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Snippets from My Autobiography
 with a line from Kristin Alberts*
Wilda Morris

I am six.
The wind is my hairbrush;
the sun, my jacket; cool ground
under evergreens, my summer home. 

I am eight.
Nothing can untangle the bleak braid
of  memory; fear is the blanket
on my shoulders. In dreams 
I inhabit a burning house
from which I cannot escape.

I am nineteen.
I comb through textbooks,
arrange facts. Hope is my shawl. 
With no date on Saturday night, 
my dorm room spells loneliness.

I am twenty-four.
A white veil hides my face and hair.
Expectation flows like my gown
from my shoulders to my feet
in their satin high-heel shoes. 
The groom at the altar becomes my home.

I am thirty five,
mothering five active adopted children.
Sometimes I pull out my hair as I try 
to provide them a peaceful, loving home.

I am seventy-two.
The wind again is my hairbrush.
The sunset painting the bay 
is my lavender sweater; memory, 
a bird singing in the cedars. 
I carry pebbles in my pocket.
Among woods and wildflowers I am home.

*The italicized line is from Kristin Alberts, “My Song of  Self,” in Where Water 
Might Be Blue: Poems (Ellison Bay, Wisconsin, Wm Caxton Ltd, 2006), p. 5.
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