What Carries Us Forward

You are an ancestor who never sleeps.

One who can't be buried.

light pressed against darkness,

a constellation of proverbs,

a holy word calling us forward

You are choir and slow dance,

seeds blown and planted,

the harvest and the root,

The women who raised you saw it; first,
scriptures weaved across your palms,

proof that we are still in need of messengers

You who made magic from nothing,
Who came to mend the broken pieces

bless what you've passed on,
every word that blossomed from your hands,

placed flowers on top of pain, we could never reach

It is you who moved mountains, bent space and time,
you who said our bodies were more tenderness than battlefield

You who heard our cries and sent answers clear as midnight.

"words can heal what time can't; lay these poems across your body



until the beauty of all things Black lives inside your bones."



