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“What are you really scared of
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A quiet fear of shrinking — of
existing safely, invisibly, until the
safety begins to choke you.
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Beige. ;

Rough like a healing scab. It scrapes
— dry, dull, like sandpaper on skin.

|
‘\
tobeys.
Unremarkable. E
lt lives quietly within the lines.
Unthreatening.

Just there,

It doesn’t demand attention.
It doesn't take up space.
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The fear of not
belonging'in a
white world.




Ivory.

Everywhere | go.
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silhouette.
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rrender to numness — DOt
s, but peace — and the fear of

% to stop fecling.
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The fear of becoming what you
hate — angeh cruelty, and
accepting that even monsters
are sometimes just girls
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A Final Note

This is a book about fear, after all. It's my attempt
to face the very thing that holds me back: my
own expectations. Working within the context
of horror, I came to understand how Black women are
rarely allowed to exist introspectively within the genre.
Instead, we are often reduced to stereotypes or func-
tional roles. But horror is so much more than just a
cheap thrill or a fleeting scare—it is a “What are you
really scared of? space for self-examination, framed
within the fantastical. And Black women deserve to
experience the same level of introspective power and
humanity within this genre.

Inspired by my own fears and the voices of other young
Black girls I've had the privilege of speaking with, this
project seeks to uncover the layers of fear we carry and
explore where they originate. Rarely do we fear physical
harm Or external threats. Our fears are often psycho-
logical-—-sometimes even self-imposed. The biggest,
baddest monster? It exists within.

Fin.

This collection of poems explores the emotional fears
that many of us—particularly Black girls—grapple with
daily- Using color as a metaphor, it takes you on a jour-

through honesty, self-reckoning, and reclamation.
ney the way, it invites you to ask yourself the ques-
Aloﬂ“what are you really scared of?”.

tion:
te alot of this by hand, and included any and all
I Vf""ikes By embracing the imperfection of my hand-
mn.st. I allowed myself to break free from the fear

writing nd perfectionism. In doing so, I was able to

jlure @ w
of :Z:Lusomething honest. “What are you really scared
cr
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