THE SOUND OF AFRICA: Until I Am Home Again

I am a child of this Africa. . . Spawn of the roaring tide-
the pride of sunrises that never cease to mesmerise.
I am the cheer of hills that cradle me in their valleys.
I am free to dance on golden shores while 
a migrating sparrow's fluttering wing 
serenades the most beautiful of Capes.
The land that birthed me is always alive
with sounds of laughter that carry the pride of a joyous soul- 
that give peace to the winds and frosts that hint at winter;
and bear the sparrow's call until it rests, elated,
where two mighty oceans meet.  Ah. . . Evocative, this Africa! 

My spirit will forever celebrate.


But I must extend my wings when the world seeks to befriend me
and must furtively begin a parting ritual 
for there are other roads that I must choose. . .
How do I say good-bye to my Africa – even for a night?
How do I admit having other loves – besides this land. . .
At least I know my Africa's arms are constantly accessible.
Her unwavering love truthfully suggests that I return when I 
need to be delighted that I am home.
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