My Heart

There’s a bubble in my heart that wants to be burst

If no one shows me then I’ll have to go first 

It doesn’t mean the end, I know that for sure 

Not what I fear, an end to that lure 

It feels like the pain falling away 

As I stand in my feet and I do not sway 

It has happened before and its coming around 

So I am more sure as I walk on the ground

It doesn’t mean sages, it doesn’t mean kings 

It means living the life that my heart and soul sings 

It seems to me that for me it will be 

Less like mediators, more like Oprah Winefry 

Feel there’s so little that I truly know
But it sits in my body and I have to go 

Its calling me out as I move with the tide 

Til I become someone to make better this life 

The voice of the elders pull me closer to shore 

But I am not them, I am something more 

Solid and firm, not for falling away 

The canvas on which I’ve been painting this day 

An artist that moves her paintbrush to the time

Of the music she hears ring out on a wind chime

Fear in my soul and fear in my heart 

But the end of this pain is where my life starts

