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Wishes I keep to myself:

Wish I could do what boys do 
and let the sun darken my skin, 
and scars grid my knees.

Wish I could let my hair grow, 
but Mother says the shorter the better 
to beat Saigon’s heat and lice.

Wish I could lose my chubby cheeks.

Wish I could stay calm 
no matter what 
my brothers say.

Wish Mother would stop 
chiding me to stay calm, 
which makes it worse.

Wish I had a sister 
to jump rope with 
and sew doll clothes 
and hug for warmth
 in the middle of the night.

Wish Father would come home 
so I can stop daydreaming 
that he will appear 
in my classroom 
in a white navy uniform
and extend his hand toward me 
for all my classmates to see.

Mostly I wish
Father would appear in our doorway
and make Mother’s lips 
curl upward, 
lifting them from 
a permanent frown 
of worries. 
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