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Wihere I'm Fiom

I om £rom turmeric and corionder

From sizilina ol spurts on the Iour'ninﬁ stove top

And spices sprinkled onto my wet,thin Pinaerﬁps

| am from tiring weekdays spent at Thonamoni's

And greasy meat Freshly coated with Iaulalalin@ Faﬁy butter and seasoning

I am From ammy and bozzon, which whom gets my heort pumping
From Shaila and Hanif
And a mixture of words, on the warm, tip of my tongue

I oam from one day of seven-hundred dollars
And ec:ra+c:hy,-@lacshy clothes which sparkles in the dim light
From oi)y bubbles in my stomach Popped lay immediate SPICE

l om from broken dior
To a new member c.omina in ‘ |
And the hoh-stop, redl life nightmare of the middie child

| am £rom Four hours to be the next Marilyn Monroe
From late night beach walks

With sand sleeping in my toes

From wheels, 10 a sail

To soft, dark chocolate pilows

And Pluf-(:y, bitersweet cotton candy sheets

I om From Yaya' to 'Sala’ _
And thick drodl, but with an iridescent shimmer, just like the wonder Béyond
your eyes



From "Your Father knows!"
To 'l love you shonha Plnaki"

From a musliim home
And a Per‘Fecﬂy diverse community

| am From mid-summer Rockland barbeques with rocks pedding towards the
green, m'|9+y river

And Fourth of July poppers

To the burning sensation of nostalgic days

I am from Dhaka and Sylhet
From -Pryinﬁ oh the smooth dirt Floors which smelt of the non-polluted earth
underneath

I om from our world
And | am From what turned out the opposite ofF Py Panm«;y
t om from, the reality of the world, woiting For us to moke it disappear‘





