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I am Er 
BY BEVERLY DALE 

In the beginning, 
I am in the void. I am in the nothingness, 
Moving, stirring, anticipating. t I want 
In the beginning, 
I am pregnant with potential. I am birthing 
Moving, stirring, anticipating. 

BY REBECCA Z. BROWN 

In the beginning, 
I am the hum of the universe. I am the singing. I am the song 
Humming, vibrating, anticipating. 

In the beginning, 
I am the maestro. I am the composer. I am the singer. 
I sing the sun and moon into being. The stars begin to dance. 

In the beginning 
I am the song of the universe. I am the musician of the heart. 
I hum into being the bubbling brooks and fragrant flowers. 

In the beginning, in the void 
I move and the birds and insects dance in flight. 

In the beginning, in the potential 
I stir the life force into clay and humanity leaps. 

In the beginning, in the hum 
I anticipate all creation unfolding, exploding with birthing power, 
Multiplying exponentially. 

Life begets life, music begets music, and 
Dancing always leads to ecstasy. 

I am ecstasy. I am the quickened breath in the silence before creation. 
Ecstatic union is my art form. Pleasure is my name. 

You I desire. You I hold and love. 
I long to pour myself through your body, to cover you, to dwell in your soul 
I will bless you. I am your source of bliss. 

Come to me. Love me. Sing with me. Let us create life as we hum together. 
Come, be the song. 
Come, be the dance with me. Be life with me. 
Come laugh. Come dance. 

You can do nothing less. You are mine. 
I in you and you in me. 

Come. 

I want to write a love song 
a poem 
a letter 
I want to dance a love dance 
embrace 
caress 
express 
the agony and ecstasy 
that is my life at forty-three. 

I want to cry and shout 
to laugh and pray 
to make it through this rainy day. 

I want to be held, to be cherished, to be loved 
to laugh with 
and feel with 
and think with 
and kiss 
a lover, companion, compatriot, friend. 

I want to write a love story 
in which, when I get old I get 
to run my fingers through thinning hair 
to gently trace lines of age upon his face 
to comfort and take comfort in • 
the familiarity and the grace 
of long-time lovers. 

Is that what you want, too? 
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