Ginkgo
Light pierced the everyday.

Tiny fracturings

parted the boundaries

of being

and reality was sundered
sullied by distant cheering.

A wind

with a sound like a snarl

snatched everything up and hurled it
into the fallout

shock at what had been wrought.

The world rumbled and ripped
into hell, but my mother

grown tall and sunk deep, held on.
The day slowed into silence.

This is the story | carry.

My mother lost the softest parts of herself
grew hollow with grief.
but seas of fire couldn’t stop me.

In a still land, arid with the dust of bones
| pulsed within her skeletal silhouette.
Throbbing with life, | pushed

through shards of glass.

and was birthed into a land set in scars
veined by rivers heavy

with the red glut of death

the filmy poison of black rains

that quenched no thirst.

| was born a green speck
in a scorched landscape
bright against shadow-seared walls.

My body is a gift

for those who refuse to forget.
A thorn in the fingertip

of hungry ghosts

who’d burn us all.

Fire is not deterred by fire
it is suffocated by ash
by boundaries drawn in breath.

We're getting to know each other,
Reforging those bonds broken
in days when clear skies were a curse.

| grow so that birds will perch on my limbs
flown to me on wings of prayer.

If hope is the thing with feathers

I am where she roosts.

My years circle out

ripple across oceans.

| was born on a dark mound of thousands
but our legacy is green.

Grow tall, grow deep.
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