
Flow

We, the City of Portland, sit at

a confluence, land of two rivers,

the Columbia and Willamette.

Two distinct water bodies

carrying centuries of time,

flowing seamlessly into one.

Water, the teacher of many.

“Be like water,” Bruce Lee

once said. What is it

to be like water? To flow

and flow and flow? I don’t

think I, an Asian American

woman bleached in whiteness,

was ever taught to flow.

I was taught to fit into reservoirs,

by a history that had long ago

categorized me as Other.

I flow now though. I flow

because my therapist shows

me the headwaters of agency

within. They swirl with

possibility of change; here, I



burble with reflection: what

served me then but no

longer serves me now?

Changing flow requires effort.

Our emotions, coping,

and memories float down

channels of polished river rocks

and carved valley beds, old

with time and wear

like our centuries-old governance

systems, like the imprinted

memories of my distant

ancestors that linger within me.

But change is possible, often

imminent. Water demonstrates

this: rills carved into once-dry

beds, vertical cliffs that define

the Gorge, the Columbia

embracing the Willamette’s

final downstream flow.

In this moment of history

-making and new beginnings

and change, may we – you – I

find that flow with one another.



In these meetings, in these streets,

at events where your grandmother

and mine will swim in shared interests.

May we remember change as a constant,

even when logs and debris obstruct our path.

May we remember the two rivers that define

Portland and glean the lessons they offer.

May we flow on unfamiliar paths, even when

we don’t know where they will lead.


