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shame hugs me.  the blonde woman  tears and the man’s eyes spy a slaughtered pig.  

“my god”

“where did you come from?” 

and because i forget to exhale when i answer “here” they  say, 

 “here as in here?”

“well, where are your people from?” 

and i describe a mosquito-infested island.  

nurse james & doctor smit go blank when my story sings of africa’s ancestors, 

we don’t know where from, 

and the dutchman backs out of the infirmary without even a “pardon me.”

i am in kindergarten, smart-n-cute.  nana picks me & nisi up from school.  

we are 

odds-evens-say shoot-ing 

with  warm rain when, 

we happen upon a new kind of game. 

we are blindfolded, hands molded together. 

momi & tantie pin me & nisi in hot, itchy grass. 

private parts displayed  in the mangrove’s dry protective shade, 

and we see the blunt bone blade that nana’s  grandma made.  

 aunt tema is playing her flute.

our collective scream sours senti’s coconut milk at the family’s festival feast.  

then i am 17 & my  would-be-first traces a keloid to my hiding place, 

then kenya spencer hides his face.  there have been none since.

nana says that if i hadn’t been cleansed i’d be having babies 

instead of going to college.  

anyway  people here go to surgeons all the time 

to have their noses cut apart or the fat scooped out of their legs.

 i only had my clitoris cut off.  why are they judging me? 
