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B
ut eventually I connect to a place of 

inner strength and am
 able to continue.

The thought m
akes m

e feel w
ispy 

and unw
orthy and m

akes m
e 

question m
y identity.
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H
er

ei
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uc
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m
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to
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 m

om
en
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 d
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ha
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 m
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t C
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th
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ks
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I do not w
ait to collect 

accolades.  I do not bow
. 

I leave the stage know
ing 

that m
y quick departure is 

both a sign of m
y great 

hum
ility but also a tribute to 

w
orkers everyw

here. 

A
nd indeed, I have just done som

e good w
ork.

24
4 5

B
ut

 w
ha

t k
in

d 
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or
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on
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si

ng
er

 a
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 I?



23

The song is finished.
There is one of those 

palpable silences w
hich 

usually occur after a great 
thing has happened.

It is positively electric.
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A
nd

 th
en

, j
us

t b
ec

au
se

 
I c

an
, I

 s
in

g 
th

e 
ch

or
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on

e 
la
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 ti

m
e 

. I
t h

as
 b

ee
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rn
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 m

y 
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t, 
an

d 
I h

av
e 

no
 re
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no

t t
o 

go
 c
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pl

et
el

y 
ov

er
 

th
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to
p 

in
 m

y 
de

liv
er

y.
 

Ye
s,

 I 
co

nf
es

s 
I d

o 
fe

el
 a

 li
ttl

e 
go

d-
lik

e 
at

 th
is

 m
om

en
t.

6

Perhaps m
ore im

portantly,
 w

hat kind of w
orksong singer am

 I not??

7
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This tim
e, the chorus em

erges 
from

 m
e plaintively, as if the 

very blood from
 m

y ow
n heart is 

pum
ping into the hearts of m

y 
listeners. 

It hurts a little, but it is w
ell w

orth it.
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A
ga
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 c
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B
e pithy! B

e angry! B
e succinct! B

e honest!

N
evertheless! I w

ill now
 fetch m

y w
riting 

im
plem

ent and begin!

If there’s one transferrable truth I’ve learned 
from

 the w
ork I’ve done it’s this:

9

G
oo

d!
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ow
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, c
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, f
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1. 2. 3. 4. 5. Th
is

 is
 w

ha
t w

e 
w

or
ks

on
g 

si
ng

er
s 

ca
ll 

re
he

ar
si

ng
!
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I look inw
ard as I sing. 

I don’t know
 if I have ever been 

so vulnerable or so real.

I use doubt’s shadow
 to darken m

y delivery; it m
akes m

e very sexy.
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Fo
r m
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nd
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, I
 d

ra
w

 fr
om

 m
y 

po
et

ic
 d

ep
th

s 
an

d 
de

sc
rib

e 
ei

th
er

 a
 d
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 m
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 d
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ht
m
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to
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ec
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e 
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.
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I am
 now

 so in the zone that I w
rite a first verse, 

identifying w
ho I am

, and the kind of w
ork I do, or w

ill do, 
or have done in the past.
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f m
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M
y voice feels thunderous. 

M
y connection to the audience

has been forged.
I am

 sure they can feel 
the truth of m

y w
ords!

Yes, I am
 lying to m

yself; I know
 doubt’s shadow

 at m
y feet.
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So
 I 

re
-w

rit
e 

m
y 

ch
or

us
 o

n 
th

es
e 

lin
es

 
an

d 
I s

in
g 

th
em

 a
ga

in
.

Si
ng

in
g 

m
ak

es
 m

e 
be

lie
ve

!
It 

fil
ls

 m
e 

w
ith

 u
nu

su
al

 re
so

lv
e!
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I plunge right into the second, m
ore profound verse.  I 

w
rite about things that are either very good or very bad 

about m
y job, and go so far as to confess the one thing I 

m
ost zealously hope for regarding m

y w
ork:

13

So
 s

tr
on

gl
y 

do
 I 

fe
el

 a
bo

ut
 th

es
e 

w
or

ds
, t

ha
t I

 s
in

g 
th

em
 w

ith
 

an
 e
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al

at
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g 
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e 
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(a
nd

 I 
ch

oo
se

 o
ne

 o
f t

he
 fo

llo
w

in
g)

a)
 v

ol
um

e

b)
 m

el
od

ic
 fl

ou
ris

h

c)
 d

ra
m

at
ic

 q
ua

ve
r

I p
oi

nt
 m

y 
w

ol
f e

ye
s 

to
w

ar
ds

 th
e 

he
av

en
s.


