A Poem by Marina Romani

Interwoven

She has woven herself through my fabric.
She tingles in my toes, throbs in my gut,
winds through my veins, tangles in my skull.

I began as a knot in her belly

and she took possession —

as [ spread out within, then beyond her,
she threaded herself through me,

one day at a time, year after year,

till at last I seemed on my own.

Now I yearn for the voice on the phone,
for the mother who listens,

without hearing perhaps, but listens
with pride to this other woman

who bears the mark of her weave.

I am interwoven, in spite of myself.
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