
Dear Aburo 
 
We still visit your grave every year. 
I stand there never knowing what to say  
as my father whispers something to your headstone, 
words too soft for me to hear. 
Sometimes, I catch myself wondering who you were. 
The scraps I’ve learned make me think 
you might have understood me in ways 
no one else can. 
 
Do you remember the Beanie Baby you bought me at the fair?  
It’s somewhere tucked away somewhere in the house 
like your name, which isn’t spoken as much anymore. 
The memory of you slips further from my mind each day 
But my mother says she sees you in me, 
In the curve of my smile, the slant of my shoulders, the churn of my thoughts. 
 
The last I remember of you was your hospital bed 
in the room’s aroma of antiseptic and finality. 
Every person I had ever met always came out of a hospital. 
Not you, but cancer is unpredictable in that way. 
I had never seen tears in my father's eyes but  
Sibling deaths are predictable in that way. 
 
My father fears I’ll become you. 
He doesn’t say it, 
and I can’t ask. 
 
My mother knows I am you. 
She cites you as a warning for my habits. 
Every time my blood-laden fingers rise to pick at my lips, 
she tells me not to become you, 
as if it’s something I can control. 


