Exile

Volume 42 | Number 2 Article 9

1995

Untitled

David Kendall
Denison University

Follow this and additional works at: https://digitalcommons.denison.edu/exile

Cf Part of the Creative Writing Commons

Recommended Citation
Kendall, David (1995) "Untitled," Exile: Vol. 42 : No. 2, Article 9.
Available at: https://digitalcommons.denison.edu/exile/vol42/iss2/9

This Article is brought to you for free and open access by the English at Denison Digital Commons. It has been
accepted for inclusion in Exile by an authorized editor of Denison Digital Commons.


https://digitalcommons.denison.edu/exile
https://digitalcommons.denison.edu/exile/vol42
https://digitalcommons.denison.edu/exile/vol42/iss2
https://digitalcommons.denison.edu/exile/vol42/iss2/9
https://digitalcommons.denison.edu/exile?utm_source=digitalcommons.denison.edu%2Fexile%2Fvol42%2Fiss2%2F9&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://network.bepress.com/hgg/discipline/574?utm_source=digitalcommons.denison.edu%2Fexile%2Fvol42%2Fiss2%2F9&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://digitalcommons.denison.edu/exile/vol42/iss2/9?utm_source=digitalcommons.denison.edu%2Fexile%2Fvol42%2Fiss2%2F9&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages

exile

Untitled

I was born of a rhythm. Since the moment of my conception, thy
crescendo of a passionate dance, it has surrounded me, bringing me con
good and times of bad. It mirrored my development, dividing time as I
two into four to eight, and yet always one, just as it was always one with
in my mother’s heart, and taught me to sleep, and taught me to dream.
measured out enough time, and moved through her body, contracting,
rhythmically into my next world.

My rhythm knew only time, and not of place, and not of hun;
brought me to was one in which the people’s existence had become diss
song of nature. They tried to take only what nature provided, but soon t
she could give, and the food did not replenish itself. When the women wei
they had to travel further away, and still found less each day. When the m
hunt, they traveled for days, and still found less game. The people would
for the distribution of the meat, and the share would be small, and there wi
celebration that night. ;

We moved from place to place, my aunt carrying me on her strong ba
my mother was still too weak, with only the strength to hold and feed me wher
We looked for lost harmony — opportunity for synchronization. They called ot
their hearts, through their voices and their drums, but nature would not answ
calls echoed into silence. '

The people knew they should meet then. The time had come for lon
migration, to leave this place far behind for many years — allow for rightful
tion before our return. And all could not make the long journey. The next wa
could be distant — uncertainty haunted the elders — they knew that the strong
among them would lead us, and behind the rest would stay.

My mother, from my birth, had not recovered. She had brought me into
world with weakness in my bones. For a time we both were ill, And my father cr
“take one or the other, (if you must), but for the sake of love, not both.” 4
So the energy flowed between us, and gradually my life grew stronger, and they kr
would survive. Her rhythm sustaining me, making me healthy and this made my W
And she had taken my sickness, drawn it into her so I might live, and carry her i

-through time, for she knew through wisdom or simple instinct that such was the wa
the world.

My father swore never to leave her. So there they remained in that barren
place, hoping that even the ill and the oldest might find a way to reach nature and ¢4
her back. But they never found us again, many years passed, and we saw no trace an
now only their story remains. It often moves the spirits inside me, and I begin to sing
and to play.

My teacher first gave me a drum, and it frightened me as it shone in the
was too young to help with the food, so he told me to play and he told me to learn.
the Music moved through my hands, and I knew not how and I knew not why, but I
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el my purpose. and to feel my power for the first time.
gyt the drummers with me would not play, I'm the child of darkness and
famine and killed my parents, they say. They told the teacher to take my
ot to show me the way. And aunt says * it is not for a woman to do these
ou must learn to find food and cook it well, and earn your respect in this
hat you may have a husband someday.”
But this path was not for me. And the elder saw this and took me away and
> secretly. A drummer, hearing the rhythm and melding with time is what I
 1C Playing the drum is when a human can touch universe with palm of her
\nd teacher told me there in that place, of the rhythms of the other planets, how
. moves in never ending circles, playing its own rhythm in the same circular
we play here on earth. And the time that we touch is a force that flows
en all these planets, and all other stars, and all the universe — Time! a creation of
that governs all the planets and all stars, not just the ones we see in the sky, but
even further away, in huge rhythmic that all weave in and out of one another,
together to form the great dance of the existence of all around us. And then he
e that I had an ability, and to touch a force of nature, need only discover it’s

= So I sat in that cave and I played, not stopping to eat, not stopping to sleep,
ying only to recapture that one rhythm — that I had heard so long ago before I was

om. The visions soon came to me, the shapes of the planets, swirling about in a dance
hat had gone on for longer than I dared imagine, and I began to feel it — slowly —
ing into me — so that I was nothing but a vessel — this feeling, this force moving
*hllghme, moving my hands on the skin of the drum as I stared on laughing in
‘mapturous disbelief — and I knew that I could touch mother nature — call to her, and
she would answer, for I could begin speak her language now. And a beautiful language
it was is and will be, one that is far too great for any human to ever understand — but

We must content ourselves and rejoice in the opportunity to try.
David Kendall *96
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