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O sing unto the Lord a new song . . . (Psalm 96)

O, sing . . . undo the world with blued song

born from newly freed throats. Sprung loose from lungs

once bound within bonded skin. Scored from dawn

to dusk with coffle and lash. Every tongue

unfurled as the body’s flag. Every breath

conjured despite loss we’ve had. Bear witness

to the birthing of our hymn from storied depths

of America’s sin. Soul-worn psalms, blessed

in our blood through dark lessons of the past

struggling to be heard. Behold—the bold sound

we’ve found in ourselves that was hidden, cast

out of the garden of freedom. It’s loud

and unbeaten, then soft as a newborn’s face—

each note bursting loose from human bondage.
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