My Father’s Son
by: Samantha Lé

Your brown and raisin foot is watching me.

It mocks my innocence and naiveté;

it kicks and pokes and jabs and pinches me,
with every move it labors bitterly.

It speaks in stranger’s tongue, so wise and old,
the tongue of someone who has tasted gold,
but swallowed dirt instead, and never told

of pain and misfortune life could hold.

My brown and raisin foot once smooth and pale,
now cracked and aged with crooked dirty nails—

it tells your tales of forgotten cities:

strange women, crowded streets and darkened alleys;
of women who put this very foot and nails

into their mouths and moaned with ecstasy.
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