The Immigrant’s Daughter
You wake
In my dreams
Fill the spaces

Inbetween

The present and the past

The first and the last

You come from faraway
A foreign land

Speaking a language

I don’t understand

Or do I?

Your ancient airs

call to me

Tug at my heart

Pull at my feet

The beat of

The bohdran

Or the cry
Of  the tin whistle

The rhythm of the accordion

And the whine

Of the fiddle

I can be

Standing in silence

Or softly sleeping

Deaf, dumb and mute

But still

I am singing

