Self-Portrait with a Closed Curtain

Born, | was born,
parents divided at two,
Grandmother and Grandfather - their arms became my fortress,

their love - the only crown I'd wore.

The chessboard mapped my fate in black and white,
the books whispered like ancestors,
their quietness was not punishment, but prayer.

Each book a lantern, each word a seed | planted in my heart.

At school | walked quietly,
my glasses catching every cruel reflection,
their laughter forging bars of a metal cage

around my fragile silence.

Yet old-scented library became my sanctuary,
its pages unfolding like wings,

lifting me beyond the reach of scorn.

At sixteen the world demanded a choice:
a mother drifting deeper into shadows,
her laughter thinning like smoke,

her gentle hands reaching but never holding.

A father standing steady as stone,
yet beside him a woman whose eyes
measured me as rival instead of child,

her silence cutting deeper than words.



Once | feared the dark,

its silence a heavy cloak upon my chest.
Now | draw the curtains myself

and rest in its velvet calm,

what once haunted me transformed into a cave of hush.

Across the ocean | was born again,
a second skin unfolding with the language of courage.
My teenage voice was trembling as candle flame at first,

then rising like light breaking water.

| thank my mother for her fragile beauty,
| thank my father for his guiding flame,
and | thank those who offered me shelter,

for memory and resilience now dwell together in me.

Now | am sitting with pen in hand,
behind closed curtains,
grateful for shadows, grateful for my current resilience,
grateful for light, grateful for being -

my portrait drawn in ink and silence.



