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Roots and Wings
I am from the mafia familia.

From the backyard in the barrio.

I am from a bond that could never break.

Love that smells like sweetheart cookies fresh out the oven

And tastes like warm cocoa on a winter’s day.

From the eyes and smiles that grow as we see each other on Christmas day.
From the water balloons that burst against our skin and laughter that shines yellow like rays.

I am from the strong. 

From never let them bring you down and be brave.

I am from my nana.

From the menudo she hovered above stirring for thanksgiving meal.

From when I saw her face stone cold, my tears flow down, land on her hand only she can not feel. 
From the mark on my face that reminds me of one night that changed my appearance forever. Just like that.

I am from the harmonies that fill the earth with peace and happiness.
From words that mean nothing to you but taught me to be greater.

From inspiration and virtuosity that no one ever knew was there.

This I keep stowed away in my heart.

Safe in a box where only I can see,

But I see every picture and moment so vividly.
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