
Lauren K. Alleyne was born and raised in 
the twin island nation of Trinidad and 
Tobago. She is the author of Difficult Fruit 
(Peepal Tree Press, 2014) and Honeyfish 
(New Issues (US) & Peepal Tree (UK), 
2019), which won the 2018 Green Rose 
Prize.  

Alleyne’s work is a poetics of witness: her 
poems are lyric and narrative movements 
toward clarity of vision. With careful 
attention, her poems reveal the connections 
between individuals and histories, bodies and 
spaces, emotions and actions. Within these 
connections, Alleyne also uncovers blank 
space: the things we are asked to ignore or do 
not allow ourselves to see. Addressing 
violence and loss,  Alleyne exposes social 
injustices and the veiled power structures that 
perpetuate them.  

“Lauren K. Alleyne says to all the black bodies slain by hatred and militarized fear, 
‘Nothing I say will save you, but how can I say nothing?’”  

-- Tracy K. Smith, Poet Laureate of the United States of America 

  An experienced educator, Alleyne 
has taught writing at all levels in a 
variety of settings—from the college 
classroom to detention centers—and 
has worked with organizations such as 
Women Writers in Bloom and The 
Gathering of Poets. Currently, Alleyne 
is Assistant Director of the Furious 
Flower Poetry Center, Editor-in-Chief 
of the online literary publication, The 
Fight and The Fiddle, and Associate 
Professor of English at James Madison 
University. 

Alleyne has presented her work throughout the United States and internationally at 
conferences and festivals, such as BOCAS Literary Festival (Trinidad), the Worlds 
Festival (UK), the Picador Reading Series (Germany), the Iowa and Wisconsin Book 
Festivals (US), among many others. Her poetry, fiction, and non-fiction have been 
widely published in venues such as The Atlantic, Ms. Muse, Women’s Studies Quarterly, 
Guernica, The Caribbean Writer, and she has contributed to several edited volumes 
including Resisting Arrest, Women of Resistance, and The Mighty Stream: Poems in 
Celebration of Martin Luther King. 

To book Lauren K. Alleyne for a reading, lecture, workshop, or 
manuscript consultation, email: Lauren.K.Alleyne@gmail.com. 
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Honeyfish examines the boundaries 
between flesh and earth, life and death, 
shoreline and sea. In this collection, 
Alleyne explores the constant and 
dynamic relationship between self and 
place, contemplating shifting cultural, 
sociopolitical, historical, and personal 
landscapes in search of solid ground.  

Honeyfish 

The catch is so fresh, each bite is blue— 
the sea still in it, and settling on your tongue 

like prayer. This is what it means to eat,  
you think, to abandon utensils for the grace 

of fingers, to hold flesh against flesh, 
hands slick with what will become 

inseparable from your own thrumming 
body. As a child, you loved fry dry, 

the small fish you ate whole, and imagined 
them swimming in you, your belly 

full as an ocean. Now you know better—  
that nothing consumed lives on as before. 

When the bone, thin as a wish, 
lodges itself in the pink flesh of your mouth, 

refuses offerings of bread or water,  
becomes an ache that will not be moved, 

you understand: this is what it means 
to be a body—that what is taken in 

takes root in ways beyond your choosing—  
a single bite and you carry the ocean in your throat. 
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“A stunning debut,” Difficult Fruit moves through	   fracture toward wholeness and 
transformation. Alleyne narrates and claims the fruit of her journey in a collection about 
self-knowledge—of fighting for and winning her personhood as a woman. Throughout 
the collection, poems titled after the speaker’s age both chronicle and disrupt time: they 
look back into the past to understand the present and find ways to move forward. 	  

Love In A Flat 
After Dean Young 

Dean told us a story about Coltrane: 
how one time in a recording, he hit 
a wrong note—a real clam.  
In the second take, he hit it again, 
this time harder, longer. 
The third time, it becomes the heart— 
the sound all the other notes wrap themselves around, 
a different understanding of the melody— 
the song beneath the song: the stubborn beat 
holding up the heaviness of flesh. 
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