FOR SONIA

I…a young woman 
woke up one day
feeling the need to say something
about my neighborhood
my family
me.

Only problem was
didn’t know what or how
to say it.
So I walked, ran, raced
in search of someone
something
to show me how
to release the words
tangled in my thoughts
matted in my mind
struggling for existence.

When one day
I found myself standing in front of a bookstore.
Don’t even know how I got there
yet
there I was
staring at a bright red bomb
looking back at me
exploding all through me
beckoning me into it’s bright red light.
“HOMEGIRLS AND HANDGRNADES”
is what it said.
Read every word
ate it up
devoured it
like it was a piece of my mama’s fried chicken.
It gave me an appetite
a hunger
to know this author
this poet
this Sonia.

So I began to feed off of her
she became my
“HOME COMING”
and because
“I’VE BEEN A WOMAN”
too
“UNDER A SOPRANO SKY”
I made “A SOUND INVESTMENT”
in my own thoughts.
My words began to form
“LOVE POEMS “
of self
of family
of community.
I could feel Sonia’s songs
and through her
I came to know how
“WE BE A BaaddDD PEOPLE.”

[bookmark: _GoBack] I began to move to the rhythm 
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and
“LIKE THE SINGING COMING OFF THE DRUMS”
the music of my ancestors
began to move through me.
I could hear the motion.
Still
having swallowed this sister
this Sonia
I questioned these emotions
taking up residence in my thoughts
 I soon began to doubt myself
could I
would I
this new word warrior
having been
“WOUNDED IN THE HOUSE OF A FRIEND”
also survive?

But
as I began to digest
Sonia’s song
the answer became apparent
my spirit like my people
can survive anything.
and I knew that even the echo’s
of outsiders shouting
“DOES YOUR HOUSE HAVE LIONS”
into my soul
could not silence the sound
or stagger the motion
of Sister Sonia’s words
as they moved through me
pushing my own thoughts
into the light.




