T WMap Reme

Around the globe, you search
for two dots, connected
by a flight line. Distance

becomes a long string
to knot nostalgia;
fingers nudge a blue
sphere - home beckons
like an aching moon.

Your son asks
to map the family tree.

You surprise him, draw
concentric circles. Your pen drifts,
traces solar systems,
that revolve around the same point—
that’s our home!

Laughing at your crazy map,
your son prunes the growing tree.
He does not see
rings rippling across
your night river,
and leaves

fall
to roots.

Comments from Wilda Morris: May Challenge Winners

Yin’s blog says she was born in China and immigrated to Canada. This might help
explain the poignant declaration in her poem that “Distance / becomes a long string
/to knot nostalgia.” The mapping of the family tree by use of concentric circles with
home in the middle mirrors the mapping of growth from infancy through adulthood.
First the infant relates only to parents and others in the home; then the sphere of the
child widens to include teachers and schoolmates. As the individual grows, the
spheres in which he or she lives widen further. Yet, for most people, home remains
central. The last stanza of the poem has several possible interpretations. It could
represent the way the world ultimately narrows for one who has aged.


http://wildamorris.blogspot.com/2010/05/may-challenge-winners.html
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