f 11 - 1
Mootvd "Tnilialion
When mothers are lowered, daughters
break out of DOXes, unbossed Dy

fhe minutia that Comes with breathing.

Vou saw it happen, see '\
furrowed brow, the ‘evised way she leans

in g doorway, across a kitchen counter.

Her mother has gone there. dragging her
into a new here. This missing flares. Gone
s the banter of carefree homegirls

2 deeper cadence reigns—tnat grown
alto, mama
heavy on hertongue, loud and loving

'\ her mind, in lucid dreams.
Heiress to her mnother's wellspring and

might,
she fina

ly gets what humph really means.

When mothers are planted,
daughters begin a furious blooming
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FOM TAYLOR JORNSON S
NERATION”

THE PROBLEM WITH LANGUAGE

(s THE PROBLEM WITH HISTORY. &
[ WA GIVEN WHAT T DIDN'T ASK FORY

SIMPLE.
50 T OPENED THE WINDOWS—

BORED WITH THE VESTIGIAL (ONCERN
10 SING WHAT MY GHOSTS COU ON'T.
1'M EASING YOUR YOKE

SINGING LIKE THD.
THE ATR 15 POPULATED, YD),
AND 50 1 MY ONE NAME.

¢
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erellies f Aigas, -

S€5

woman, & Harret Tubman, standing
between the ocear Sprays
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from Xandria phillips .

when we carried Uhe ocean over and over itpelf we / o/ 1
f}wu?htmare/ of the places we by S

Cefb/f/mﬂf/w/xaa&we/wwlq’ o
/auuawl mf,tenteef/v { r

ecome | we

Fom we | heady and we did go
wibhoub medicine | and we did go

anyway. |

when we carried Uhe ocean Lo we god and clatted / N
regidenceg | we < v ‘
places rowed in ;,mg,alar flora '

/ we dealh hulg | we gold into-
ghacks- / we leliglered dreams:

we /[ M‘MW/ we gilver
i/

and china confinemen

we hol blank gpeech |

¢
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Jnd o black givt 18 sTanding on t over & viver vocking.

i debonke 1w Thug-among: u$, not
o ruSh gang, not & Flower epotched from Sidewalks,

dhieh font breaking in voof. Nothing

ot wntehing Through windows. The black mendow

Pov Jewel$, 1
ient Snigev 9quo\JfﬁV\gv. cheapening the Pield reek, :

eyesore ohtTl drving down |
bhe Sound. of $Tream dvivebs: T he wood N

o o eager, & Negus aomong w, & ey like eagle,

» broun SlahTing, vaet s43Tem anthered in grov
ed. S IT with .

oo $tretch of Wight.

of curl, of amassed vein fe
The wood i§ o fonleom, & ¢







Voice bzte shar er than i tho%ﬁ it ever Would e

amd
aroumaf% ny white ersom even a bog seyes ug out,
/’?SJ&IV\) voa/ajf stay |

he stare at me, them he set

the far corner 0 the raft for Tiyteen minutes. e
\/6% {ecome ac{slow r%[ou{h #isz;er ]g apo[ogizimg J
et my breath out. | ater he as V\?hg

an in the ng /aeep beating it

/HL zet rea[ qu yiet W em
now want attention.

didn't beat a tin
till we ound eac other.

as/& how many mm\/mgs

Furious ﬂov\)er 5eedzm the p
oetry fl

Future g( frzcan Amerzmm



That We Wont Survwe This"

onds; | make a silly face to brealk the gravity.
d we're flying. Herarmy <tretch across the sky
ks and browns.

Time loses sec

| pick her u? an
\With crayola lines of fleshy pin

Her learning ancient colored girl chants
Let's get the rhythm of the hot dog

The air thins, my thoughts lift me to outer space,

| don't worry
thing to the g0ds

| mouth some
And |l don't think for a second that we won't survive this.




And the Ferris wheel,
whose narrow, paint-cracked seats

ke turns reeling above the tangle of
(UeUEs.

Through the window blows
the sell of roasting meat;

we think of the black mother,

the black son,
the charred turkey leg.

We look down at our hlack hands
and laugh uncomfortably.

Furious Flower: Seeding the
Future of African American Poetry
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grom Remioa ﬁimgham—?isher’s
“fish Try’

My tamily sat around a table
sharing {ried fish and a bushel
of June's first orabs,

all female and tender.
| ate ouly legs, watohing one uole
break back upon back with his Teet h

not stopping for claw or eqq or eye.

(]

Ovie by ove | counted, the Trawsgresseol
and Transgressors, the mew, |au9hiv1g
ohimim‘, Un=huh, that’s right
avid all the empty shells of women—
heads down, eyes Tame as Those
i our hands.
Turious flower: Seedwg 1 he >
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grom Teri Ellen (ross Davis
" uckle Heod’

My son cannof continue tinis poth.
Block boys cant o5 cortrol af 2\
They dont gef do-overs.

Co | let nim flal oboutr NOW,
let \nim run neadfirst info the woll

learn now unyielding perceptions con be.

3, even 4b.

Bear fhe bruising NOW,
pefore Ine grows, enfers a world
oo eager to spll e blood, foo blind o lhow red t 15

¢
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“CHLF-JokTANT WTH No LA

i come grom two failed countries

% i give them back pledge
order

alle(tawoe t0 1o lavd no
out by oroe To draw blood i pledgye

allegiance 1o Vo govermmevﬂ no
colloction of white mew carving up
the map with their pevs

i choose the Table at T he wayile house

with all my loved ovies orowded
into The booth. i choose The shiving

dark o our faves Throu h a thiv sheet
o smoke glowing ark of our faces

dlick under layers of sweal i ohoose

the world we make with our living

regusing 10 be unmade by what surrounds
us i choose us gathered at The lakeside

the light glinting o4t the water & our

laughing Teeth ~ & along the iviw?
dark of our hair % this is my ovily country ‘

FUROUS FLOWER SEEDNA THEFUTUR oF__AFFl(AN AMERICAN PoETFY flo r




FROM DURIEL E. HARRIS

The body i 3 phrase | repeat, 3 yibration | reCover TTom

silence. In the absente of HH!H\[I\'{, | invent from

fra&ment_s 3 garment with which 0 cloah the
pody. It is a falr sqistitute. 2 bind of shin: pUaDIE

F durable, imouing the Dody with superlative
resilience.

In this instance, for these purposes, the body I the selr.
Like water and space, £ne self pists throughout

the body. proprioception-Deneath the level of

cansciousness-alows for the projection of the
seif beyond the body t0 the extent that | Imaglne

mysa\f ithouE substance, moving in the a0SEnCE
of Tash, unencomered, untechered, ImpErviosa

to pain.

In the narrative | inherited, the girl body i5 Synonymous
with pain, 1t form dictates function & Trom
engendering through decling it seizes in I8
constraints. Despite age, wistom, intellect or
skill, S0e 15 d %\r\: 3 oty refashioned in language g

g serye, fixed in injury t0 compel yielding. us
" FURIOUS FLOWER: SEEDING THE FUTURE OF AFRIGAN AMERIGAN POETRY fl() T
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from Darrel A/ejomalro Holnes |
Bread Pualaling (randmamma

0ur hands mush together our pains with
3 few grains of salt for style she says, With

a few slices of DUTEer, the secret to life
T each mixing bowl.

'm the darling grandchild
her favarife, | Delieve.

At school there is trouble |
2nd medication for heris eXPENSIVE,

<0 we make bread, bake bread, ,
the sweet kind to satisty our appetite

She digs from the bottom of ajar for
fruits soaked In wine—

Only the Dest ones.
We add this last.

This is what give it that taste man,
any liquor s al right.

She talks, | smile.
Fighty-Six years old,

| bet\)'\etvether o\d handg gnd weﬁak eyes
Jt strong legs and big SMile. f .
Fu+w:e o_f African American Poeery_ flO
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Praise mothers. Praise us all Lesbiav. Queer. Bi. Traws. Questiovivng wormen.

Praise how we nurfure,
Praise women who keep

Praise my svared little girl self

Praise her memories.
Praise Mama's sadvess.

Praise Marmas who sometines waut out of the world and away grom their children
Praise Mamas whose sadviess swallows a whole childhood.

when The rest of the world pushes us downt
rising to the 10p.

Praise a child’s ability 1o survive. {'

Praise my inver strength |
raise thiat smart, congident persiv that breathes i my skin f’

)

Love her whew she's bold

Traise all the marches |

and then agaw, when she’s scared.

ve been in.

Praise the call for justice for black boys avd grls everywlere.
Draise all the people That will continue to march for justice. whew | oan't anymore.
Traise my weary {eet. et thet davice Tonighit remertbering all that love. ATl that love.

Furious Flower: Seeding the Future of Alrican American Poelry flO
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from Jacqueline Jones Lamon's
"We Put So Much Faith in the Power of Doors”

m but we'd heard it before—

Yes, we heard it would stor
d board up our windows,

how we should buy water an
test out our flashlights, and stock up on gas.

What is it you need when you're fleeing your home?
and frantic, in need of clean clothes?

When you're hungr
borhood's empty and they've shut

When the neigh
missed in the darkening

down one brid?(e, toll takers dis
swirl? You pack up the puppies. You water
your plants. Throw clothes in a sultcase. Drive away . . -

Furious Flower: Seeding the
Future of African American Poetry




0 | i birds could intuit our stor
%me W—bmmM
they

hor the, trees are tinder

and the earth groys oves

ahove G deati

mare's mane blocks tne st

that sears still i orange glow

how terrible the ps o eolors ab sunset
how terrible W@m%gw%bwtgy




from Clint Smith's
ck boy”

but you

youre lucky if they let you live that long
t could teach you SOmME things you know

have been playing this game sInce before

ou knew what breath was

this here is prehistoric
why you think we fly?

why you think we roll in packs?
the fun of it?

you think these swarms are for N
L would tell you that you don't roll deep enough

but every time you swarm they shoot

get you some wings son
get you some wings

of African American Poetry
e :
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from Tara Betts
»Another Clearing of the Land™
Epitaph for Hadiyah Pendleton

Who was she?
One in school, & fwo not, & all
Black South Side teens
with noHﬂing in common but a Ioaineal echo
for a future:
olescenalamLs of migmMs & hustlers & . .-
one reca”eal as an honor s+ualen+,
sm(Hy sa ing slogoms againmL gunfire
e % ¢ shreet light
at goes on popping @ street lignTs
of su fused ﬁaff &gscreeching ;evLaways

In what is not q/uhLe pursui .

What | hate, what |

will forever hate, is how she fades with every
0/0:9 from numbness, from

an emPaH') undone, not bound fo anyone,
the swifT, ruthless slap casual

ds someone swiping a bus pass,

for this is what Death wamLeali

Furious Flower: Seeding the Future of African American Poetry flO
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from Reginald Dwayne Betts
"Ni.ght"

Furious Flower: Seeding the

Future of African__American_Poetrg



from gamantha Thornhill's
'Bring Back

Bring back the milk cartons;
air brush them with brown girls

Bring back our girls
with invisible skins.

Bring back our lost in the sauce,
the done up and dressed down,

ound the way girls from Nigeria,

our ar
Africa and the Bronx,

Atlanta, South

dredge them up from swamps
on the hills of capitals.




wish you the ability T0 bear ovly black grui

wish you ovﬂP SOVIS
wish Them black

spilled ¢rom your loins -
| wish you code words ike: iwwter city urban hip—top_ ¥

| wish you Paltimore, DO. Newark, Philly, terguson <& ¢ NN
Charlestown, Gharlotte. and Greewville and so o .. o~
| wish uour Sons lomngaIks home |
through white veigf ors yards
wish he veighibors ourfaws peek opev
wish they call the c0ps

live ovt The lip of This Terror

wish you that you live your
wish you dreamiig 0f ways To whisper profeotiov

(1 gour SONS ears

Turious Hower: Seedivng the ”

future of fgricav u‘\@erioaw Yoetry ﬂO ug



ICHEAUX'S
VER"

FROM DANTE M
"DEW-DR!

In my mind, | taste the sweet dew untouched

by morning light, but my eyes see only blood

on the leaves of the rock-fig tree—

bright birds, shot from the sk, caughtinits branches.
\Where is the paradise of my naked boyhood S
and the fireflies that nibbled at my lobes ™~
like the gold of mother's earbobs?

Ghosts have long been here, but not longer than the beetle,
yet they cast pale shadows ON ancient dark land,

preying on hospitalities of people long bared to the world's disdain
siblings of the leafcutter, children of the dirt.

FURIOUS FLOWER: SEEDING THE FUTURE
OF AFRICAN AMERICAN E’OETRY




from Lynne Procope’s
"American Religion”

with their maker sit in—
| mean they resist

the urge to lower their eyes from seeking
h of them slips

just rewards and yet; €eac
in their meditation to questions unanswerable
by faith,

and if God replied,
seek me and you wild, yet definite, and
(must | mention) Black, you—
will find yourself staring back, the voice of God

reverberating in your head like sweet
madness, you Wil find a form of yourself.

A person capable of abiding in joy.
But here, the voice of God is a distraction

he statuary,
ity, the recoil snap

d to a flinching muscle
the rapid reports.

¢
Furious Flower: Seeding the furl

Future of African American Poetry flO

of a human turne
arching away from

ULS
r



from Q)ecloncic Robins
0 d

Not that I need reminding, buteven the trees, the trees!
Like giant awestruck afros grown in the laboratory
of a mad brother, the nerdy Nerudian of my dreams
who's somehow isolated the colors of all the saddest love songs

in the world—Baby, baby red and Please, please, please ]
yellow, yes, even the browns are talking to me, the greens ] ;
blue in this early autumni light that makes everything shout. - J .
And where's my hopeless agnostic when I need her,

i s St TULIQUS
Fitue of Gficen Clmeticen Podtuy flO r
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FRom NNOLI0N0DLSSO
Eiele Todi'S

“Crob0d WIORINUNG PLuLs
The, ocean had a lough

when i sow tine snore

| coid tne ocean hod o b big) lougn & o ¢
when i sow the Snore el \
t pronced on Uy fe, boardwalk .

ond pummeled Y front door

There's no taling to e water

fl of srengtn and soif
no, fhere’s NO borgining I fhe water

co Rl of sfrengtn ond Soif
i o Mama working o jobs
global Worming aint my faulf

¢
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ned fmgef&e/m&
WWt ingid
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£om L. Lamar Wilson's
R@SM"'F@C','IOH SMVIdOly

VIO'I' mangleo/ IIIQ@ ours, I
ee S

We WOH’l'I' a bOd
h
Hﬂaﬁoec OVI

we can IOV@ Wl'l' OM"' slﬂame
SO SVYlOlII IN I’HS bOdy ITS scars

stares & 20:5/03 | am l’le aloubleal in size
& solemn I clfnum | am an oceah

SO E e ideo's hustler must do

His left pec loromahshes a lion's paw
& skull-&- bones. broken lf)eamL heaves omLsmIe

l’!iS rlgl’l'l' WI'H’) eacl') IQISS our hea s swéll.

¢
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The playbill is shut and I'm thinking
of the book Octavia Butler never WrOte:
how it could begin with the death

of the last black man n the whole entire

world which is the name of the p\a¥
we are about 10 See. "The Death of the Last

Turious Flower: Seedig 16 UL
Tlture of Abrican Areriat i flO L




from F. Douglas Brown's

"Brown to Bowne : Douglass 10
Tubman Remix’

So let me bring the miolnsi%lfﬁ sley, io ‘H’)j silimL
ow me how devoTion

S'I'OH"S loeaﬂoox an I’NAVYI.

be a V'OI'H'IZ, be yOMF 'FF@@CJOWI 'FFOVYI 'H’)e 1L0n9ue.
ls and
Yes, we
bear

Heroism, all theirs, encoun+ereol ,oeri
lmm’sl')i s, a service for our PeOF e.

be the Iiving with 9remL Priwlege fo

and c[')aracher.
our worles,

regaral ‘(jOMF evergwag

Hruthful +rus+wor+lﬂé. [l 9a+lﬂer.”+te 90/0’, : )
will be your eares

%ou carry he gun. rowne,
rienol, and comPanion in

our eolole's +es+imon%|

l.evL Hﬂem run 'H’H"O(Alg

Ieaaling us, and | wil

this war.

Furious Flower: Seeding the
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