Conch Shells with Mary and Jesus       
By: Sara Kumar
  
I heard a conch shell on stage 
With an actress who needed a mother
Because this was a story about a woman
Who loved two men, Sweet Jesus, save us.

Jingle bells heard on a silent night
And what do we listen to
This Christmas, dear Mother Mary?

Strangs and strangs and strangs
And the actress had no strings
But a heart that wanted to know
What it wanted to know, Sweet Jesus.

Was there a conch in Bethel Town,
Dear Mother?
I know it weren’t no stage.

An airplane flew up above
A crow called outside my window
And let there be no pain
On this Christmas Day.

And a woman sinless like You
Can feel the cold still,
“And you are not alone,” says
The Blessed Mother,
Let us be warm, Sweet Jesus, this Christmas.




An actress sorted through ash
At the end of a play, Sweet Jesus, hold her, 
And, we needed a mother,
To pray about husband and Christmas.

And don’t say prayer don’t work
And don’t say thoughts don’t count

I heard a car on the tollway going too fast,
Sweet Lord Jesus, and
What do we listen to now, Mother Mary?
I’ve heard bells in a car at Christmas time
And thoughts of Christmas 
In Julytime warmth.


And bricks and mortar 
And Will Shakespeare brought wood
In the winter fer a summertime play,
And let’s find our home today, Sweet Lady,
And looking in a window
Where a crib used to be.

And mailing a letter to an actress, saying
“What do you hear now?
And Baltezar placed the bell by 
Our Savior’s crib.

And a silent night,
And a silent night,
And a blue tinged bell.
And I’ll be home for Christmas, 
Sweet Mary and Jesus.
