may kinakasal na tikbalang.
by Isabella Boss

when a rainbow appears during a storm,
may kinakasal na tikbalang.
a tikbalang, a trickster, a monster, is getting married.

i have grown up traversing the rainbow
in my mother’s arms
through halls filled with the aroma of pancit and chicken adobo
a household feeding every guest that walks through the door

how did she ever marry a tikbalang?

i have sat through storms
next to, a long foot away, from my father.
no umbrella, or coat, to cover.
only red hats 
“decorating” the shelves
like deer heads hung on the wall
a symbol of the families torn apart
by a fence or by a prayer,
a red pen annotating the pillar we all pledge to:
and freedom for “all”

he hugs me goodbye and tells me “i love you.”

i hear it but i don’t see it

as it leaves your mouth 
i only see the support for the force that wants my mother
my rainbow
washed out.

do you want them gone?
because this rainbow will stay
and i will grow beneath
rooted under the spectrum i am versed to appreciate.
under constellations and clouds,
the plethora of hues painting the world around.
the rainbow that shines from forces foreign to this land we walk on,
the sun and the skies that rain,
illuminating beauty whipped by a true storm


she may have fallen for a tikbalang and his tricks
but i will continue to see through it.
