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my  m o T H E R ' s  e d u c a t i o n

my mother* gave me wo rd s,  
m u s i c ,  and t a b l e  m a n n e r s :  
she b r o u g h t  me up Tin love .
I wish she had t a u g h t  me s t r e e tf i g h t Tin g .

for I dild not come Tlnto a uiorld 
of f i r e p l a c e s  and t a b l e c l o t h s ;
I came wh e r e  one out of th re e
one out of th re e of me is rap ed
wh e r e  the men 1 am s u p p o s e d  to
smil e and pass the b u t t e r  to
are c a r v i n g  up my s i s t e r s
i n s t e a d  of the h o l i d a y  t u r k e y
and t h e i r  m a g a z i n e s  p o r t i o n  me out
in s e c t i o n s  like the dead cows
my m o t h e r  t a u g h t  me love
she m i g h t  b e t t e r  have t a u g h t  me rage

she w o u l d  have t a k e n  up w e a p o n s  
to ke ep her c h i l d  fr om h a rm  
she gave me love but t r u t h  is 
I was born to a war and 1 wish 
! wish 1 came b e t t e r  ar me d



3d 11b

wh en air I out of c o s t u m e  -- 
l i s t e n i n g  for your a p p l a u s e  
as for a ri si ng  of uihlte birds, 
a f a l l i n g  of pale sand?

when they S3y to you

t h en be a f r a i d

when t h e y  say to you

t h en wo r ry

when they say to you

th e n be c o n c e r n e d

fo r th er e are p e o p l e  all a r o u n d

t h e r e  are lo ts of p e o p l e  w a t c h i n g

we all want to p r o t e c t  you

wh e n  th e y  say to you It's all right
t h at  c o u l d n ' t  h a p p e n  to you 

t h en  It Is not al l ri gh t

It has n e v e r  been all right
w h en  we a l r e a d y  knew the s c ri pt
and our I m p r o v l s o s  we re h i s s e d
wh en we t h o u g h t  we were out of c o s t u m e



for B a r b a r a  S c h w a r t z  (and all the others )

th is is not h a p p e n i n g  
th is is not h a p p e n i n g

if you r e p e a t  it of te n en ou gh  
this is not h a p p e n i n g

you wi ll be home r e a d i n g  a book 
you w i ll  be w a k i n g  s h a k e n  fr om a bad dr e a m  
if only you r e p e a t  it o f t e n  e n o u g h  

th is is not h a p p e n i n g
th en the pa in w i l l  not ar ri ve
and the d e f e a t  w i l l  not burn you wi th te ar s 
and the u g l i n e s s  of it w i ll  s h i m m e r  away and be 
the s t e a m  f r om  the k e tt le  as you sit r e a d i n g  
if only you can r e pe at  it o f t e n  e n ou gh  

th i s  is not h a p p e n i n g
the ch a s m  w i ll  c l o s e ,  you w i l l  be w a l k i n g  home
t h i r t y  m i n u t e s  e a r l i e r  as you m i g h t  have
and the f u t u r e  as it a l w a y s  is w i ll  d i s p l a c e
the u n s p e a k a b l e  f u t u r e  on the way
and you w i ll  go ho me , lock the door
make tea, read a book
if on ly you c o u l d  r e p e a t  it o f t e n  e n o u g h  

t h is  is not h a p p e n i n g  
th is is not h a p p e n i n g  
not th is



1 9 90 e l e c t i o n  blues

Clhen we give bi rth  to c h i l d r e n  w i t h o u t  eyes 
or w i t h o u t  br ai ns,  with a l i mb  too many 
bone s in the wr on g p l ac es  
or skin that w o n ' t  stay on,
by then a b o r t i o n  w i l l  be i l l e g a l  (even with w e a l t h ) ,  
si ng le  wo m e n  p r o h i b i t e d  f r o m  the w o r k p l a c e  
and m a r r i e d  ones f o r b i d d e n  c o n t r a c e p t i o n ;  
who kn ows , mayb e t h e y ' l l  take the vote away -- 
it was only a ge s t u r e  at best anyway .
And they wi ll blame us for the c h i l d r e n  who c a n n o t  see 
the l i g h t s  of the c o o l i n g  t o w e r s ,  who w i l l  ne v e r  he ar 
a c r o p d u s t e r  pass nor ta s t e  the b i t t e r  bre a th  
of t h e i r  c i ti es , t h ey  w i l l  bla me  us 
sa yi ng  we c u r s e d  th em wi th this, or th at 
our bodies' fil th  s p a w n s  u s e l e s s  f i lt h.

But w a s n ' t  that it all a l o n g ?  u n ab le  to b e ar
(or to bear t h e m s e l v e s )  th ey cut out our w o m b s
in b i t t e r  envy, st ol e our o v a r i e s ;  u n a b l e  to birth
th ey made b i r t h i n g  m i s e r a b l e ,  took our c h i l d r e n  away
f r om  our s t ea dy  h e a r t s ,  d r u g g e d  us s e n s e l e s s ,
cut our b a bi es  out of us, bab i es  a l r e a d y  sedated',
c r y i n g  f e e b l y  at the v i o l e n t  male hand; u n a b l e  to c o n c e i v e
(or to c o n c e i v e  of) life , th e y  te ach  t h e i r  sons to k i l l  us
and each oth e r,  rape our d a u g h t e r s ,  work t o w a r d
the death of ev er y g r e e n  and g r o w i n g  t h i n g . . .
m e a n w h i l e  h a i l i n g ,  m i r a c l e !  the r e c o m b i n a n t  gene,
m a n i p u l a t e d ,  f l o a t i n g  in s t e r i l e  s o l u t i o n ,  s o m e w h a t  o b s c e n e



Wh e n  uie give birth to c h i l d r e n  w i t h o u t  eyes 
b e c a u s e  we have been p o i s o n e d  and we have no c h o i c e ,  
th e n  w i l l  th ey ha ve a c h i e v e d  t h e i r  long d e s i r e ?
Wh e n  wo m e n  are p r o h i b i t e d  f r o m  b e a r i n g
as we p r o d u c e  o n ly  d e f o r m i t y ,  t h e n  life s h a l l  be
the p r o v i n c e  of w h i t e  men In wh it e c o a t s  w o r k i n g  m i r a c l e s
no man s h a l l  owe a w o m a n  his e x i s t e n c e .
Wh it e men In wh it e c o a t s  a m o n g  t a l l  gl as s c a b i n e t s  
s h a l l  birth e n d l e s s ,  u s e f u l  ma le c h i l d r e n ,  u n i f o r m l y  pink 
u n d e r  c o n t r o l l e d  c o n d i t i o n s ,  out of a s y n t h e t i c  wo mb 
out of a s y n t h e t i c  to mb , and t h e i r  p r o v i n c e  Is d e a t h .

Wh a t  then, w h e n  w o m e n  may not bear 
by law, and no man o w e s  us his e x i s t e n c e ?
The la st th i n g  gone t h a t  k e pt  us f r om  the rifle, 
we f o l l o w  w h a l e s  and w o l v e s  and e g r e t s ,  gone 
to the t a l l  of the sad p r o c e s s i o n  s h u f f l i n g  on 
Into the arms of the g r i e v i n g  ni gh t;  
u n a b l e  to b e l i e v e  It, d a ze d,  In va st n u m b e r s ,
In to the oven, the a b a t t o i r ,  the f e n c e d  camp, 
an g r y  at la st wh en we are too f a r  gone to f i g h t .



c e l i b a c y

T h is  Is when you need a lov e r,  when 
y o u' ve  just read FEfilALE S E X U A L  S L A V E R V  and 
all of uour good f r i e n d s  are just good f r i e n d s  
and no one w i ll  wake up and hold your hand

w h en  t h e r e ' s  no one to c a ll  at one a m and cry
o v e r  the phone to, y o ur  good f r i e n d s  need t h e i r  sleep
wh en uou see no f u t u r e ,  wh en you sit and wa it to die
t h ey  do not come over, c u d d l e  and k i ss  and keep
you c o m p a n y  u n t i l  the d e m o n s  go away:
this Is when you ne ed a lov e r,  and a cat wo n' t do,
wh e n  you cry for b a t t e r e d  wo me n,  and you say
na m e s  of the G o d d e s s ,  and the d a r k n e s s  h u s h e s  you

ab o u t  old ma id s

a man wr ot e the st or y and In the story
a man said
to a n o t h e r  man
th at g o d d a m n  2 9 y e a r o l d
v i r g i n

he sp at It out 
It was a curse
h e 'd  c a l l e d  her o t h e r  t h i n g s  but he 
s t o p p e d  th er e,  c o u l d  th i n k  of n o t h i n g  
wo rs e

e v e r y  sla ve  must we ar a c o l l a r
e v e r y  Jew a y e l l o w  star
e v e r y  cow an o w n e r ' s  br an d
a K a c i r c l e  HI a bar
and ev e r y  woma n mu st have been
once in her life f u c k e d  by a man



do not smile 
(for 1. hibma)

she s m i l e s  uihen sh e ' s  angry:
she g i g g l e s  and lo o k s  down, r a i s i n g  her vo ic e
in pit ch only, u n t i l  she s o u n d s  
like a t i r e d  c h i l d ,  how much
rage is pi le d up b e h i n d  t h at  smil e, oh ho w mu ch
rage, and how many t e a r s ?

I do n' t k n o w . . .  she says, when she k n o w s  
ve ry w e l l  that s h e ' s  a n g r y ,  I don 't  k n o w . . .  
and she l a u g h s ,  and I c l e n c h  my fi st s 
t i l l  they hurt, to see a w o m a n  smile 
s w a l l o w i n g  her ang e r,  to see this 
g i g g l i n g  for m e n ' s  b e n e f i t ,  it is the br an d 
of the l i f e l o n g  d o n ' t  hit me slave 
who da re s not 
not smile

who da re s not rage
now in th es e days of t e r r o r  who da re s not 
f i g h t ,  l o s e s  h o u r l y ,  the g r a d u a l  
d i m i n u t i o  n 
of self

s i s t e r  s o m e d a y  f o r b e a r  
to smi le,  put away the v e i l  
he a l  the b r o k e n  f e et  and u n c o r s e t  
the soul, th is rage 
is c e n t u r i e s  old
lo ng in f r u i t i o n ,  cl e a n  as the nort h 
w i nd  and a h a r b i n g e r  
of stor m, oh s i s t e r  
in s l a v e ' s  ma sk , let it f a l l  
fo r once: for all



patience op a monument smiling at grief 
(a Victorian cliche)

Patience on the monument smiles
with the sweet half smile of the martyrs
at Grief her longtime lover
(I once had a lover
lived for her and never
owned to that name never)
Grief lives in our houses 
acknowledgement is due her

it is time to get down off the monument 
take that sick smile off our faces 
and go and shake hands, with Grief 
she has teen with us forever 
while we were inanely smiling 
wishing she would go away 
she is our longtime lover 
Patience won't send her away

we have smiled at our lovers when our stomachs felt knife-wounded 
we have smiled nervously at the men just before they raped us
we have smiled our souls away, forgotten how to shout
we have smiled too much, too often, and with too little reason

it is time to get down off the monument 
it is time to be done with Patience;
Patience has no pride,, but we 
(though her lips are salt and bitter 
and we kiss her in desperate anger) 
we will have no more of Patience,
we will kiss goodbye to Grief



c o m m u n i t y  f o o d s

th e r e  were new o r g a n i c  t o m a t o e s ,
and the ?gay man next to me said How r e m a r k a b l e ,
they mu st be h o t - h o u s e  , the Hlexican ones
are b a r e l y  here and t h e y ' r e  f u l l  of all k i n d s
of junk; and our two pale h a n d s  s o r t e d  t h r o u g h
pale o r a n g e  t o m a t o e s ,  d i s c r i m i n a t i n g ,
and I said, IDhat th ey c a n ' t  spr ay here
th ey sell to So ut h A m e r i c a ,  and hey la
back it c o m e s  in the s p r i n g ,  so neat,
I said, so s e n s i b l e ,  so ti dy

Are you i n to  that, he said, as if it we re v o l l e y b a l l  
or E s a l e n ,  you seem to k n ow  a bit, I me a n  
are you part of a c a m p a i g n  or 
s o m e t h i n g ?
I just k n o w  too muc h,  I sai d, it ' s  not 
good for you, it a f f e c t s  
y ou r s l e e p i n g  h a b i t s

Does it r e a l l y ,  he beg an,  but I h e a d e d  
fo r the p e a c h e s  and pl um s,  a l m o s t  s h a k i n g  
with too mu ch k n o w l e d g e ,  too l i t t l e  sle ep 
and a l m o s t  no hope at all; 
e v en  s h o p p i n g  for cr i s p  new v e g e t a b l e s  
se em s a mere r i tu al , e a t i n g  
and b r e a t h i n g  only g e s t u r e s
or a sh aky  w h i s t l e  in the pi tc h dark; why 
was he not f r i g h t e n e d ,  I w o n d e r



privilege
a poem for men who don't understand what we mean when we say they havo it 

privilege is simple:
going for a pleasant stroll after dark,
not checking the back of your car as you get in, sleeping soundly,
speaking without interruption, and not remembering
dreams of rape, that follow you all day, that woke you crying, and
privilege
is not seeing your stripped, humiliated body
plastered in celebration across every magazine rack, privilege 
is going to the movies and not seeing yourself 
terrorized, defamed, battered, butchered 
seeing something else

privilege is
riding your bicycle across town without being screamed at or 

run off the road, not needing an abortion, taking off your shirt 
on n hot day, In a crowd, not wlnhing you could typo bottor 
Just in case, not shaving your legs, having a decent job and 
expecting to keep it, not feeling the boss's hand up your crotch, 
dozing off on late-night busses, privilege 
is being the hero in the TV show not the dumb broad, 
living where your genitals are totemized not denied, 
knowing your doctor won't rape you

privilege is beirg
smiled at all day by nice helpful women, it is
the way you pass judgment on their appearance with magisterial authority, 
the way you face a Judge of your own sex in court and
are overrepresented in Congress and are not strip searched for a traffic ticket
or used as a dart board by your friendly mechanic, privilege
is seeing your bearded face reflected through the history texts
not only of your high school days but all your life, not being
relegated to a paragraph
every other chapter, the way you occupy
entire volumes of poetry and mere than your share of the couch unchallenged, 
it is your mouthing smug, atrocious insults at women 
who blink and change the subject —  politely —  privilege 
is how seldom the rapist's name appears in the papers

t

and the way you smirk over your PLAYBOY



it's simple really, privilege
means someone else's pain, your wealth
is my terror, your uniform
is a woman raped to death here or in Cambodia or wherever
wherever your obscene privilege
writes your name in my blood, it's that simple,
you've always had it, that's why it doesn't
seem to make you sick at stomach,
you have it, we pay for it, now
do you understand



at work

he is t e l l i n g  a f u n n y  stor y:
his wife wa nts  new d r a p e s .
this is t e r r i b l y  f u n n y .
you know how wo m e n  are, he says
i n d u l g e n t l y ,  you know how w o m e n  are

he is not aware he is l o o k i n g  r o u g h l y  
more or less sort of at 
or t h r o u g h  
m e .
this is one of the f a c t s  of n o n e n t i t y ,  this 
be ing  l o o k e d  t h r o u g h ;  t h e r e  are o t h e r s .
1 w o u l d  t e l l  you, but t h e r e  is 
no time

you k n o w  how w o m e n  are
yes ! do know sir I k n o w  v e ry  w e ll
you n e v e r  will

I k n ow  how wom en  are b e a t e n
and b e at en  down, I kn ow how w o m e n
are cr y i n g ,  ! kn ow how
w o m e n  are s i n g in g,  how w o m e n  are
w o r k i n g ,  how w o m e n  are s p e a k i n g
to each o t h e r
w h en  no man l i s t e n s

how w o m e n  are s e d a t e d  with a d d i c t i v e  dru gs 
by r e s p e c t a b l e  men, le ss r e s p e c t a b l e  men 
r e s o r t i n g  to fi s t s

I k n o w h o w  wom en are 
d i s p o s s e s s e d  of our h u m a n i t y  
how w o m e n  are
d i s p l a y e d  like me at or ca n d y  
in e v e r y  s t o r e f r o n t  and m a g a z i n e



I k no m
horn mo m e n  are
s l a n d e r e d  by yo ur h i s t o r i e s  
l i ed  a b o u t  by nice men l i ke  you
d e s p i s e d  by your p r e t t y  r e l i g i o n  of D a d d i e s  and Sons

horn mo m e n  are l o o k e d  r o u g h l y  more or less 
t h r o u g h  horn u o m e n  are i n v i s i b l e  
n a m e l e s s  s i l e n t

hotu m o m e n  are
s c a r r e d  uiith the s c a r s  of b u r n i n g  
houj m o m e n  are 
the g r e a t -
g r e a t - g r e a t - g r e a t - g r a n d d a u g h t e r s  
of m o m e n  bu rn t al iv e by nice men like you

horn m o m e n  are u n p u b l i s h e d ,  b o d i e s  and m i n d s  e d i t e d ,  
m i s r e p r e s e n t e d , c e n s o r e d ,  cut out, 
cut up

horn m o m e n  are rap ed and in rnhat 
n u m b e r s

! m o u l d  t e l l  you, I m o u l d  t e l l  you, but
th e r e  is no time, no
time

yes sir I knoui horn m o m e n  are 
1 knom very mell, I
k n om  horn mo m e n  are s t r o n g  horn b e a u t i f u l  s t r o n g
m o m e n  are
horn m o m e n  are
an gr y
horn
an g r y  mo m e n  
are
horn an gr y 
horn angr y 
m o m e n  are



to 1. c .

my f a v o u r i t e  to ug h wo ma n 
h i g h w a y  I n d i a n
her m u s c l e s  move u n d e r  ta w n y  skin 
like m o l t e n  steel,
he r h a n d s  are s c a r r e d ;  she 's seen too much
be en too much, lost f r i e n d s
lost touc h:
new she p r e t e n d s
net to f e e l

he r ey es are cool, cl e a n  
w a s h e d  gray and cl ea r
by st or ms , d i s i l l u s i o n m e n t ,  and fear;
like the ha w k ' s ,  the c o u g a r ' s  eye
not u n u s e d  to pain,
cc ld as th is decernber sky
old with doubt -- and th e n  aga in
new, new, se re ne
g e n t l e  as rain

my f a v o u r i t e  to ug h wo man :
like t h in  gla ss she is f i l l e d
w r t h fi re , fey, s u d d e n  as tho se fi r s t
v i o l e t s  at the f o r e s t ' s  huge feet;
as f r a g i l e ,  fer a l,  swee t,
af proud

she ha te s to lie 
w o u l d  r a t h e r  see the w o r s t  
and she wi ll

t c ug h f l o w e r s ,  they grow a m o n g  stone s' 
on ce m e n t ,  b e t w e e n  bones: 
but pluck them, keep th em 
and they die



the screaming

Mentally I am infibulated; I open up my soul
every night in secret, making speeches to the ceiling
in the dark. And in the day I go about sewn up and raging;
the jokes, the callous hatred, all male needling
strikes me dumb, webs my lips, seals me up against Invasion.
I am silent, I burn, my hands shake, I hide my feelings —  
this is my life: how shall I refuse it?

On TV a woman gives birth in pain.
What's she screaming about? says the scientist 
the man I work for, what the hell is 'all the 
screaming about? and he grimaces at the screen.
The newsman reports two rapes three blocks apart 
by an average man 
with a white Trans Am 
no rings and a contro part:
I want him to die.
The men make Jokes about the time between; 
they say the one1s an alibi
for the other, or he's some kind of Superman.

I do believe they think he's Superman.
I krow they think it's funny though I'm not sure why they can.
I sit in my chair, I knot up inside, if I start to shout
about pain, horror, fear, raped women, agony,
defeat they laugh away, I know I know what comes to me:
peevish, whiny, weary,
what's all the screaming about?

The screaming
is about having needles in your mouth.

The screaming
is about real rage, love, despair, real feeling. 

It is about having a knife in my hand
and too much sense to use



song for Kali

m o t h e r  i am t a k i n g  my kn if e 
I am going h u n t i n g

I have ma ny s i s t e r s
I have much to av en ge ; I have str o ng  
f a m i l y  f e e l i n g s ,  s t r o n g  f a m i l y  
s t ro ng  f e e l i n g s ;  I sit 
on the step, s h a r p e n i n g  my kn if e

1 an go in g a f t e r  the d o c t o r s
mho p r e s c r i b e d  DES and the d o c t o r s
mho d e s i g n e d  O a l k o n  S h i e l d s  and the d o c t o r s
mho gave s e d a t i v e s  i n s t e a d  of ex am s and the d o c t o r s
mho e x p e r i m e n t e d  on the po or mo m e n  and the d o c t o r s
mho mere too s t u p i d  to mash t h e i r  h a n d s
mho r e c o m m e n d e d  e l e c t r o s h o c k
mho gave b a c k r o o m  a b o r t i o n s
and f r o n t r o o m  U a l i u m
mho e n d o r s e d  t a m p o n s
and j a i l e d  the m i d m i f e

I am s h a r p e n i n g  my knif e

! am go ing  a f t e r  the B o s t o n  S t r a n g l e r
the H i l l s i d e  S t r a n g l e r  the IDestside R a p i s t
S t i n k y  the R a p i s t  Jack the R i p p e r  and La rr y F l y n t  --
me sh al l be s h o r t  of h e r o e s

mhen the nice man is p u l l i n g  the l i t t l e  g i rl  in to his 
1 mi ll be b e hi nd  his seat; mh en the h u s b a n d  
is s y s t e m a t i c a l l y  b a t t e r i n g  his mife 
I mi ll step out of -the r e f r i g e r a t o r  
s u r p r i s e  I am a kn if e

car



wh er e the d r i l l  s e r g e a n t  t e a c h e s  his men
a b o u t  r i fl es  and guns, w h e r e  he ca ll s th em cunt
and be at s them into k i l l e r s  ! w i l l  be
u n d e r  his bunk, s u r p r i s e .  wh er e the s o l d i e r s  fuck
the w o m a n  to death in the mud, I w i l l  be
w a i t i n g  in the t r u c k ,  s u r p r i s e ;  what do ! care
who t a u g h t  th em?

1 am h u n t i n g ,  I am e v e r y w h e r e ;  and Ka li 
k n o w s  me

w h e r e  the judge ru l e s  the w o m a n ' s  life
wo r t h  le ss th en the e m b r y o ' s  I w i l l  be
b e h i n d  his o f f i c e  doo r,  s u r p r i s e ,  1 am
a k n if e,  wh er e the boss ca n s  the wo me n
b e c a u s e  his w o r k p l a c e  is p o i s o n i n g  th em
w h e r e  the c o m p a n y  c l i n i c  s m i l e s  and lies
wh e r e  the bo ar d of d i r e c t o r s  lo o k s  as ide
f r om  the Love C a n a l s ,  f r o m  the O r e g o n  l a k e s
s p i k e d  wi th 2 , 4 , 5 - T ,  1 w i l l  be, they w i l l  m e e t  me
in the dark
a kn ife
s u r p r i s e

m o t h e r  I am go in g h u n t i n g  
1 am t a k i n g  my kn if e no gun 
do n ' t  w a i t  up th ey w i l l  k i l l  me 
l on g b e f o r e  I am done 
I w i l l  br in g you no t r o p h y  
but Ka li 
k n o w s m e



no good reas on

I c r a u l e d  up the m o u n t a i n  in my old bus 
t h i n k i n g  of you not the Em pi re ;
I mo ve d into a gra nd h o t e l
that I sh are  mith some rats and s p i d e r s
some n i g h t s  the h e a t e r  m a k e s  me up,
! th in k i t 's  the G e s t a p o  co m i n g ;
I D a n d e r  round tuiitchy as my cat, 
ears back, l o o k i n g  fo r  s o m e t h i n g  
to jump -- so I can k i l l  it

t o n i g h t  me did no mork; he re 1 am 
in the b r a i n - r o o m  of the b u i l d i n g ,  
a t o u g h  yo un g gh o s t  in blue jeans 
g u a r d i n g  a m a u s o l e u m ;
the to ys of men r e m i n d  me of dea th -- 
I m r o t e  b e c a u s e  I m i s s e d  you, 
t h e r e  mas no good r e a s o n

I d r e a m t  last ni gh t I k i s s e d  you 
and me q u a r r e l l e d  for no good reason;
I d r e a m t  the p o l i c e  me re a f t e r  me 
and I c r a s h e d  my bike on the h i g h m a y  
and no one came to lo ok for me: 
am I a f r a i d  for no good r e a s o n

I m i l l  burn a c a n d l e  to A p h r o d i t e .
I love you for no good re as on .



sloe vers

e m b i t t e  rment
is m e d i c i n a l  as a l oe s,  tr ue aloes: 
l i t t l e  sh o c k s ,  like

cold m a t e r  in the m o r n i n g  
a cl os e c a l l  on the road 
or a dr ea m of deat h;

l i t t l e  i n s u l t s  and m i n o r
c o n d e s c e n s i o n s ,
s m a l l
s t o n e s
t h r o m n  by m a l i c i o u s  h a b i t  

l i t t l e  e m b i t t e r m e n t s
as m e d i c i n a l  as a l o e s ,  tr ue al oe s - 
the t a s t e  of r e a l i t y

t h i s  is your life 
do you ma nt it 
t h is  is y o ur  life 
can you st and  it 
t h i s  is yo ur life
yo u r  life the next s i x t y - o d d  yea rs



three pavanes fo r  a dead witch

this is the woman they like to remember, they liked to paint
the pretty lady with the white hands
who ate arsenic to keep them white,
the woman with the hourglass waist
and the prolapsed uterus —  she wore corsets —
the caged Invalid blinking in the light,
the woman tottering on smashed and rotting feet
delicately they say, and I say mutilated,
made over, warped, pared, carved to her owner's taste;
the demure bride, mute, drugged, infibulated,
the silent widow cast upon the pyre:
this they enjoy, remembering, this they say
is beauty, this, to this
you may aspire

no I remember the woman screaming blackening in the fire

not their pallid mirror of my death:
I remember a different woman, women
breathing together and shaking with the breath
bringing another daughter into the world;
the woman up to her elbows in potter's clay
the woman with dirty fingernails gathering herbs
my mother her mother up to her elbows in life
birthing and building and bartering, sharp a3 the knife
she knew how to use, each in her place
striding good earth to good purpose, her I admire;
the big-voiced woman, .the common scold
the one with the broad brown arms that could hold
children, unruly horses, and borders, that could hold
a sword, when she had to

who could heal, who could grow 
green life out of winter earth, herd goats, light hearths 
and hearts, the witch the farmer the singer of songs 
baxter webster tapster her I admire; 
walking the world on her two good feet she goe3 
old as the hills, young as the leaf, and strong 
strong with the strength that is real grace: 

her I admire



I remember my mother screaming dying In the fire

do you know how much rage is In me?
there is enough rage in me to break bores
smash windows overturn ears set bombs
ticking at the base of corporate towers:
rage that demands a price, will collect a price
for crippled feet and crippled minds and hateful lies
and for my sister dying in the fire:

rage enough to blister paint, rust steel, 
melt asphalt in the streets, rage enough
to tear the flesh away that is the face that masks the liar
who would cut the life out of me and call the scar
love —  the paternal smile, to tear away the smile
in shreds, to melt, to rust, to peel, to claw away
the smile, they say I go too far; I say
you do not know how far is far



w i n t e r ,  mt. h a m i l t o n ,  81

I had f o r g o t t e n
the d e s p e r a t e  u n t i d y  s t u b b o r n n e s s  of snow 
hom like the s h r e d s  of m a t r i a r c h y  it l i n g e r s  
w h e r e v e r  ther e is a l i t t l e  sh ade

I had f o r g o t t e n
the t e r r i b l e  blind d e af  t e n d e r n e s s  of snoui 
its i m p a r t i a l  l o v i n g ,  how it wrap s 
ev e r y  we ar y tree fr o m  the wi nd

how even t r a m p l e d ,  d i r t i e d ,  it s h i n e s  
how s h i n i n g  it p r o m i s e s
rain, gree n, how it p r o m i s e s  r i ve rs  in the sun 
the s u m m e r  and the far w i n t e r  to come: 
in the ice, e m b e d d e d ,  the c o v e n a n t  of s p r i n g



CODA

she w o u l d  have t a k e n  up w e a p o n s  
to ke ep her c h i l d  f r o m  h a rm  
she gave me love and t r u t h ;  now 
born into th is wa r ! see how 
! co u l d  have come no b e t t e r  ar m e d
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3 am part. P i e t  and p a r t  C e t t ,  by  rough, dem ographic reck on ing . 3n the. 

C sse>t marshes, whe.ro. my. m other and a i t  h er  f  amity. w ere born , th e  p eo p ie  ten d  to  

a s l i g h t e r  b u i ld  and darker c o m p te d o n  ( and a h tgh er in c id e n c e  of webbed f e e t ! ) 

than i n  th e  r e s t  of Cngland; th e r e  to. a to n y  h is t o r y  of w itc h c r a f t  i n  th a t  

reg io n , and of p e rs e c u t io n  by. th e  Church, J t  i s  p o s s ib i e  th a t , j u s t  as. th e  

Basques ft e d  in t o  th e  tn a c c e s s tb t e  Pyrenees, b e fo r e  th e  Jndo -Cu ropeans, th e  

u n tech n o to g ia a i and unw artike P L o ts  r e t r e a te d  in t o  th e  tr ea c h e ro u s  m arshlands. 

A t  any ra te , both, w itc h c r a f t  and a deep  and a b id in g  r e s is ta n c e  to  p a tr ia rch y  

run i n  my m o th e r 's  h i s t o r y  and m ine,

Che Banshee'S howttng is. to  me th e  v o ic e  o f  centuries, o f  rage and 

Sorrow, th e v o ic e  o f  my own awakening to  th e  untenabte con d ition s  o f  i i f e  as  

Severat thousand years o f  mate Supremacy have made i t ,  Che howting embodies, 
both knowtedge and s e t f -e x p re s s io n  —  two th in gs  rigourousty  denied to  women 

and aLL cotonix-ed peop les. Chey a re  th e  two th in gs  most dangerous to  k ings; 
fo r  k ings know th a t hnowtedge (o f  o n e 's  h is to ry , o f  o n e 's  t o s s ) means anger, 
and th a t when th e  anger and g r ie f  o f  th e  enslaved fin d  v o ic e , th ere  i s  change 

in  th e  wind and o ften  th e  end o f  h in g ty  p r iv i le g e  and power. J t  does not 

S urprise me th a t k ings were very  much a fra id  o f  Banshees,



D. A. (Oe) C l a r k e
is a wr i t e r ,  m u s i c i a n ,  and c o m p u t e r  p r o g r a m m e r  who 
l i ve s in Sa nt a Cruz with he r cat. She can be r e a c h e d  
c/o Lick O b s e r v a t o r y  O f f i c e s ,  UC5C, Sa nt a Cruz 95 06 4.

T h a n k s  to EOS for t e c h n i c a l  k n o w - h o w ,  sane ad vi ce , 
and be:;t-friendship in ro ugh  ti m e s  and e a s i e r  ones.
Al so to H i m ,  N C , GF, G 111 , and e v e r y o n e  else who told
me th es e were good poe m s;  and e s p e c i a l l y  to R
w i t h o u t  whom ! do ub t they w o u l d  ev er have been w r i t t e n .


