
 
 
                                      She Goes to the Waters 
 
Her sorrow is an old habit she wants to lose. 
She goes to the waters. 
She looks into the waves where joy is seeking her, 
like the wise woman she seeks to be. 
Yet how she loves her sorrow. 
She anxiously keeps her eyes upon it. 
Like a daughter who needs to please her mother. 
A sickness she is afraid to stand without. 
An addiction the loss of which would leave her alone. 
 
She is a woman carrying 
rivers of grandmothers 
who never really lived, 
between her hip bones. 
 
As her eyes dive 
for the jewels of self-love 
she has followed to the sea, 
she finds her womb dragged down 
by ancestral currents of self-doubt. 
What will this woman do? 
 
Will she crawl like her weary grandmothers  
from the tides?  
Cry herself to sleep 
in shadows on the beach, 
and in the morning travel home? 
To once again seek her reflection 
in cold and empty rooms? 
 
This woman begins to sing. 
She loves to sing. 
She will sing tonight 
upon the waters, 
under the moon. 
 
She will sing. 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Even as joy and sorrow rise up together 
from the depths of ten thousand worlds, 
and give her no peace. 
She will sing. 
She will create peace. 
She will choose. 
She has been silent in rooms 
perfect as death, 
tight as a noose around her neck. 
She has told herself, 
I have no choice. 
I must endure. 
But now she knows, 
I can choose.  
There is always a way to free my soul, 
from the madness of the world. 
 
Now, I know this, she sings, 
Now, I know this. 
 
The woman sees her true self, 
shining back at her in the waters. 
The sea where all people go, 
in their longing to be free. 
To see themselves, 
and to love what they see. 
 
This woman’s eyes fill with a radiant joy 
that is only in her Now,  
yet, their light enters the hearts of All 
she has carried between her hip bones. 
The rivers of grandmothers 
who never really lived, 
and together, 
they let go. 
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