for almost my entire life.
Constantly being conditioned to endure more and more, while assuming it equates to strength, focus, and success.
Being a lucky racehorse goes deeper than being the winner.
I realized that I haven’t been lucky at all; that's just how others perceive it when they benefit from my winnings.
People rely on me more than I rely on myself.
Every race isn't the same and how I execute the race changes each time.
But to the audience, they think I'm executing the same way with no
problem.
They believe that I just finish first and that I run the fastest, but that isn’t
the case at all.
The harsh reality of the lucky horse is that it’s far from lucky. Sometimes the horse starves for days just to get a winner's meal.
Sometimes the horse is abandoned, neglected, and locked away because it only has enough freedom to practice for the race.
This lucky horse is one of one and its family is small or isolated from this horse just for it to perform better, because outside opinions become a
blockage and distraction. It may take decades to find one like it.
This lucky horse adjusts to uncomfortable conditions like high winds, snow, and rain and is expected to run as fast as possible with no upgrades or
gear, in the same horseshoes from the last race.
As lucky horse races, it constantly looks up at the audience and how they're prepared for any climate.
Maybe they have a poncho, an umbrella, boots, you name it, they have it!
But as a lucky winning horse, you're taught to look ahead, never look to your sides or back, because you will lose your focus and slow down.
Maybe that's why the lucky horse has issues making new connections.
As a lucky horse, I am expected to persevere through anything and everything at any time, but sometimes all I want is nurturing, affirmation, and
genuine support to motivate me to cross the finish line.
A lack of boundaries and transparency is what landed me in this position.
Being conditioned to just listen and observe without using my voice has done nothing for me but get me yanked around.
People will only ride on your back as long as you allow them to.















Even if that means Mid-race, I need some water.
I will not be moving forward until water is provided for me because I'm the lucky horse, not the riders who lock me in a stable for hours at a time.
Sacrifice and pure empathy are why, as a lucky horse, I am a winner on the track but a loser in my reality.
I realized how much I would sacrifice and make myself understand just to please the audience, gamblers, the trainers, and the world. I finished the race because I wouldn’t dare embarrass my trainer or the crowds of people "routing for me." They call me lucky, but I will call it fate because people call me lucky
to belittle my hard work, efforts, pains, and truths. I am only lucky for them because they did not expect me to become a winner under the circumstances and with the little resources I did have.
They call me lucky when they bet on me when another horse is injured, sick, or unavailable. They call me lucky when they see my exhaustion midrace
and give up on me right before I charge through the finish line.
They call me lucky when they get lucky.
I am a depiction of the Wounded Work Horse. Call me Lucky.















ABUNDANCE VS LACK





me,

What’s the opposite of abundance? Niggas must be confused.
Because to know abundance is to know

They start to act amused.
To know lack is to look inward,
Like where did not having shit begin? Am I safe from statistics?
Am I saved from Sin?
That was the last train, I missed it. Allow me the space to get over you, Do what the brothers do,
Flip the script as if that would mean

something.
I can leave you without a scripted departure,
Haul ass from my problems Blisters on my Feet
I’m Running laps, around deceit









I learn to stop comparing But willing to compete Leave you dangling
Can’t wrap your head around defeat.













CONDITIONAL LOVE

Unfortunately,
Love is so fucking conditional
When everyone’s desire is something “reciprocal.”
But my love? It’s nothing typical.









I’ve always yearned for something more than the physical.
Momentum builds off the validity of “us,” Like bursting pipes before they start to bust. A copper penny between two souls begins to rust.
You can’t value all of me, that's just too much. Acknowledge the past… or is that too tough? If love ain’t free, is it just lust?
Ego, enough.
I gave so much, but it’s labeled little to nothing.
If I give, should I at least get something? When I grieve for the old me, yeah, it’s humbling.
Can’t you see those memories crumbling?
I prayed for love.
Does that make me delusional?
That something I prayed for is presently confusing you?
Should I be mad at me… For not choosing you?









I shouldn’t coddle a nigga… But I want to.
The child in me had no one to run to. Now your inner child stays on my frontal.
Who said life was a breeze? They should’ve clarified.
Fumbling love is not something you rectify. Fake love, that's nothing to testify.
We all make mistakes While making our plates.
So eat your fucking dinner ‘Cause we all love us
A goddamn winner.




UNCOVERING LONELINESS THROUGH COMPANY


Have you ever discovered your true
loneliness through the presence of others? It’s been a while since you’ve made new friends, explored new spaces, or mingled freely. Then









suddenly, you’re at a gathering with
like-minded people who radiate everything you’ve ever wanted from a friend. You’re genuinely enjoying the vibe, and yet, you
can’t stop mentioning how long it’s been since you’ve felt a real connection. You bring up how new it feels to have fun without
second-guessing who’s around you. Before you know it, embarrassment creeps in a
familiar trigger.

It’s that moment where, surrounded by genuine company, all you can think about is your past isolation. You look around at people laughing, hugging, dancing and ask yourself,
*“Where have I been?”*

Why do we become so comfortable in our solitude? We condition ourselves to be okay without, to survive in lack. But then, we meet what feels like our soul tribe. We start to open
up, feel joy, feel safe. We share our stories,









and instead of rejection, we receive warmth.
But deep down, we remember “we’ve been here before”. In past friendships, we poured in our absolute all. Hours of listening, little time to speak. Giving without being asked. Loving without limits. Where was the reciprocation
then?

I had a habit of finding myself in others.
So when it didn’t work, when the vibe no longer aligned, I excused the pain as growth. I
denied that it hurt, because my ego didn’t want to admit how deeply I value friendship.

Why does the shame of wasted time feel the same as the fear of getting excited about
new connections?

Why did I feel embarrassed to tell these new friends that I loved their energy? That their spirits felt familiar? Why are we so









afraid to admit that we waited for this? Prayed for this? Manifested this?

We protect ourselves with pride. We shield our auras. We stay on guard afraid to be used, manipulated, or led back into the same cycles. But protection rooted in fear isn’t protection, it’s a wall. A wall that keeps the blessings out.

We think we’re guarding our peace, but we’re really just telling ourselves that we’re unworthy of real connection. We judge others to avoid being judged. We hold back, calling it
boundaries, but sometimes it’s just fear.

Loneliness loves company because it needs it. We can embody loneliness and still
crave closeness. But when we reject the love we ask for, we end up serving loneliness all over again.















REFLECTION INDEX


For You. From Me.
These questions are for your spirit. Use them to journal, reflect, or simply sit with your
truth. Some may lead to healing, some may lead to clarity.
All of them are an invitation inward.



The Weight of Being

· What is something that makes you special?
· Do you doubt it constantly?
· What responsibilities have you carried that were never yours?
· What does “being someone’s daughter” mean to you?
· Have you ever felt like you were born tired?













The Ache of Love

· How can you extend love to someone in their face?
· Who loves you behind your back?
· Have you ever chosen someone who never chose you?
· What are some sayings you grew up hearing?
· How did they shape your expectations or limit your imagination?
· When did you first mistake approval for affection?
· What do you wish someone had said to you before they left?








The Spirit Knows

· Have you ever been forced to stay still in a season?
· How did that stillness strengthen your relationship with God?
· What does prophecy mean to you personally?
· Are you living in alignment with the future you say you want?
· Have you ever asked for love and received something else?
· What needs to be removed for you to feel light, clear, and aligned again?
· What role does memory play in your healing?
· Can you tell the difference between being still and being stuck?
· What does divine timing look like in your life?
· Who do you believe watches over you when you're alone?
· How has faith helped you survive what you can’t explain?


The Becoming









· What is something that you feel like you lack?
· How has not obtaining that made you resilient?
· Have you ever been misunderstood or labeled for simply being yourself?
· How did you handle it?
· In what ways are you still growing, even if no one else can see it yet?
· What does it mean to you to “protect your truth”?
· Who would you be without your trauma?
· What part of yourself are you reclaiming right now?
· What would it feel like to truly rest?


Your Reflections
Use these pages to write what you feel, what you remember, and what you’re ready to
release. Write what hurts. Write what heals. Write until it feels like the truth.









Journal Page | Write what hurts. Write what heals.























































































































AUTHORS NOTES: BEHIND THE POEMS
Every poem in this book holds more than rhythm; it holds a memory, a moment, a question I couldn’t ask out loud. This section is where I speak on what inspired each piece, what I was carrying, and what I was trying to release.








One of One Author’s Note:
This poem is a raw look into my life and the struggles I’ve faced. At 24, without kids but carrying heavy burdens & responsibilities, I reflect on how tough it is when you can't rely on anyone, yet others depend on you. It dives into the uncertainty of who to trust and the constant balancing act, like walking a tightrope. There's a sense of déjà vu in my struggles, trying to stay afloat with faith but often feeling like I'm sinking. The absence of my father and the weight of being someone's daughter make me feel incomplete. It's a piece that captures the tension between hope and despair, and the search for identity amidst life's challenges.










Electric

AUTHOR’S NOTE:
ELECTRIC is a pulse, a jolt that came through me in a moment of stillness and release. I wasn’t trying to impress anyone or decode anything. I just needed to be easy. I needed to feel what was real in that moment: the ache, the clarity, the quiet request for love that doesn’t destroy but delivers. This poem speaks to the tension between surrender and resistance, between memory and prophecy. It's an invocation for softness after surviving so much hardship . I didn’t need answers ,I just needed honesty. This is what came out.
Love Behind Backs Author’s Note:
This is about my journey of discovering my own worth and the emotional battles I’ve faced. It reflects on how I’ve made others feel valued, yet often felt unnoticed when I’m gone. The poem touches on the hardships and traumas that have shaped me, and how empathy sometimes left me feeling drained









and unappreciated. It delves into the struggle of balancing self-care with the tendency to prioritize others, and the process of unearthing and confronting my past. The poem highlights my resolve to stop living for others' approval and to embrace my own power and authenticity. Ultimately, it’s about standing strong, not chasing validation, and refusing to love behind backs.


Peasantry Author’s Note:
A lyric poem written in free verse that explores themes of internal struggle, identity, and resilience. Through vivid imagery and powerful metaphors, the poem reflects my journey of grappling with societal expectations and personal desires. It captures the agony of feeling ungrounded and the yearning for mental peace, while ultimately









finding solace in faith and self-worth. This poem serves as a testament to my strength and determination to rise above adversities, making it a poignant piece that resonates deeply.


Out

Author’s Note:
This poem dives into deep thoughts about leaving behind blame and deception, and it asks who really knows me and who's in control. It starts with comparing bad habits to stubborn trees and repeats "Three Three Three" like a mantra. It talks about feeling spiritually dismantled and used like a prop in a never-ending drama. Family ties are like a tangled web of lies, and the narrative given is always small and fragile as tiny lids and bibs. I express confusion about life's struggles, paying bills without a place to call home. The









years have wiped away memories like steam on glass, leaving a clear view of tough lessons learned and repeated mistakes. In the end, I declare I'll choose myself despite the pain that no one else can understand or fix. My sanity feels shaky, but God patched up my own wounds like the fine stitching of a quilt, showing I've grown stronger through it all.






Stillness Author’s Note:
An acrostic lyric poem that represents my journey of personal growth and resilience. Each line begins with a letter from the word "STILLNESS," emphasizing the central theme of finding peace and purpose amidst adversity.









The poem reflects my deep connection to my ancestral heritage and my commitment to honoring their legacy. Through vivid imagery and introspective language, I explore the struggles and joys of life, aiming to inspire others to seek inner peace and embrace their true selves. This poem encapsulates my dedication to mental health advocacy and my passion for using poetry as a tool for healing and self-discovery.

Last Laugh Author’s Note:
This poem is a reflection of my journey from pain and sorrow to embrace joy and healing through laughter. It speaks to the transformative power of forgiveness and the resilience to overcome challenges. The imagery of laughter as a vibrant force that transcends barriers and negativity resonates









deeply with me. It's about reclaiming happiness and asserting self-worth, despite past hardships. Overall, the poem celebrates the freedom found in letting go of sadness and embracing a brighter, more positive outlook on life.

Conditional Love Author’s Note:
Conditional Love" is all about the frustrations and complexities of love. I talk about how love often feels transactional, how everyone seems to want something in return, while I crave a deeper, more genuine connection. This poem reflects my experience with feeling undervalued and the pain of giving so much, only to receive so little in return.
It humbles me as I grieve parts of my past self, questioning whether my prayers for love make me  naïve  or  delusional.  That  confusion









between desire and disappointment really hits hard. I also touch on the empathy I carry, and how my inner child’s unmet needs still shape my present relationships.
This piece calls out the lie that life and love are supposed to be easy. It exposes the truth: that mistakes, heartbreak, and resilience are part of the journey. In the end, this poem is a testament to staying strong, grounded, and real even when love doesn’t look the way you hoped it would.
This is my reminder that true love isn’t supposed to feel like a competition, a compromise of identity, or a punishment for being whole.

RARE

Author’s Note:
A free verse lyric poem that delves into the complexities  of  love,  self-awareness,  and









emotional detachment. The poem explores my inner turmoil and the growing recognition of my own value beyond a seemingly unfulfilling relationship. The absence of a consistent rhyme scheme allows for a more spontaneous and raw expression, capturing the essence of personal struggle and liberation. This poem encapsulates a moment of clarity and resolution, highlighting the journey from dependency to self-empowerment.
The Power Of No Author’s Note:
This poem was born from the ashes of a relationship that nearly stole my voice. It reflects the breaking point where I stopped choosing pain dressed as love and started choosing myself. Every line is a reclaiming of time, energy, dignity, and power. It's about what happens when you walk away from









someone who thought you never would, and how painful and necessary that walk can be.
This piece also holds space for the inner child who went unprotected,the woman who kept quiet to keep peace, and the survivor who finally screamed “no.” It’s not just a poem it’s a release, a boundary, a transformation.
An Ode to Life Author’s Note:
This is about how precious and fragile life is. The poem talks about life being a blessing that can fade away, and the feeling of getting older but somehow feeling younger. It reflects on the fear of life's end and whether we’re truly living each moment. The poem also considers how important loved ones are, and how their presence affects us deeply. In the end, it’s a heartfelt reflection on the gift of life and the lasting impact of the people we care about. This is one of my most relatable poems,









especially resonating with older people across any age, gender, or demographic.
Urban Sonnet Author’s Note:
This poem dives deep into insecurity, tough breaks, and messed up relationships. Every line is like a snapshot of the rough reality, from dealing with life's unexpected turns to feeling lost and out of touch. Turning this into a sonnet keeps that intense, authentic vibe but puts it in a classic style, like Shakespeare's stuff. Think of it as a 'ghetto Romeo and Juliet' mixing the rawness of today with the smooth flow of old-school poetry. This sonnet takes the streetwise truths and wraps them in a rhythm that makes the story feel timeless. It shows how the tough parts of life and the fight to keep going are something everyone can get, no matter where they're from. This mix of the gritty  and  the  graceful  turns  my  urban









experience into something that hits on a universal level.

Evergreen Terrace

AUTHOR’S NOTE:

This poem is layered with metaphor and memory. It's about growing up in environments where joy felt borrowed and survival was the norm. Evergreen Terrace explores the irony of sayings like “the grass is greener on the other side” when you come from a place where the grass barely grows at all. It highlights generational struggle, the small things we hold onto, and the contradictions of what’s considered “normal” in Black, low-income households. There’s humor in the truth and pain in the punchlines. This poem is a reflection of what I saw, what I internalized, and what I’m still trying to unlearn.













Conditioned Seed

AUTHOR’S NOTE:

Conditioned Seed is a short, sharp reflection on the pressure to conform, the dismissal of authenticity, and the instinct to protect your truth. I wrote this from a place of clarity, where the noise of judgment and misunderstanding couldn’t penetrate my inner knowing. The seed in me may be conditioned by what I’ve endured, but it still grows on its own terms. This piece speaks to those who’ve felt overlooked, misread, or reduced to someone else’s version of their story. It’s a declaration that I’m not here to perform, I'm here to grow, to be, and to witness my own unfolding, whether or not others understand it.












Abundance vs. Lack Author’s Note:
This poem dives into the contrast between having everything and feeling deprived. It looks at what it means to lack and questions when this feeling of not having enough began. I refuse to be a statistic, having missed the last train to conform. I need space to get over past hurts and do things my way. I’m ready to leave deceit behind, running laps around it. People can't accept defeat. This poem is all about empowerment, independence, and recognizing my own worth.













ABOUT THE AUTHOR

[image: ]Hadez Perry-Jones is a multidisciplinary
creative, mental health advocate, and visual storyteller		from Washington, D.C. As a poet, creative director, event curator, and hospitality innovator, she	brings
intentionality and emotional depth into every space she touches whether she’s arranging the scene, hosting a room, or crafting art and poems from the marrow of her truth.
Her passion for hospitality was born from what she lacked. Having grown up in environments where care, safety, and comfort were not always present, Hadez developed an intuitive understanding of how people should feel when they enter a space held, honored,









and whole. That same energy lives in her poetry, her events, her fashion eye, and her brand work. She doesn’t just create, she curates experiences that nourish the soul and speak to what’s been left unsaid. Hadez moves fluidly across creative disciplines: from leading music-led events , healing-centered gatherings and editorial shoots, to building brand visuals, to writing poems that crack open silence. Her work is always rooted in truth, visual integrity, and emotional intention.
Urban Flowers Omnibus is her debut collection a sanctuary for the unseen, a lyrical protest, and a love letter to every Black girl who's ever been told to survive without softness.
She is the seed of something greater, quietly shaping a collective of art, energy, and healing for those who need a new kind of space. Stay close. You can find her online @bigdealdeezyy,  where she shares poetry,









wellness, fashion, and unfiltered truth across digital and physical spaces.
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