
 

Swim Lesson by Jodi Girouard 

Silence drips from the ceiling, 

A quiet saturation pooling into hopeful healing 

As I know to blindly follow my words unspoken. 

For I have heard more than thoughts crashing 

In waves over my head 

fed from desperate dreams 

that seems cold and stark. 

There is still a spark, a light, 

A fight inside revealed 

From the dark pages 

I must write.  Let us unite 

In the burgeoning belief 

Absorbed with the shared grace 

that relief abounds. 

 

I am here in the solace, 

allowed the missing breath to emerge, 



found 

With an urging whisper for a simple peace. 

I am soaked in stained sheets 

From meeting in night terrors' deathly grip. 

So I begin again, then, as I sip water to clear my tongue, 

to float on words begun from oceans 

Pull, cleansing screams like sirens 

For a mindful revival 

Of my own survival. 

On buoys of hope 

I rise with the crafting 

Of phrased sentiments. 

 

For I am meant to heal, 

washed upon soft sands 

In a real understanding 

Of comfort. 

I don’t have to hurt over 

The relapse of traps 

As I assist, or rather insist that grief 

ebb with the tide pushed from my feet. 

 

And oh, the sweet music from before, 

Creation calls me, language returns 

As I begin to sing, to bring courage 

From the craft of words heard still. 



 

I will away fears, I let hope 

Dry my tears, 

as the bridge's refrain no longer remains contained in my heart. 

 

And I start a song. I belong in explorations sung in verse. 

I explore the delights 

Of an unmuted universe of language.  I refute 

The terrors acted out in the darkness of night. 

 

I choose to fight for me and for others. 

Oh, bring me to those still splashing, thrashing in attempts 

To swim…those on the brink of sinking! 

Have them hold on even with their folded will, treading 

Above despair, awareness of creating 

Lives that can learn to swim and stay alive. 

 

For I have a needed offer 

Stated in the hull of a craft I have built. 

To  set course without guilt 

in finding voices 

As a choice given freely 

Beyond the waves. 

Bravely I steer 

back to where I was once lost. 

No longer is hope dripping 



From above in a quiet yearned love, 

but gushing,  rushing out in streams 

To quench a thirst to commune. 

 

Below the pale moon, I search 

For ones marooned on island rocks, 

In water that talks of giving in. 

I hold a designed shine 

Transparent at the helm where I stand, 

A guided find for those still blind. 

 

I accompany the drenched, the shivering, 

Delivering towels of possibilities 

To dry from the current rapids we see. 

We sway away in company from turmoil 

In a community that heals together 

upon earth’s soil. 

 

I am lifted to the surface away from the mess of depression, 

The compression that once held me down.  And I reside 

In a calming. 


