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Sayyora Abdukhalimova 
 

Bio: I'm Sayyora, a 14 year old Tajik American  from Uzbekistan. I have a passion 
for art, writing, and history. Currently, I am working on finishing a short story. Enjoy 
these words from my brain meat! 

 

Ode to The Moon 
 

Last night I stared up at her 

Selene, with her gentle glow 

I looked at her  

and told her all my secrets 

like I'd known her all my life. 

And perhaps I had, 

her quiet, serene presence 

watching over me  

from the very day I came to be. 

I’d ask people about her 

“Selene” they’d say 

“One half, but never a true equal” 

They’d bask  

in the glory, 

in the loud, bright, energetic 

light of Helios. 

And they’d say,  

“But what is the moon in the presence of the sun?” 

“Beautiful, but never golden.” 

I say she is everything he is not. 



 

42 
 

He is lively, loud 

Yet she is calm, kind 

She is gentle, peaceful 

With him, I laugh 

I dance and I run 

But with her, I cry. 

As she wipes the tears  

that I do not see fall. 

I tell stories 

 under the light she brings. 

I whisper  

about everything 

 that cannot be said 

without the cover of her cloak. 

I lay under her silver hue 

as she slowly rocks me 

to sleep. 

 

Where I'm From 
 

I am from the land of mosques and mosaics and mausoleums.  

The beautiful buildings that tower over me as I walk, 

and the statues of long-gone rulers. 

From the open-air bazaars with fresh bread crackling under the hands that break it 
for people to try, 

and stands with every kind of fruit I can think of. 

From going out to buy a bag of qurt and coming back with a free piece of halva from 
the shopkeeper.  

From people dressed in vibrantly coloured clothes  
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and headdresses with gold hanging off delicate threads. 

I am from the large courtyard in my grandparent’s house, 

with birds chirping as the sun comes up. 

I am from the sun kissing my face as I step out. 

From the dirt, under my nails, as I work in the garden my grandfather spent so long 
planting. 

I am from touching the soft fur of the snow-white lambs 

and chasing the hens back into their pen for the night. 

From brushing the leaves off my hair because the wind blew them in. 

From helping my grandmother make a pie with cherries from the tree outside, 

the Quran filling the air from the small black radio on the counter.  

I am from making tea so many times I lose count. 

From its smell wafting out of every window, and from cups clinking with their 
saucers. 

I am from sneaking into the flower fields of the hospital near the house  

to pick a flower that I've been eyeing for a week 

and trying to put it into our garden before the mist in the air turns into cool, wet rain. 

I am from trying to figure out how to talk,   

when I've spoken English so much that my mother tongue has nearly left me. 

And from crying when the Uyghur crisis makes headlines because those are my 
people. 

I am from reading about the Ottomans, the Persians, and the nomadic Turk tribes, 

 and realizing that this is who I come from. 

I am from Samarkand, something like the jewel of Uzbekistan. 

A nation whose roots were made by the resilience of my ancestors  

but grown into something so much more -something beautiful- by its people today. 

 

  


