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Aching Streets (A Contrapuntal)

Do you listen
Do you know
your words hang in
the sky out of reach
When the clouds pour,
your words fall at my feet
Amma, nana
I beg with my heart open
I am Indian
an imposter
crawling into my skin
Telugu lingers on my ears
to be pushed by cold
signs that walk on two legs
to stop your little girl from coming home
Washed out streets and sidewalks lined with
immigrant children sun kissed brown
and me — who is inside — moon bound
Aching to relish in the sound of
your words and the meaning of laughs
But at home, our paths diverge
when your tongue dances

I’'m surrounded

amma and nana aren’t impressive words to know
my hair and I live in

— puddles of your doing

thunder strikes and

My hair on end, farther away from me
The natives laugh at me

I want them to stop, to know we share a home
I am American

a foreigner

as the American flag moves me
English pulses in my veins

roads that divide our cultures,

to stop your little girl from living
Amma, nana — what do I do?

white kids who can’t see me as theirs
Puddles and puddles and puddles

Is there a bright day ahead?

bliss and thick accents

where I finally understand

when the flag leaves

aching streets await
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