ANCIENT ONES

The ancient ones plait their stories into futures their children    

The ancient ones they use their hands to heal the backs of broken men

And I hold a pen for every ancient 

Who dared not hold a fist

Against the tyranny 

That sucked the life and hope out of their breasts

In ancient hands you’ll find the sweat 

That fuels the light in every home

The tears that bless the heartache in every story and every poem

I hold a pen for every ancient 

Who built her home not out of bricks

And beat her fury into building blocks, 

Made the mortar out of licks

God made hands that hold the silences

Keeping false grace in place

For a people burned to scorn 

The spiritual legacy of their race

And God made hands that turned themselves into wings

Remained unseen

And used the demons from invisible realms 

To wipe their sorrows clean  

In every stillness, there’s an ancient story 

Of muti, tokoloshes and myths

And spirits who’ll climb into your dreams 

Creating fear out of bliss

But I hold a pen for every witch and bitch

With black magic in her genes

Who seeks to love beyond these silences

And claim back the sanctity of her dreams 

Because if I as the past will be the pain of my children

If I as the present will be the shame of my children

If I as the future will call their lives a sin

I speak of things that words can kill you for

Like ancient hands calling healing back through the door

I turn my weary wounded eyes

Inward just to find 

Ancient hands moulding my story from the inside 

And the hands that build houses 

Are the hands that beat spouses

The hands that mould my demons 

Can be the very hands that free them

The hands that carry children 

Build the half-truths that can kills them

And the hands that fight for freedom 

Are the hands that fill this woman

And I’m not asking that you see these hands 

As reflections of myself 

But that you love the wells of vision 

Where their deepest dreams dwell

Because there’s a pen for every sister 

And every mother in every home

There’s a healer in these hands 

That writes the lines of every poem

For every ancient who prayed 

For another heavenly power to save them

There’s a meditation of peace for you 

In the lines written by this pen
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