
Blockly Jams as always :)
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LOCAL AND BLACK OWNED W/ IG HANDLES ! 
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Contact Misbah Lakhani m_lakhani@cc.edu to  be
featured/ highlight something  on campus! 

C r e o l e  R o o t s !  ( F o o d  T r u c k )
 @ c r e o l e r o o t s h o m e g r o w n
M a c t o r y  ( 1 2 5  n o r t h  S p r u c e  S t r e e t )
@ m a c t o r y c s
L u c h a l ' s  ( f o o d  t r u c k  &  i n s i d e  C O A T I )
@ e a t l u c h a l s  
R u n a w a y  B a k e  S h o p  ( p o p  u p  a n d  c u s t o m )
@ r u n a w a y b a k e s h o p  

P O E T R Y  7 1 9  ( W E  D O  S T U F F ! ! ! ! )  @ p o e t r y 7 1 9 c o s
L i l '  m i s s  s t o r y  h o u r  @ l i l m i s s s t o r y h o u r
M o m o  ( a r t i s t ! )  @ m o m o x o a r t
C u l t i v a t i n g  L u m i n e s c e n c e  ( c a n d l e s ,  t a r o t  a n d  m o r e ! )
@ c u l t i v a t i n g l u m i n e s c e n c e  
V i n y l  &  P a t t i e s  ( D J  D u o  +  V i n t a g e  &  V i n y l  c u r a t o r )
@ v i n y l a n d p a t t i e s

Local Author Spotlight
Bare.Boned.Naked
Written by Anonymous  
 
Dear Diary, 
Bittersweet candy melting on my tongue- 
Tasting of dark chocolate
and sweet dreams.
I am NOW free.
 
As the candle flame dances.
And Babies laugh. 
And Grandma stirs her couldrine in the yard.
My spine is now exposed.
Whispering all my secrets.
Just as gold drips from the side of each set of lip(s)
 
Yet, I am reborn, again. 
Whole, again.
A sense of stability that I never had,
One I have always yawned for.
Yet, never given.
But now I can begin to embody- 
 
As my body dances with the wind.
I am alive.
 
Dear Diary, 
I loved myself once or so I thought.
However, It was not until I saw GOD.
Their skin resembling moist mud-
Their eyes resembling the reflection of the universe,
Both vast and dark with trickles of life
 
But yet somehow,
I found myself serving pieces of my heart on a
copper platter.
For all to indulge, but never revived. 
I was never helpless, just too strong.
Dear Diary
If I asked them to change my shape-
Would they? 
If they molded me.
And smashed me-
Would have heart break surface and stain their
hands.
Or would it be my anger that slowly melts from
the heat of their palms-
Onto my surface.
Fold me in half four times-
That shape was the change.
 
So Diary-
 I find myself writing this.
And Depression, I write this to you - for me.
I am choosing to invite honey dew sweetness in
my life, 
Because as your bone cracking redemption
marinates in my heart-
I found grace.
 
Dear Diary,
From here,  
I shall embody the many fractures,
that I have experienced in my journey with you-
with pride.
Until next time,
I thank you.

Buy Your Books at a Black  Owned
Bookstore n Denver


