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			Advance Praise for 
libre

			 

			“With libre, Skye Jackson gifts us with a complicated, intimate and searingly honest love letter to New Orleans, to family, and to the embodied tenderness of black feminine being within—and crucially: despite—America. Jackson depicts un­flinching but compassionate portraits of sibling suicide and the strange, continuous grief that accompanies it; the messiness of interracial love and its resultant interrogations between self and other; and radically reconsiders Western art via ekphrastic self-insertion (‘#medusawasblackyall’). These poems are sung conversationally, with a generosity of voice that wraps the reader in both their warmth and horror, as in Jackson’s elegy for Kori Gauthier: ‘i was like you once. saw the river as comfort, a dark crib, to nurse my suffering. the water, stygian & full of possibilities, delicious silence.’ Their casual whimsy often belies a delicious, bitter eye for irony, but also veers so frequently, so precipitously, towards a novel rearticulation of the interior terror that microaggressions so often inflict upon our blackness. Jackson’s ingeniously titled poem ‘far too kind’ perhaps best exemplifies this: in which she can never forget (or forgive) the gaze of racism, where she is ‘still aware of that stare // that followed me / to the dining room table / that passed me the coq au vin / that poured another rush of bourgogne into my glass / that crushed me / with polite conversation.’”

			—Tawanda Mulalu, Nearness and Please make me pretty, 
I don’t want to die: Poems

			“Skye Jackson’s debut collection marked with one word, libre, is so full while extending an intimate invitation to all of us to explore: How do we enter the state of our own sense of freedom? With each poem and each page, the collection pierces in all the ways good verse does. libre pierces the veil between living and dead whether we see Jackson’s poetry present the truth about the equalizing power of the cemetery to a fever dream to the ways that ghosts of the once living never leave us. libre penetrates the gates that stand between us and what we know as self-emancipation in intimate scenes that weave love, family, memory, and the required Tetris of navigating skin inheritance. libre brings us into a depth of intimacy that vanishes the boundaries of our very human lives and the nature that surrounds us whether it is wasps in the mailbox to the way snow can write a love letter to a boy. The collection is bookcased by two encounters. One that opens the collection and ends with a socio-cultural-historical dismemberment. And the last poem that speaks that kind of fierce declaration of self-pointing to what we need to understand about our own state of free breaking through the membrane of what we might have forgotten with a reminder. A reminder to embrace a reclamation that we keep as the lullaby that we whisper into our own ears.”

			—Shanta Lee, Black Metamorphoses and This Is How They Teach You How to Want It…The Slaughter

			i ask myself: where do you run when nowhere, not even home, 
will suffice?

			Skye Jackson’s moving poems trace the journeys of a young Black woman dealing with issues of family, death, dating, and the daily work of navigating micro- and macro-aggressions, and casual racism, in a world where gentrification is ‘another word//for revenge.’ Set in various locations—Paris, Vermont, Key West—but always returning to her native New Orleans, Jackson limns the joys and obstacles of being an object of desire while also attempting to develop into your own person. libre unerringly depicts the process of building a self from the disparate elements of life

			out of the wild thick

			a shape takes place

			kind of like

			this poem

			—Reginald Harris, Autogeography

			“‘The defenseless are still defenseless/ no matter where you go,’ writes Skye Jackson in her raw, musical, and imagistically rich, libre. In this collection, we are caught between fever and dream, between the warped realities of racialized violence and the emotional realities that adjust our inner worlds forever. Objects speak and move the fates: black mold, sugar, a dead tree, a porcelain spoon rest, a blue fiat, mussels, a paper carnation. There is no inanimate ‘thing’ in this book; every object has agency, history, can be weaponized or used for comfort. Jackson masterfully orchestrates destinies that are pieced and dismembered before our eyes. Some ‘burst like a supernova’ and others remain ‘defenseless’ yet in Jackson’s language, even those without protection have an archive, a voice, or find forms.”

			—Meg Fernandes, I Do Everything I’m Told and Good Boys: Poems
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