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Forth, Sam Gilliam, 1967

 

Origin Story

I was born in darkness.
You were there.
No, that’s not true.
It was dark.
You were there.
But I was not born.

You called me forth
Out of your desire
For a brother
A companion
A listener of your songs
A lover.

And so, I was.
I became.

________In the wet dark,
________You held my name
In your mouth,
Blew breath into me
Until I exhaled
My own story.
Your words
Became my poems.

I opened my eyes.
The light appeared
And we grew.

But
For these hundreds
Of lifetimes



We cannot tell it this way.

So I will say
I was born in a hospital
In a town in West Virginia
In 1951
On the Saturday after Thanksgiving
With snow on the ground
To an unlikely couple
Who had been trying without success

And were overjoyed.
They loved me much
And nurtured me
And I didn’t realize any different
Until I found you again.
(until you found me again?)

Now
We live in these bodies
Telling ourselves these lies
(which lies?)
And sing our words
To others
Who, like us,
Sometimes see
The crack in the sky,
The shining raven’s eye
At the edge of the constellation,
The oscillation
Of the comet’s ion tail,
Just before we sleep.

Just before we wake again
________In darkness.

 

 



Trilliam Haiku

Through last year’s leaf beds
White Trillium blooms on the hill
The path goes both ways

 

 

What Happened Before She Died

She was so sick, that Christmas she was 5
She needed an early present
It didn’t help much
But it cheered her up.  She smiled

She needed an early present
She didn’t always get want she wanted
But it cheered her up when she did
She smiled, sometimes a little too much

She didn’t always get what she wanted
It showed later when she left school
She smiled, sometimes a little too much
Especially when she landed on the streets

When she left school
She understood she wasn’t good on her own
Especially when she landed on the streets
And then the drugs

She understood she wasn’t good on her own
It didn’t help much
And then the drugs
She was so sick
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