Who Are You in Australia?

A poem by Masoumeh Ghavamjoo

“When did we become anything other than human?
Perhaps Australia does not need to make us one.

Perhaps it needs to remember that we already are.”

A raindrop slid down the windowpane,
then found another,

then another again.

Drop meeting drop,
until none remained alone,
a little river

finding its own home.

What a wonder to witness
in the hush of the night,
when the moon was leaving

and the sun was late to arrive.

And somewhere
between the drop
and the ocean,

I saw myself.
I wondered,
How many names

can one life carry?

How many shapes



can one soul ferry?

Until I mistook
being accepted

for being known.

I am Hazara.

I am Australian.

I am Queenslander.
I am Muslim.

I am daughter.

I am sister.

I am woman.

Still,
IAM.

Afghanistan is not behind me.

Australia is not ahead of me.

One is not a past

I must abandon.

One is not a future

I must decide on.

They meet where I stand.

But here belonging

Is not the only thing

I was asked to prove.



Some of us
are asked to explain

who we are.

why our names

sound different.

Why our skin

must carry a tale,
before our humanity
can prevail.

wWhy must our faith

be explained,

while our belonging

must be proved and attained?

Why our tongues remember
what our feet left behind.

It's a daily ask for some of us.
Over and over.

Again, and again.

They ask me:

“When did you become Australian?”

I almost answered.

But I had to stop.

Because perhaps

the question



wdas never mine

to answer.

Perhaps
it was yours

to ask yourself.

When did Australian

become one colour?

One culture?

One story?

When did difference
become evidence

that I did not belong?

When did belonging
become something

I had to perform?

Before the flag,
before the borders,
before the word
"Australia,”

this land already held
thousands of stories
beneath one sky.

Many Country.
Many languages.
Many ways of belonging.

Many ways of being.



They ask us to prove why we are here,

before they make a place for us right here.

And yet, how strange,

on this stolen land,

the First Peoples still have to demand
the right to speak,

the right to stand,

Even to this day,
Through colonial ways,

others still decide
who belongs upon their land.

Australia was never
born one.

So why are we
being asked
to become one?

And then

I remembered the rain that night.

The ocean does not ask

where the drop came from.
It does not ask
Which cloud

carried it.

Which land



it crossed.

The ocean does not ask
the drop to prove

it belongs.

Because without the drops,

there is no ocean.

Without the rivers,

there is no sea.

So perhaps the question
is not why we are different.

Perhaps the question is:
why did Australia forget
that it always was?

Australia,
an ocean.
Full of history,

Stories and life.

It always was, and always will be.

SowhoamlI

in Australia?

I am Hazara.
I am Australian.
I am Queenslander.

I am Muslim.



I am daughter.

I am sister.

I am woman.

I am not divided.
I am multiplied.
I amnotless.

I am more.

And perhaps
the question is no longer,

"When did you become
one of us?”

Perhaps the questionis,

When did we become
anything other
than human?

Before the borders,
we were human.

Before the flags,
we were human.

Before the names
we gave one another,
we were human.

One earth.
One sky.
One shared home.

Yet somehow

we learned to measure
a person's worth

by where they were born,

By the colour
of their skin.



But the earth
does not ask
who belongs.

It holds us all.

The sun does not choose
which skin to warm.

The rain does not choose
which roof to fall upon.

So why should we?

I am Hazara.
I am Australian.
I am Muslim.
I am woman.

But before I was
any of these,

I was human.
And so were you.

Perhaps Australia
does not need to learn
how to make us one.

Perhaps it needs to remember
that we already are.



