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Roots at Sunrise

I

At the edge of the field where the wind wakes early,

I press my palm to the soil and listen.

The ground knows the old songs.

They move like water through stone,

like breath through a sleeping animal,

like the hush before a prayer that never ends.

I tell the earth my name, the one I carry now,

and the other names I have worn like coats in the rain.

The soil says nothing back, and yet I hear it,

the slow revolving grammar of beginnings,

the little drums of seeds knocking in their shells,

the hidden grammar of the mycelial handwriting.

It is morning, and the sky rearranges itself

to fit inside my chest.

Somewhere a gate opens because light asked it to.

Somewhere a shadow loosens and goes out to pasture.

I stand there and I feel the buried grammar

write me down as one more sentence of root and reach.

II

My roots go back to her lovers’ time,

to the hush of a window when two voices braid,

to the balcony where moonlight learned their names,

to a crossing of roads under cedar and sparrow,

to the kitchen where an apricot split like a secret,

to the letter folded three times, never mailed,

to the station platform where smoke made promises,

to the path along the river where the ground remembers feet.

My roots go back to her lover’s time like a beautiful sunrise—

not the loudest dawn, but the kind that listens first,

pink as a promise kept, gold as a whispered vow.

Every morning repeats the first morning

if you know where to stand.

Every vow repeats the first vow

if you hold it in your mouth long enough to taste the salt.

III

In the small tin box my grandmother kept thread,

thimbles, buttons that fell like dull moons

through the years of laundry and laughter.

She kept, too, a Photograph of a man by a river,

hat tipped, the water making a language at his ankles.

On the back, a date, an initial, a little pollen of pencil.

She never said his name, only “ah, that summer,”

and went on kneading bread until the table smelled like home.

Bread, river, hat, button, thread—

I learned history as a handful of nouns

you could put on a table and pass around like bread.

Some nouns were heavy.

Some nouns went missing and took a room of silence with them.

But even the missing had weight,

like a bowl you keep setting at an empty place.

IV

I do not know who first said love out loud

in this line of people whose mouths are mine,

but I know their lips must have trembled

the way the birch leaves tremble when dawn tests them.

I know a hand reached for another hand

and a door leaned back on its hinges to listen.

I know a wrist lit by the match-tip of a glance.

I know a river took notes in ripples.

I know a name was almost spoken and instead became a psalm.

I know because when I stand in the morning,

I feel a tremor along the scaffolding of my bones,

not fear, not cold, but the inherited quickening

of moments that refused to die.

What else is lineage, if not the courage

that keeps repeating itself until it becomes a sky?

V

My roots go back to her lovers’ time,

to a field borrowed from geese and thunder,

to a threshold swept with lavender and rain,

to a blue dress hanging from a nail in the barn,

to the borrowed gramophone in a cousin’s parlor,

to peach pits in a jar, to the sound of fences mending themselves.

If I close my eyes, I can smell their nearness:

iron of a key on a string under a blouse,

ink drying like a small lake on an envelope,

wool on a chair that keeps the shape of a shoulder,

cinnamon cracked under the heel of a palm.

They are not ghosts, they are currencies of light.

I spend them every morning when the sun opens its till.

And the day gives me change in the form of sparrows.

VI

It is not only romance that built me,

but the way the unromantic hours—

sweeping a stoop, boiling jars, mending hems,

walking back from the well with a quiet spine—

kept time like percussion for the melody of their vows.

If you think love is only the violin,

you have not listened to the pot of beans

tracking the minutes in warm syllables,

or the broom rehearsing the same line until it glows,

or the door closing softly so sleep can finish its sentence.

My roots go back to labor’s secret tenderness—

to the hand that wrings water from a cloth

and touches a forehead to see if fever has loosened,

to the shoulder that learns a baby’s weeping map,

to the feet that come home, always,

no matter how far the day strays.

VII

She had lovers’ time the way an orchard has seasons—

not possession but a choreography she learned by heart.

Not conquest, but the exactness of ripening.

This is how she taught the dawn to speak to me:

“Stand still and let the light find your honest corners.”

She taught the dusk as well:

“Not all endings are loss; some are doors that prefer twilight.”

In her lovers’ time there were precincts of laughter

and wards where silence did its fine work.

There were calendars of blackberry stains and pencil-ticks,

a ledger where kindness balanced debts.

When I wondered where I began,

she folded a cloth and said, “Here.”

When I asked about the future,

she sliced an orange and handed me one half:

“Share what sweetness you have, and see who comes closer.”

VIII

My roots go back through salt and silt,

past the cough of trains and the ache of borders,

through the petition of church bells

and the indifference of weather.

I carry in my blood a treaty with distance—

that measured reach toward another person’s heat.

Some mornings I recite the names of towns

that once fit in a pocket and now live only as vowels:

Kresno. Bellwether. Azucena.

They are beads I thumb in prayer for the unnamed.

I recite the craft of their survival:

how to keep soup warm for the late comer,

how to count the beans twice then trust the hunger,

how to hide coins for a ferry inside the hem of a coat,

how to smile like a window in rain.

I am a province of all that practice.

IX

There were letters, yes, but also the letter that was never sent,

the one with a pressed marigold that turned to dust

as the paper aged into a pale geography.

It is easy to worship what arrives.

Harder to honor what stayed behind to keep the lamp lit.

She had a lover once who carried storms in his pocket;

he left and left and somehow leaving was a way of staying—

a pattern that taught her the price of departure.

Later, another came with the quiet hands of a bookbinder.

He did not promise the moon; he mended the spine of days.

Between the two, I learned a necessary arithmetic:

thunder gives story; tending gives structure.

My roots share both: the rumor of lightning,

and the patient glue that keeps a life from unthreading.

X

Like a beautiful sunrise, she said, that’s how love returns.

Not to erase the night, but to read it better.

Not to blind, but to show the lay of the land:

the river’s hesitant S, the bruise of a distant hill,

the birds stitching their day together with thread they pull

from breath itself.

And when the sun comes, every flaw becomes a note,

every crack in the wall plays a little flute of light.

Even the dust learns to dance in the slow parade of beams.

A sunrise is not a crown; it is a curriculum.

I enrolled long before I knew there was a school.

They handed me a desk carved with initials,

a window that stuck in humid weather,

a yard where the clover kept small secrets,

and told me to learn the alphabet of patience.

XI

I have tried to uproot myself.

I have tried to trade my name for a fresher one,

my house for a wandering wind,

my inheritance for a quick applause.

But at every border, a bird I cannot see

calls me by a syllable I cannot refuse.

At every station, a smell like bread returns my feet to me.

At every party, the laughter contains the same door,

and when I open it, there is the same kitchen,

the same pot humming its slow hallelujah,

the same window waiting for a face to recognize it.

The map pretends to be large,

but inside the map is a smaller room

where my oldest questions are still warm.

The key is still under the mat.

The mat still says welcome in a language of straw.

XII

My roots go back to her lovers’ time like a beautiful sunrise.

Say it again; the sentence keeps ripening.

Each time I speak it, the light rearranges

the angles of the chairs in the mind’s small chapel.

Each time, another shadow decides to become a road.

I test the words with my teeth like a baker tests a loaf.

Crust, crumb, heat—yes, it is ready; yes, it can feed us.

And when I share it, someone at the edge of hearing

turns toward the sound and remembers their own field,

their own morning, their own two hands learning a new shape.

We are not alone in our root-work.

We kneel together, palms down in the same hymn of soil.

We rise together, dusted with the same bread of beginnings.

XIII

What precisely are roots?

Not only what goes downward,

but what knows how to stay when the sky invents departures.

Not only the holdfast, but the hymn-fast—

those phrases that keep us from falling through speech.

Root is route when the mouth is tired.

Root is ruth when the heart remembers mercy.

Root is rote when practice becomes a form of prayer.

I learned these among her things:

a comb with missing teeth that still gentled a child’s hair,

a glass jar labeled “string” that held small salvations,

two candles saved for storms, never lit and yet they shone,

a book of psalms with margins full of grocery lists,

a tin of ashes kept not for sorrow but for pears:

rub a little on the skin and it glosses like a kept promise.

XIV

There were days when even the sunrise arrived late,

pulled over by fog, questioned by cold.

On those mornings, she would light a small flame in a cup

and set it near the sink where the day always began.

“Borrow from this,” she’d say,

and I would take a little courage and warm my name with it.

Borrow became a sacrament.

We borrowed sugar from the next-door laugh,

flour from the aunt who collected recipes like stamps,

faith from the neighbor who sang off-key and loud,

time from the bus that always, always paused for that child.

Everything we owed we paid back in presence.

Presence was the only currency that rarely failed.

When it did fail, we forgave the debt with a cake and a walk.

This is how a city is made of villages no one mapped.

XV

She told me once,

“Do not mistake endurance for silence.

This root speaks, but not in the language of thunder.”

I listened, and I heard:

the long grammar of rings in the trunk of a maple,

the treaty the fence post signs with winter,

the vow the kettle renews when it starts to sing,

the hush that teaches the baby what a room can hold.

These were her lovers’ time—the hours that polish the ordinary

until it throws a little heaven onto our faces.

And yes, there was the other kind of hour,

when breath runs and pulse keeps its own weather,

when the window fogs with the nearness of two people

inventing a new alphabet from skin and trust.

But even those hours asked for a sunrise after,

so someone could see the room they had changed.

XVI

I think of all the hands that learned my future by touch:

the midwife who read the river under my fontanelle,

the friend who pressed my shoulder before I knew I needed it,

the stranger who handed back the glove I dropped,

the lover who found the knot in my back and untied a decade.

Hands are roots when they remember how to stay.

Hands are sunrise when they learn how to open.

I write this with ten small suns,

each with its own horizon of bone,

and the page keeps becoming morning wherever I touch it.

If a word blooms here, thank the knuckles,

thank the wrists that held buckets and books,

thank the elbows that built kitchens out of scarcity,

thank the shoulders that carried names across rivers,

thank the spine that said yes to the weight of love.

XVII

There were wars in the air that never made the papers,

and yet the curtains knew, and the dog, and the bread.

There were treaties signed at the kitchen table

with tea and a folded napkin and no lawyer.
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