THE MOUNTAINS IN ZOMBA

 (For our teacher, Prof. David Rubadiri)

The mountains of Zomba sing to me;

they sing to me….

they sing to me the beauty of home.

Part of my soul is in Malawi hidden 

in the mists that paint the mountain’s face.

Part of my laughter echoes in caves

that taught me to laugh with my spirit.

The mountains in Zomba give to me

They give to me….

song of resilience and second chance

To recover green trees 

slurped in greed by leaping flames.

My heart sits wistfully on the peaks

watching fields of corn.

Suddenly I do not care what the years bring

as long as they never take away you.

My voice given lease by Mangochi

place of lakes

whose children hum peace

place of masked dancers

fetching mystics from the water

place of songs that 

demand release.

Place of the lake breeze that soothes

raw throats ravaged by years of terror

place of rest where my song

found hands ready to clap

place of masked dancers

place of dancing fish

seen in the water at dawn

place where songs find frame.

I have heard of Likoma,

birthplace of a man 

with a mbira in his throat

flying on lithe wings across Africa

dove with a green branch

mountain bard rising upon the years.
