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grandmother’s. Yes.

This was hers

and three genocides later,

fake visas torn from passports

flushed down flying loos,

it made its way to me,

fatted me up with

something like

someone’s love.

Love from my mother,

her mother, her mother,

her mother. Sometimes

you tell yourself

a story that definitely

could have happened.

Does it matter if it didn’t?


