Sing Like A River

It’s dead and not yet born 

the first wordless cry of life 

a blessing and a curse 

I learned to sing.

Sounds circled me  

tried to find one another  

like bats flitting through 

a dusk of silences.

My tongue - a bell behind  

my teeth - longed for deeper sounds 

she yelled at the sun 

a shrill noise, unhappy song.

Laughing, I mimed the music  

in my mind:  

now words bless and curse 

each elusive thought.

It’s a ladder going up  

into darkness, a lightning  

strike, a beam of light  

in the dark, dark, night.

The electricity that gives your 

memories life, a stabbing dagger  

a bitter pill, a drop of water  

in my parched throat.

I learned to sing like a river 

babble like water 

then foreign tongues 

broke over my head.

These tales, these streams flowing  

into unknown rivers 

meet at the sea of familiarity 

telling the strains of ancestry.

A blessing, a curse 

a serpent, an angel with  

dark wings, the hooting of an owl 

the toad on your tongue

A foe that torments  

when experience hurts 

it’s the friend that stays  

when loneliness strikes.

It’s the key to open yourself, 

the lock that closes you 

a death rattle, a plea, a prayer 

the beginning and the end

a rainbow splashed on  

the belly of the waterfall.

