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            She is not fragile.

She is a museum of endurance.

Every scar is a language.

Every silence is a history.

And still — after everything the world has asked her to carry —

she steps back into the light

as if she was never meant to break.
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Roots & Blood


Where we begin is never where we end.

But the beginning lives in us like stone lives in the earth —

patient, heavy, and older than anything that tried to move it.



Genesis, Revised

They told us the world began with a word.

But I think it began with a woman's breath

slow and certain in the dark,

her lungs learning the strange new grammar of air,

her hands already reaching

before she knew what reaching was.

Before there was language there was the body.

Before the body was named, it was already holy.

Before holiness was codified and distributed

in leather-bound volumes,

a woman knelt at the edge of a river

and called the water sacred

simply by cupping it in her palms.

Do not tell me we came from a rib.

I have felt my own ribs — they are not minor bones.

They are the architecture of breath itself.

They curve like the hull of a ship built for long water.

They know what it means to hold

the most vital thing

without letting go.

Tell me instead: what world begins without a woman at its center?

What fire starts without her tending?

What child is born without the long dark

of her body as country —

her blood as the first law,

her heartbeat as the original clock

against which all other time is measured?

I do not need a new mythology.

I only need you to read the old ones more carefully.

She is everywhere in them.

She was there first.

She has always been there.

Quiet does not mean absent.

Unnamed does not mean unknown.

· · ·

My Mother's Hands

My mother's hands are a country I grew up in.

Small, brown, perpetually damp from some task or other —

dishes, laundry, dough, the wrung-out cloth

pressed to my forehead when I had a fever.

I thought they were just hands.

I did not understand then

that I was watching an education.

Those hands have held grief the way most people hold keys —

always near,

always at the ready,

already familiar with every lock.

They have braided hair at five in the morning

when the house was still sleeping.

They have signed documents she could not fully read.

They have released things she loved

with the same steadiness

they used to pull weeds

from the garden in July.

I used to watch her work and think:

no one is watching.

No one is counting the hours or writing them down.

No one is building a monument.

And now I understand —

the monument is me.

The monument is every soft syllable

she pressed into my name

when I did not know I needed pressing.

I carry her hands in mine now.

The same knuckles. The same reaching.

The same impulse to smooth what is rough

and smooth what is already smooth

just in case.

When I reach for something I cannot quite name —

comfort, clarity, the right word in the dark —

I feel her there.

Not as ghost.

As blood.

She never told me she was strong.

She simply was.

That is the most brutal kind of instruction:

the kind given without announcement,

the kind you only recognize

looking back at the shape of yourself

and seeing the outline of another woman

pressed into you

like a fossil into stone.

· · ·

Inheritance

My grandmother left me no jewelry.

No land, no savings, nothing written in a will.

What she left was stranger and more useful:

the knowledge of how to stretch a pot of soup

three days past its end,

the knowledge of how to laugh

in the middle of something terrible

so the terrible does not win,

the knowledge of how to say nothing

in a voice that says everything.

She left me her stubbornness,

which is another word for faith.

She left me her silence at the dinner table

when men were speaking nonsense —

that particular quality of stillness

that is not agreement

but is a form of survival

that requires just as much strength

as argument.

She left me her hands,

via my mother,

via me —

three generations of the same gesture:

the palm pressed flat to a cheek

to check for fever,

to say I love you

without the risk of the words.

I have spent years trying to unlearn

what they call the old ways —

the smallness, the waiting,

the room always made for someone else.

But I am learning to separate the cage

from the bird that learned to sing inside it.

The song is not the cage.

The endurance is not the wound.

What she passed to me was not her suffering.

It was what she found at the bottom of the suffering

after everything else burned away:

the irreducible fact

of her own presence.

She was here.

She did not ask permission to be here.
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