Lost Daughter

My only daughter escaped to the West. She charmed all the night birds asleep in their nests. And plucked out the sad songs that ached in their chests. Went tumbling over the ocean.

Mornings were still at the edge of the cliff. The lapwings and plovers sat wondering if this golden haired daughter could also lure fish from the cold salty sea into the canyon. 

Her face was the moon and her hair was the sun. Her heart was the rumbling sound of a drum. The birds they had gone with the fish who’d become the pale wandering girl of the prairie.

Black is the Color (traditional)

I love my love and well he knows. I love the ground whereon he goes. If you no more on earth I see, I can’t serve you as you have me. Winter’s past the leaves are green, the time has past that we have seen. Still I hope that day will come when you and I shall be as one. 

My own true love so fare thee well. The time has come but I wish you well. But still I hope that day will come when you and I shall be as one. I go to the Clyde to mourn and weep but satisfied I never can sleep. I’ll write to you a few little lines. I’ll suffer death one thousand times. 

Black is the color of my true love’s hair his face is something wondrous fair. The prettiest eyes and the neatest hands, I love the ground whereon he stands. 

Shruti

Down by the water we first saw her. I knew we couldn’t go much farther. Lay me down on borrowed ground where echoes of a life still sound. Into the blue I call for you. Between these hills, I wander still. Through the trees, I saw a hand reach out for me and point to the sea where hungry voices were calling. “It’s for love, for love I do want. It’s for love, for love again.” We heard this song from the banks of the river where the green glass siren slept. Her ivory comb came a-floating ‘cross the water, landed near to where we stood. I wanted so to reach out and touch it but I didn’t think we should.

The Golden Vanity

The ocean vessel sails upon the reckless sea. The tortured waters rise, but they carry me. Once there was a ship set sail from the North Country and the name of the ship was the Golden Vanity. I will give you silver and I will give you gold, if you only jump into the sea and sink the enemy. Sails white as bones, they carry me alone. I can hear the sailors’ voices join me in song. I will give you silver and I will give you gold if you only jump into the sea and sink the enemy. 

Evangeline

Books piled up. I got dressed up. Went walking by the bay. I can’t remember too much about that hour of the day. Jack was steady. He was steady. Steady as hard times. And he was shaky as he howled the jewels they are mine. They are mine, they will never be mine. I had some but I lost ‘em, I put ‘em out on the line.

I got that something, I can’t afford it.

I saw a yellow moon shine through the smoky room. I could hear the music fade. And as he fell to the floor he called out for one more I turned to where he lay. Jack was steady, he was steady. Steady as hard times. When I saw him there I felt a rush of air, I was never afraid. Beneath the windowsill the sun was whispering still but I was by the bay. 

Too Soon For Flowers

Oh Mama, Mama, tell me where to go. Somewhere in the mountains; I can never let you know. But it’s out there in the Catskills buried in the snow. I wonder who owns these woods. Maybe I never should’ve. Now the treasure is gone, buried in the ground and you will never see me again. I don’t want harmony, just bring me the water. Too late for fruit, too soon for flowers.

The Crow

She saw three crows perched on a fence next to his father’s house. She ran far to the western end. Still they called for her. “You are the only one. You are the only one for him and now he’ll die for you.” 

Peaches in the summertime, apples in the fall. If I can’t  have the one I love, I don’t want none at all. 

The crows began to circle high. She knew her love was gone. She fell into the wheat and sang…

Batwood

I woke one morning in a hollow tree. The wild green Obe was rushing over me. I saw your name on a wall I saw hers too. Fifty years had gone but the pain held true. So I jumped off a bridge in Tennessee. I landed on a fish who carried me through the water and the deep. Golden weeds like eyes were staring out at me. Turtles swept by like fish in the sea over rocks and under fallen trees. When the fish dropped me a pebble was cast. It landed in my eye. I swallowed it fast. I said it aloud to hear how it sounded. I stepped out of the Obe but the grass wasn’t grounded. Fifty years later I found the house was there. A slither of snakes was living in there. 

