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dreaming the lives of the ancestors,
you awake, justly terrified of this world:
you could dance underwater and not get wet,
you hear, but the pressure is drowning you:
 
you’re awake, but just terrified of this world,
where all solids are ice: underwater boogie,
you hear, but the press sure is drowning you:
the igbo were walking, not dancing:

where all solids are ice, underwater boogie
is good advice, because they’re quick to melt:
the igbo were straight up walking, not dancing:
and you’ve still got to get through this life:
 
take my advice, quickly: they’re melting:
you could dance underwater and not get wet:
and you’ve got to, to get through this life still
dreaming the lives of the ancestors


Pantomb
By Kiya Nicoll

This lonely howl down the storm wind whip
Outside the stony silent gates of mist
Calls up the company of caul-born souls
To open up the harvest heart.

Outside the stony silent gates of mist
A memory awakened by a tale
To open up the harvest heart
To recover what was lost

A memory awakened by a tale
Of things that never happened and were true
To recover what was lost
Or kindle what was never had

Things that never happened and were true,
This lonely howl down the storm wind whip
Kindling what was never had
Among the company of uncalled souls

g 176

gt s e s,
S o el s
S o e gt

ot gt .
T e
e e b e b

T r——
oo s e ey ks
T e

ey s, gty ther kg
o o retr v e
e gttt g s e
e

s

P

Ay ey st

el oty kv



