BIRTH OF A NATION
They labored hard, our mothers,

Faces red with effort, blanched by the force of creation.

Just then, pale glow burst, blackened in proud expectation.

They felt loved, I hope.

Time now, our moment to reconstitute all history,

From seeds planted in brown earth womb,

Grown firmly connected and freely parted,

Dilating our way to the dawn’s yellow light,

Crawling, surfacing, wet from the soul of existence.

We deliver a life, a future, a rainbow.

With our first breath we begin to sing,

With our first steps we continue the march.

Someday soon, I still hope, we will draw a circle.
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