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An African Xylophone Speaks to Me

The wood bars jumped with sound at every beat.

They called and every villager came round.

As women gathered close in humid heat,

the ululating started—joy was found.

It starts with two logs braced to hold these parts—

the shortened lengths of lemon trees’ long limbs.

The pitch is carved by time-worn native arts, 

so get prepared, you’ll not hear ancient hymns.

One man will start a very simple pulse.

Add two and three, then four for counterpoint.

The women’s heads in unison convulse 

with shoulders, hips, and feet—a fluid joint.

The classical, so rich, makes some retire.

For me, a rhythmic beat ignites the fire.

