LAVENDER
LOLA MANTERYS

When | go to Poland | wear lavender in my hair

| stash little muslin bags of it in my suitcases

So my clothes always carry that faint perfumed air

| carry it with me, but I don’t see it growing anywhere

Back in Wellington, lavender pops up all around me

| see it in pride flag stickers on shop windows,

Books on library shelves,

People on the streets with rainbow pins on their coats,
All over the city it sprouts from cracks in the pavement,
| pick it and I plait it into my hair

When [ visited my dad’s cousins house,

In the most nondescript mash of streets in Poland,

| thought | saw lavender, peeking out from behind the door frame
| saw it in easy domesticity,

Gotabki, kietbasa, pierogi heaped on the table,

decades of photographs crowding the walls

I saw the gold chains they both wore

Interlinked loops connecting them

They pressed a box into my palms

And gave me a chain of my own

| wear it like lavender,

A sign of some connection,

A sign of | am like you

A sign of | am not alone

But why is it a connection visible only to me?
Why do | have to search for signs?

When | saw lavender blooming in a place | thought it wouldn’t grow,
| felt hope trickling in through my veins,

Gold and soft

It wrapped around me,

Softly, slowly creeping into a place that felt empty before
| felt lavender pulling out from my hair and sprouting
down my arms, wrapping around

my chest

But still no one spoke it

Still the words were stuck on my tonque




Polish is a lanquage | don’t know how to be gay in

All [ have is an empty throat and too much blood in my veins

None of the $’s and ¢’s and z’s morph into words that can explain it
Look at my tonque,

The barbs speared with lavender buds,

consonants and vowels weighing it down

Stuck and I can’t quite swallow it down

It should be easy, it should be a slip of the tonque

It shouldn’t be a question... szczszezcisiczeiszezsicisidzez... jak to powiedzicz?
How can | be something if | don’t even know how to say it?

My tonque is too heavy

Weighted with a coat of lavender and Polish

They wrap around it like a great fur coat

It tries to keep me warm, to weave the letters and the lavender together,
but instead it weighs me down, sends me tumbling into snowdrifts

| lie in the snow, trying to choke down the bristles in my throat

They won’t go down, won’t stay down together

| spit out the lavender, swallow down the lanquage

Spit out the language, swallow down the lavender

There’s a gash in my heart that wants to be coated with an ointment of both
But how will it heal if they can’t pass my throat?




