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Introduction
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There is a gravity in wanting, a pull that is both holy and feral. Some nights, it feels like the body itself is a constellation, trembling in anticipation, in ache, in memory. These poems are the dissection of that trembling, every pulse, every prayer, every desire laid bare.

This is a collection for the parts of you that have burned too brightly, that have loved too hard, that have knelt too long and still dared to rise. It is for the hunger that masquerades as devotion, the loss that carves hollows into your soul, the ache that reminds you you are alive.

Here, faith is never simple. It wrestles with temptation, with the flesh, with the histories we carry in our bones. Here, intimacy is a prayer, longing is a language, and survival is an audacious act of devotion.

The Anatomy of a Falling Star is a map of desire and despair, of surrender and defiance, of love too bright for the sky. It is an invitation: to watch the fire, to feel the pull, to remember that even when we fall, we are incandescent.
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Part I: Where My Bones Learn to Pray
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-  This section unearths the faith, wounds, and memories stitched into your ancestry. Here, you explore the origins of your light, where belief began, where longing was born, and where the star first trembled.
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Part II: The Fire Beneath My Skin
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-  Desire and devotion collide in this section, revealing the raw, intimate space where the sacred meets the sensual. These poems dive into the heat of longing, the kind that feels like both sin and salvation.
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Part III: When the Spirit Grows Heavy
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-  This final section confronts the fall. Here, you witness what happens when the light dims, when faith bends, when hope feels distant. And yet, even in the collapse, there is a faint gleam, a stubborn glow. Proof that even a fallen star remembers how to shine.
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Part I: Where My Bones Learn to Pray
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Some faith is chosen, but some of it is inherited quietly, passed down in the tilt of a grandmother’s voice, the cadence of a childhood song, the names whispered over you long before you understood their weight. This section is an excavation, a careful unearthing of the stories that live inside you, the ones stitched into your lineage without your permission. Here, prayer is not a ritual but a memory, a pulse, a bruise that has survived generations. These poems ask what it means to hold a history that both strengthens and burdens you, and whether remembering is an act of devotion or rebellion. In these pages, you return to the beginning, not to find answers, but to hear the echoes of the voices that made you.

Drum Sounds

I feel it before I see it.

A pulse, a tremor,

the low hum that rises

from the soles of my feet

to the tips of my fingertips.

It is mine.

It is insistent.

It is unapologetic.

My body moves like music:

hips, chest, shoulders, arms,

a symphony of curves

answering a rhythm only I can hear.

Every glance I catch in the mirror

is a drumbeat calling me home,

reminding me that pleasure is not sin,

that desire is not shame.

I trace the lines of my body with intent,

learning the language of my own skin.

The hum of my breath

joins the low cadence of my heartbeat

and together they speak in a voice

no one can take from me.

Sensuality is more than touch.

It is sway, it is sway, it is stance.

It is the lift of my chin,

the curve of my lips,

the quiet fire behind my eyes.

I own it.

I claim it.

I do not apologize for it.

And when the world expects meekness,

I drum louder.

I let the sound echo in rooms,

on streets,

through the space between bodies and hearts.

The rhythm says:

I am here.

I am mine.

I am enough.

I move in cadence with ancestors,

with music, with laughter, with love,

and I know:

my body keeps the songs,

my heartbeat writes the verses,

and my presence

is a drum sound

that no one can silence.

––––––––
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Collard Greens

The smell hits first.

A swirl of garlic, onion, smoke, and spice

curling through the kitchen,

sliding down the hallway,

nudging me awake

before my feet even touch the floor.

We are laughing before the pot even simmers.

The kind of laughter that bounces off walls,

that rattles the windows,

that makes the floorboards tremble just enough

to feel like the house is dancing with us.

Grandma stirs with a wooden spoon

that has stories carved into every nick.

Uncles tell jokes only we understand,

inside jokes passed like secret currency,

handed from cousin to cousin,

then carried home in memories that stick

like rice to the bottom of the pot.

Church hats line the doorway,

prayers and songs still hanging in the air

like smoke from the stove.

And when someone turns on an old record,

the living room becomes a ballroom,

the air thick with rhythm and history,

and we sway,

each of us a note in a song

we don’t have to name.

I taste the collard greens and hear the past,

feel the present,

and know the joy will outlast us.

Even the simplest things,

a burnt leaf at the bottom of the pot,

a spilled spoon,

a snicker from the corner of the room-

hold more magic than I can explain.

This is Black life.

It is food and laughter,

warmth and patience,

rhythm and family.

It is ordinary,

and yet it carries the extraordinary

in every bite,

in every hum,

in every glance we exchange

and understand without speaking.

Doused in Blue Magic

The jar sits heavy in my hands,

its white lid worn smooth

from generations of fingers

that have touched it,

pressed it,

blessed it.

I unscrew it,

and the smell rises:

sweet, strong, familiar-

a perfume of patience,

of early mornings and late nights,

of hands that loved

before the world knew my name.

My mother’s fingers move over my scalp,

massaging, twisting, coaxing life into my curls.

The scent curls around me,

settling into my hair, my clothes, my skin,

a shield and a lullaby all at once.

There is comfort here,

in the smell, in the ritual, in the touch.

It is a map of who came before me,
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