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DEDICATION

Rest in eternal peace Ma, I got this.

In loving memory of another wildflower, J.C.
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I. GROWIN’ WILD

B

I was once a rose
That had yet to fully bloom
My life’s unfolding

~Haiku No. 1
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WILDFLOWER
(a collaborative piece with AmiriAmani Hafks)

[Monalisa]

I'am a flower

that has not yet bloomed
Now this is my life

and it's starting to unfold

Seems I've had plenty of time
to take in the sunshine,

to grow from the rain,

to develop within fertile ground

Inside of me is a rare fragrance, sweet and captivating
Inside of my enclosures are colors and beauty that my outer beauty hints to

This nectar will produce honey that is healing to the world

But the world may never know
I may never come to realize

I fear someone may come along and cut my lifeline short
Or that no one dares nor cates to come close due to these thorns stickin’ outta me
Or that I never fully bloom therefore I'm overlooked and eventually wither and

die

My life is unfolding. ..

[AmiriAmani Haki]

...I'seen her from a distance
Thorny, but distinctive in nature
Everyone walked by her
Trampled over her

Never noticing her beauty

From afar
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I pushed through the crowds

To get to her

Before another step possibly destroyed her
I grabbed her

I admired her

Protected her

While others ridiculed me

I took her home

Gave her love

Replanted her in better soil
Watered her

Dreaming of her beauty

Patiently, I awaited her resurrection

One day I awakened

Noticing that she rose

Her color had bloomed

Her stem became strong

Her Horticulturalist became ill

No longer being able to take care of her
He died

She died

Good-bye Wildflower
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It’s
MUSIC

I’m makin’ love to tonite

Not U

U stand before me,
Eyes wide and poppin’
Apparently, hot in the pants

But it’s
MUSIC
I'm flirtin’ with

See my hips sway?

That’s for
MUSIC

No need to come much closer
Music and I need space to get our groove on
As only we know how to do it

I dance for

MUSIC
As if no one else is watchin’
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TAKE A SIP

Often times,
I prepare my love a nice meal

From sunup to sundown,
I am busy readyin’ this meal

For my love

But oh no, not tonight!
You shall not even sip the nectar

“Well,” I hear you say
"I'm not hungry anyhow"

But you shall be sooner or hopefully not too late for you

“Well,” I hear you say
"T'll eat elsewhere"

Though you know nothin’ compares to my soul food
And only I know exactly how you like it
It'll be salty when it should be sweet...

And for that
You definitely shall not eat tonight! Oh nol!

"Don't play games" I hear you say

Well, I don't want to play games with you
But I refuse to be the only one gettin’ played!

So tonight, instead of gettin’ hot & bothered preparin’ your meal...
I think I'll soak in bath water of sweet scents
And you will probably come along, stomach still a growlin’ and wishin’ to at least sip my

bath water

But oh no, you shall not eat tonight!
You shall not even take a sip!
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THE CLEANSING

begins with me
the cleansing begins
alone in my sanctuary

it is my safe place
where i can peel off the facade and stand naked before me

1 can smell the world
that must have crept through my clothing and penetrated my skin

so, 1 light the scented candle then another and another and i burn the stick of myrrh
justin case

and the cleansing begins
but there is still much more that needs to be done
i see the stains on my face where i cried, where mysterious lips left their mark

isee the blood on my hands and the shit on my feet, where i tread barefoot as if i
were free to do so

s0, 1 run the water and prepare the solution

iturn on someone else's thoughts so that i can discard my own
sad, misled, confused, weary thoughts

and the melody saves me from myself

and the cleansing has begun

and i'm no longer ashamed nor disappointed

looking at myself sitting there with all....... sofrts....... of....... potential

1am singing along now

thank God for music!
i'm being saved
iam saving myself

iinhale deeply now and feel the warmth of my breath
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the warmth of life; that was once cold

1want to scrub so hard that i erase the filthy past

but i find that the stains remove easier when 1 take the care that i so wanted others to
take with me

and it feels good to be touched this way!
i am smiling now; the cleansing has surely begun

but i can't stay here forever; but i can stay awhile longer
so,ido

and the candles are still burning, though the myrrh has run out
but i'm no longer afraid and no longer need its protection

i feel safe here
i feel loved here

i'm almost looking forward to going back out and getting a little dirty again

and i know the time has come

so, i release

and watch my pain go down the drain

followed by my fears and all the lies and all the confusion and all the disappointment
'til nothing is left but me

and i say a silent prayer for strength and protection when i grow weak
for knowledge and understanding when i am wrong ot just don't know
for life and love and everything else to get me through

and 1 give thanks for my sanctuary

as 1 step back out

into the world
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