Birthright

Kayla Tso

September 16th,
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cradled by my mother,

we returned home

on the day I was supposed
to arrive.
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teaching me

whispers of a language
lost in the cracks

of my mind

Learning languages of another,
francais, HANEE, PUE.
Searching for what was known,
but long forgotten
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The countdown of life,
non-existent

still weighing on my back,
still weighing on their backs

Learn to say:
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before time is lost,

like the language in me.
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