
They praise my blossoms in borrowed light,

learn the names of my flowers, not my roots.

So when autumn empties my hands,

they panic at what remains 

when the petals fall.

Stripped bare, I stand for all to see: 

bent branches, bark carved by time,

a two-masked face, a double-tongued mouth,

inheritance written into my skin.

 

Two flags pulse through my blood,

two anthems learned at different tables. 

My history lives in habits and silences, 

in what we kept,

and what we were forced to leave.

My roots live in what I carry quietly:

memory, resilience, unfinished grief.

They are the reason

I still stand here-

even without the flowers.
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