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| don't know the ancestors’ names
but | feel them in my bones.
| bleed green blood,

recall an ancient image

of daffodils dancing

on a hillside

to the sound of fiddles

and clog dancers

on a wooden floor.

| follow a cord from
Appalachian hollows

to a Dublin pub.

My luck runs deep.

—Marianne Mersereau

i

- -



https://www.shantiarts.co/SPAQ/SPAQ37/files/SPAQ37_SPR20_DIGITAL_IMAGECREDITS.pdf



