
Telling In Silence
tx anie MacLaren

I want to tell yo my story.
Pass breath through my lips d weave a sorted spell.

Spelling out the spac,e between us.
Breath from the bones of memo earing witness to my soul.

L
So I step up and st d na1<edin the center,

Fuml)iing for the path of wo tis that have been laid out for me.
But the words do n01>betray the story ....not mine.

Do they yours?

The words bumble around' my lips and tongue.
Eschewing the profundities known to all that have gone before me.

Making known all that has been told to me,
Yet holding no particular allegiance to form least of all to me.

Bearing no resemblance to the hot screams of anguish so necessary in
their formation,

Cool words can speak only to the fiction of man.
ing clean the dense bush With the scythe of righteous truth,

They would ave me pruned.

extst@nce.

'ng Ihad to offer.

The truth is in th being not the telling.
Dwelling in the tender clashes of rds that make a story lived.

I'llsp:eak no more with their cool words,
Bu tell my st with the hot passionate words of silence.
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