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Create.

even when the world is falling apart

because when the dust clears and the terror subsides

someone will pick up this book beneath the rubble 

and smile.

-A Message to the Reader

Love, Chanel. 

Being a socially conscious Black creator is like being stuck in the desert with nothing to drink. You walk for hours in the smoldering heat with nothing but your thoughts to keep you busy. You feel like giving up. All hope seems lost. Until you see the silhouette of someone in the distance. You muster up what’s left of your energy and run to them, hoping it’s not a mirage. You let out a sigh of relief and in front of you stands a woman. Beautiful and polished, holding a cup as she smiles. You grab the cup from her hands, and as you take a sip you realize it’s steaming hot chocolate. You spit it out, she disappears and your shoulders slump as you drop the cup. The disappointment hurts. But this wasn’t the first time and it won’t be the last. All we can do is keep going. On our journey to spread truth, encouragement, love and acceptance. Continuing on your endless trek for something real. Someone who understands your plight. Our journey is far from over. 

-Stranded

I had a dream about you. 

but not the kind you’d expect

as a matter of fact,

i don’t think it was a dream at all

because if it was, I’d wake up

so here I sit, still.

still waiting for the fog to clear

still waiting for my mind to reset back to sequence one

the one where I’m alive 

and there are still finger smudges on the walls 

and dust in the corners

and crust in my eyes

truth is, I don’t know what this is

but I remember what life tastes like

i remember that

i remember what it’s like to live

-I Had a Dream About You

She asks for milk for her burning eyes 

but all you hear are burning fires 

tone-deaf sympathy about death and broken windows 

glass shards in black skin 

black blood on pavement 

gaslighting fires that started long before any protest told you we couldn't breathe. 
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-Black Lives Matter

I never realized how similar poetry and sex were, until I took the time to fully undress in front of an audience. Whether it be on a page, or on a stage. Showing your ass, literally or metaphorically requires thick skin, and a level of vulnerability that most people don't see outside of the bedroom. To allow your mind and body to go to sacred spaces. Untouched places. When someone writes a poem, they're asking you to look at them.  To give them your full attention and admire what you came for. Or paid for. People, say that being a poet isn't a real job because I guess a real job requires that you use your body. But those same people also say that sex work isn't a real job, because people with real jobs don't use their bodies. But I say, being a poet requires skill. Because it takes skill to show the most intimate parts of yourself to complete strangers. If you look at the anatomy of a poem, you'll see the human body in four parts 
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