mosaic

someday,
a child will stand here
and look up at this wall.

they won’t know
how the colours began.

they won’t know

about the hands that gathered,
the drawings that wandered,
the tiles turned to creatures
and flew for an afternoon

they will simply see

the door to a world

awaiting its completion, its purpose,

in their own tiny finger

tracing out lines on a wall.

and of course a mosaic is never one thing

It's countless tiny things
learning to belong, become one

call it a community:
not sameness,

but difference
learning the shape
of together

now come closer

bring your questions, your wonder

bring that wild idea
you never told a soul.

there is room for it here
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