Root Cellar Soul

Palates of the soul go to the root cellar where precious natural gems are kept sweet, flavorful, and ripe.  Ground dug deep under grandma’s icebox, deep enough to stay cool all summer long.  Soul jars filled with Johnson’s Van Gogh-like skills with a thick cream of Africa ladled ‘cross top.  A porterhouse serving of Duke, Dizzy, Ella and Miles simmerin’ in a sweet basil Sarah Vaughn sauce.  Bearden’s “Pepper Jelly Lady” stands there waiting her turn to cool things down, and next in line is drama queen Zora with her “Black Death”.


Palates of the soul go to the root cellar, baby; that’s whar’ they get they flavor.  Withstanding elements and time; keeping time; buying time; timeless notions never pass-a-way they jus’ keep they essence and get stronger in the root cella’.  Ground dug so deep, can’t smell green onion tops on the first step.  Harlem Renaissance to Walker Theatre are miles of years of soulful struts that pay homage to Langston and Madame C.J.; transparencies of black people not caring who sees or reads or visualizes or comes to conclusions of they soul, cause palates of the soul go to the root cellar anyway.  That’s where they go.


They go so they can stay cool and preserve themselves for another day to say, “I lives down under grandma’s kitchen where I can hear her wash collards and hum her some Mahalia on Sunday mornin’ ’fo church”.  Can’t run, can’t hide, can’t deny the root of the cellar.  Wastin’ time and countless hours thinkin’ they soul belongs to only them; they know them seasonings come from somewhere.


Ask Thelonious.  Hot sauce didn’t get hot on its own.  It had dirt, sun and spring to nurture and grow; nurturing of the spirit comes from the root cellar where it ages a little and gets some heirloom about itself.  As black as you are, you mean to tell me you didn’t know dark juice was sweet?  You need to follow me on down to this root cellar baby, and spend you some time with some of yo’ people!
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