Transplanted

(Los Angeles, 2018)

You stretch, limbs upwards,

strong in your foreign base,

spreading roots wide

under the ripple of concrete.

Eucalypts
 grace dry parks;

freeway sidewalks smell like home.

From the overpass, I lean

into the lemon scent of leaves.

Callistemon gather 
in a shrubby

festive border, that murmurs

with the sound of bee and fly, and

the memory of suburban Sundays.

The melaleuca 
strips on the kerb,

as we walk towards Venice.

To familiar paperbarks 
I ask:

How did we get here?

You invade the Everglades

with wandering seed, we

are both weeds, adapting

to distance 
and difference.

Our migration, our survival,

is laden with misgivings,

and the effort to remember

a sense of place, a sense of self.

Avenues of Australia

bower the L.A. boulevard,

while European elm and poplar

bend branches over Ballarat.

Of mixed heritage, my arms

embrace continents. Every

leaf of green soothes a jaded

traveller’s eye. 
But

Corymbia citriodora, 
you are stronger

than me, and will remain long

after I leave; reaching deeper

into the loam of new country. Passing

under canopy of introduced species,

I question arches of victory, and wonder

whose hands tried to reconcile grief;

planting rows
and rows 
of transplanted peace.
