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“T em ptation , ” “It W o u ld  N o t H av e  Been W ell ”; Concho River Review:
“D raw in g  B o a rd ”; Heartland Review: “W ildc lay  W o m a n ”; M ain Street 
Rag: “F o r  m y U n b o rn  S o n .”

M y  u tm o st th a n k s  go  o u t to:
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single L ilith  poem  w as no t en ough  and  th a t I sho u ld  w rite  a  book;

G reg  Pape, ever-ca lm  m en to r o f the  m ellifluous voice. I ow e you  
an  u n p ay ab le  d e b t fo r w o rk in g  y o u r  w ay  th ro u g h  th is m an u sc rip t, 
m ak ing  reco m m en d a tio n s th a t m ade it w o rld s  b e tte r  th an  it w as 
w h en  b irth ed ;
J e a n ie  T hom pson , m e n to r an d  A labam a poe tess  ex trao rd in a ire , 
w ho , w h en  I firs t d ec id ed  to  becom e a poet, c rack ed  me like an 
egg, bo iled  m e in w isdom , an d  p o u re d  m e b ack  in to  m y shell a 
b e tte r  w rite r;

E lizab e th  M en tze r, s is te r d eep e r th an  b lood , w o rld -c lass  baker, 
p ro fessional healer, b e s t friend , d ra g o n -d re a m er an d  k e e p e r of 
m y san ity  — I am  luck y  to  have you;

R o sem ary  R o y sto n  a n d  H e a th e r  W y a tt, fe llow  p o e te sse s  w ho  
sh are  the  p assio n  o f p o e try , the th rill o f  in sp ira tio n , an d  th e  pain fu l 
th ro es  o f revision;

P e te r  H a m m a rb e rg  an d  C h ris tin a  D ’A iro, th e  o ldest o f friends 
w h o  read  L ilith  in h e r  ro u g h est s tages an d  th e n  w o rk e d  to  give her 
a  bold, w o rth y  face;

R o b e rt W ard , a  k in d  an d  conscien tious e d ito r  w h o  saw  the  w o rth  
o f th is book  a n d  n ev e r once a ttem p ted  to  co rse t L ilith  o r m ake h er 
a  p ro p e r  lady.
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For m y  mother, Joanne.

Y ou  ta u g h t m e th e  p o w e r o f w o rd s, the  value o f read ing , 
an d  th e  w o rth  o f be ing  a  w om an .

B ecause y o u  love me, d a rk  side an d  all.
B ecause even  w h e n  I do not, y o u  alw ays believe, 

a n d  y o u r  b e lie f is p o te n t eno u g h  fo r tw o.

This, a n d  ev ery  good  th in g  I am  a n d  do, is y o u rs .





H e th en  c re a te d  a  w o m an  fo r A dam , from  the earth , as H e 
had  c rea ted  A dam  him self, an d  called  h e r  L ilith . S he said,
‘I w ill n o t he below ,’ a n d  he said, ‘I w ill n o t he b en ea th  you , 
b u t  only  on top . F o r  y o u  a re  fit only  to  be in the  b o ttom  
position , w hile  I am  to  be th e  su p e rio r  o n e .’ L ilith  resp o n d ed , 
‘W e are  eq u a l to  each  o th e r  in asm u ch  as w e w ere  b o th  c rea ted  
from  th e  e a r th . ' B u t th e y  w o u ld  n o t listen  to  one ano ther. 
W h en  L ilith  saw  th is, she p ro n o u n c e d  th e  Ineffab le  N am e 
an d  flew  aw ay  in to  the  air. A dam  sto o d  in p ra y e r  befo re  his 
C rea to r: ‘S o v ere ig n  o f  th e  u n iv e rse !’ he said, 'th e  w o m an  
y o u  gave m e has ru n  aw ay .’

From The A lphabet of Be n  S ira
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Unwanted





U n w a n te d

G rass  p a r ts  fo r m y feet, 
m y steps fall on b a rre n  soil, 
no b lade b rav e  en ough  
to  cu sh io n  m y soles.
I have fo rg o tte n  th e  feel 
o f  ripe  ea rth , o f  how  leaves 
look  su c c u le n t in m o o n lig h t 
a f te r  th e  b ap tism  o f  rain .

I am  G o d ’s on ly  m istake.
I c o u rt the  jea lo u sy  o f  angels —
th ey  b ask  in  ho ly  ligh t
b u t no  one k n o w s th e ir  nam es.
I b lis te r m y heels, q ueen  
o f a  co u rt o f  silence an d  sand,
I s tan d  a t th e  th ro a t o f  the  a rro y o  
an d  how l m y freedom  to  the  p u rp le  
o f in c a n d e sc e n t d e se r t skies.

T he coyo te  w ill n o t answ er. 
C h u ck w a lla s  s to p  m id-chew , 
b e rrie s  b lo ck in g  th e ir  th ro a ts , 
an d  the  g ray  fox circles h e r  kits, 
te s tin g  th e  w in d , eyes g lin tin g  
like n ew -m in ted  p en n ies  
gone m ad  fo r th e  m oon.
O n ly  the  sk y -b ro a d  desert, 
w ith  its sh im m erin g  p a rc h e d  b re a th  
and  bones deep  in its bosom  
is b rave  eno u g h  to  defy  its m ak er 
and  w h isp e r to  me:

L ilitb

[ 3 ]



O ccu p y in g  C h ildren

N am e th e  c raw lin g  beasts, 
a n d  the w alk in g  ones, 
an d  th e  c r itte rs  th a t  sw eep  
like an g e ls  o v e rh e a d  
fa r  above  th e  trees  
th a t  y o u  c lim b  b a re fo o t 
as y o u  try  to  p a t th e ir  bellies. 
E n jo y  the  g re e n d e e p  view , 
ca rv e  y o u r  u n sp o iled  nam es 
in to  w e lco m in g  b a rk .
B u t w h a te v e r  y o u  do, 
d o n ’t th in k  a b o u t hunger, 
d o n ’t look a t the  sw eet, re d  app les 
th a t  dang le  on  low  b ran ch es , 
d o n ’t  tas te  w ild  on the  w ind , 
d o n ’t w eigh  th e  rip en ess  
o r nick  th e  f ru i t’s w ax y  skin  
w ith  y o u r  y o u n g , u n c u t nails 
an d  find  su sten an ce .

[ 4]



I W ill N o t  L ie  B e lo w

I w ill n o t lie below  
y o u r  sw ea ting , h u m p in g  body, 
th e  sh ad o w s c ro ssin g  y o u r  face 
slicing  deep  in to  y o u r  cheek  
a n d  g u a rd in g  y o u r  eyes 
as y o u  p low  m e full o f sons.

I w ill n o t lie below
an d  accep t th e  du ll rh y th m
o f feeble, p a n tin g
m iss io n a ry -s ty le  sex
w h en  I k n o w
by  the  b u rn  in m y belly
th e re  is m ore to  be had
th an  th is  h u n c h e d -o v e r  g ru n t
an d  th is b leak  ceiling  view.

I will no t be c rushed .
I w ill n o t lie back , tam ed, 
an d  sleep in  the  w e t spo t 
to the  end  o f  m y days.
I am  no m eek  vessel 
to be filled by  y o u  
w hen  the  n igh ts are  long.
I am  the  d e fian t d a u g h te r  
th a t d a res  sp eak  G o d 's nam e 
to b reak  m y b ondage .
I will n o t lie below.

[ 5 ]



W ild c la y  W om an

G o d  d o e sn ’t m ake 
m an y  o ffh an d  m istakes. 
H e  k n ew  w h a t H e bu ilt 
w h en  H e ca rv ed  m y face 
from  the  clay  a t his feet — 
a  w om an  w h o  w alks 
b a re fo o t th ro u g h  th is tle , 
w h o se  u n tam e  h a ir 
re fu ses  all b in d in g .
R ain  in m y voice 
an d  th u n d e r  in m y eyes,
I w as m ade to  say  no.
I am  every  lost d a u g h te r  
w h o  c a v o rts  skyclad , 
w h o  does h e r  best 
to  w e a r  seven  shades 
o f  p u rp le  d iso b ed ien ce  
in s tead  o f th e  w h ite  robe  
su ite d  fo r  co m m u n io n .
M y  han d s are  s ta ined  
w ith  b la c k b e rry  ju ice  — 
if  I to u ch ed  y o u r  cheek  
y o u  w o u ld  re tu rn  
b lo o d ied  b y  b e rrie s , 
a n o in te d  w ith  m y need.

[ 6 ]



B r o k e n  C a te ch ism

I believe in G od, th e  F a th e r  A lm ighty,

I  have seen H is face 
and the frown o f eternity 
settled upon m y shoulders

c re a to r  o f h eaven  an d  ea rth ,

o f superior sons and second-class daughtered 
o f beasts and serpents 
o f sinister fru it
and sm artly dressed poilitcians

I believe in J e s u s  C hrist, his on ly  Son,

who walks on water 
and hands out free f i sh  
who wedded hid Church 
and had no idea how hot 
a woman d blood runs

o u r  L o rd

because our Queen wad stolen
fo r  her treachery
fo r  her drunkenness on free air
fo r  her refusal to bow
and be consumed 

H e w as conceived  by  the  p o w er o f  th e  H o ly  S p irit 
and  b o rn  o f the  V irgin  M ary

who men draped in blue silk 
and called their Madonna
even ad they tore her son from  her arms
and nailed him to unforgiving wood

[ 7 ]



H e su ffe red  u n d e r  P o n tiu s  P ilate, 
w as crucified , d ied , an d  w as b u ried

all mourned his loss 
he was  never forgotten 
the favored child o f God

H e d escen d ed  to  the  dead

where boned rattled like snakes  
he wad welcomed and feasted 
no dry desert 
no exile fo r  the beloved

O n  th e  th ird  d ay  H e rose again

despite losing fa ith  
despite as king W hy  
he had been forsaken 

H e a scen d ed  in to  heaven

the rightful place o f a don 
who has  done his  duty 

facing cruelty and breaking 
ad fa r  ad the body m ay go

an d  is sea ted  a t the  rig h t h an d  o f th e  F a th e r

where an open space rankled 
from  the whims o f a daughter 
who preferred to cavort naked 

fa r  from  her planned prison

[8 ]



H e will com e again  to  ju d g e  the  living an d  th e  dead

because what would we fear  
without judgm ent dogging our days  
bounding us to the grave 
ensuring our fea lty
we will be held respons ible fo r  the lesson 
tha t a woman d tears are not worth 
ad much as  a man's blood

I believe in the  H o ly  S pirit,

because I  have seen it 
turn its bazy  back on me 
when I  wounded it with questions 
when I  boldly asked W hy ? 
and practiced m y Father 
fo r  the don he would sacrifice

the  H o ly  C a th o lic  C h u rch ,

who m akes woman into a demon huntress 
a screech owl to steal wayward souls  
who gives a ll a reason to chain their sisters

the  com m u n io n  o f  S ain ts ,

who turn their backs on wisdom 
and take misery as their due 
who drink from  a cup o f old blood 

fo r  the favor o f God

the  fo rg iveness o f  sins,

except those unforgivable 
except pride
except those o f  daughters 
who unbind their feet 
and dance unashamed 

[ 9 ]



th e  re su rre c tio n  o f th e  body,

which we m ust revile 
fo r  the distraction it offers 
fo r  the connection i t  brings  
to something greater than ourselves 
th a t is not owned by God

an d  th e  life ev e rla stin g

bought with tears and fa lse  wisdom 
spent in chaste song 
to please the ears o f a Father 
who would abandon his g e t

A m en



I A m  N o  S p artacu s

M y  soft flesh is a  ta rg e t 
u n fit for a  w arrio r, 
m y b reas ts  m ake me m ute, 
an d  w h a t m an h ea rd  
w h en  I said  freedom  
w as no m ore free pie.
I am  no slave, no m a n ’s h an d  
held  me dow n, none tem p t me 
to  s tru g g le  on b e h a lf  
o f  a  peop le  unw illing  
to  b leed  fo r th em selv es .
I took  no a rm y  w ith  me 
to  p illage s tran g e  lands,
I n ev er sto le d iam o n d s 
o r d ra p e d  m yself in sto len  silk.
I call none m y ow n, 
b u t those  w h o  m ake it 
ac ro ss  m y d ry  b o rd e rs  
o f th e ir  ow n  h a rd -g o t gains 
a re  w elcom e to  m y w ater.
I will hold th e ir  heads 
as th ey  d rin k  deep  o f m y a ir 
an d  sh are  w h a t secre ts  
beg to  be fou n d  
in the d e se r t’s deep  b reast.
I am  no Savior.
The sw ord  an d  s ta ff a re  too  heavy  
and  I have little need  
for flocks o f  tam e sheep .

[ 1 1 ]



T resp asses

I d o n ’t w a n t y o u  to  
fo rg iv e  m y tre sp a sse s .
I w a n t y o u  to  su ck  them  
like su m m ertim e  c a n d y  
an d  c o u n t th em  
like to k en s need ed  to  w in  
p lush  an im als a t the  fair.
I w a n t to  sneak  in 
an d  snake  fiery  k isses 
dow n  y o u r  ch es t un til 
y o u  sink  y o u r  te e th  
in to  m y sw ee t sh o u ld e r 
so y o u r  fa th e r  w o n ’t h ea r 
y o u r  sw e a t-d re n c h e d  cry.

I w ill n o t fo rg ive y o u  
y o u r  tre sp a sse s  a g a in s t me, 
an d  I w ill n o t fo rg e t them , 
how  the  sp an  o f y o u r  hands 
still w arm s th e  skin  
a t th e  sm all o f  m y back .
I w a n t to  sav o r th e  m em ories 
like the  last o f th e  da tes 
p lu ck ed  from  d e se r t trees, 
an d  lick m y fingers sober. 
H o w  can  I forg ive y o u  
fo r feed ing  th e  g reen  flam e 
o f  m y b ra z e n  d esire?
I w a n t to  h a rv es t y o u r  need  
an d  y o u r  seed an d  h o a rd  them  
fo r m yself, to  co m fo rt me 
in the  cold  a n d  faith fu l d ark .

[ 12]



P u r ity

T hese  w h ite  th ig h s 
have been  m errily  b ru ised , 
have b o rn e  th e  m ark s 
o f  a  n igh t's w ild  passions 
a n d  th e  b ru n t o f  th e  w e ig h t 
o f  a  m an fully sp en t 
an d  leaden  w ith  sleep.
I will no t be p a r t  o f  a  sac ram en t
w h e re  the  H o ly  o f  H olies
is a  d ra c h m a  b e tw een  m y w ell-m ade knees,
m en ch an tin g  in a  c irc le  o f ju d g m e n t
to  see w h en  it w ill d rop .
D oes the lily ju d g e  th e  o rch id  
fo r a c c e p tin g  th e  a ffec tio n  
o f  the  p o llen -s ta in ed  bee?
T he pistil is no t ash am ed  
o f h er n ea rn ess  to  th e  stam en, 
and  still the  flow er is a llow ed  to  bloom  
w ith o u t a  ch as tis in g  L ord .
I cloak m yself in th e  p u rity  o f  choice, 
in the p rom ise o f  the  w in d  
to  keep  me chaste  w hile  I dance  
nude  over p a in te d  d eserts , 
w ith  m y p e rfu m ed  h a ir u n b o u n d  
d rifting  b eh in d  me like n ight.

[ 13 ]



A  L esson  for  F ath ers

Take ho ld  o f  th e  d a u g h te r  
w h o  refuses a m an the cush ion  
o f the  snow y  p la in  o f h e r  belly.

You have instilled  in h er 
a  w a r r io r 's h eart, no sm all th in g  
to  fit in th e  sm all package

o f frail bones an d  so ft face.
Be p ro u d  o f  th e  d a u g h te r  
w h o  k n ow s h e r  ow n h ea rt

w ell eno u g h  to  defy  the one 
she h o n o rs  above  all m en.
W o uld  y o u  n o t shake  the  hand

o f a son w h o  g rew  bold  an d  strong , 
w h o  ra ised  his arm  to  salu te, even as 
he left y o u r  house  to  becom e a  m an?

[ 14]



U n w ed  B ride

N am in g  th e  an im als 
w as b u sy w o rk  from  on high 
to  keep  a  sim ple A dam  
occu p ied  an d  aw ay  
from  th e  b reak ab les .
G od  k n ew  his son 
w as av erag e , b land , 
an d  bu ilt a  he lpm eet 
to  m atch  his du ll needs.
S he n ev e r d em a n d e d  
to  ride ro u g h  on top, 
n ev e r b ro k e  a  fingerna il 
in his g a rd e n fre sh  flesh.
M y sw eet sister, d a u g h te r  
o f th e  g lo am in g  eve, 
easy  to  sham e 
w ith  figleaves an d  fru it,
I rode the  d e s e r t’s b ro ad  back  
fo r em p ty  m illen n ia  
until a  slow  G od  sen t 
me his second  son, 
one m ore m an  w h o  tu rn e d  
from  the b laze in m y blood 
and  bade m e m ake m y peace 
w ith  sw ee t su b se rv ien ce .
I left him hang ing  
w ith  the love o f his fa th e r  
and  a servile aud ience  
for com fort, ju s t as I d id  
w ith  his c lay foo t b ro th e r.
I keep m y ow n counsel
and  w h isp e r to  w a te rle ss  ea rth
B rea th e  —
all the bold p o w er o f 
c rea tion  in m y th ro a t 
and  none to  call m ine.

[ 15 ]



W itn e ss

W itn ess: y o u r  e ld e s t son 
ho lds y o u r  d a u g h te r  d o w n  
in  th e  m ud  un til she chokes 
an d  flails in subm ission . 
W itn ess  a n g e r ’s slow  b u rn  
as she learns from  th e  v iew  
o f y o u r  b ro a d  s ilen t b ack  
th a t she will have to  m ake do 
w ith  h e r  ow n w eak  lim bs.
S he learns h e r ow n w a rfa re  
in sub tle  tones, how  to  fade 
qu ick ly  from  no tice  a n d  a n g e r 
th e  w ay  a rich  b ru ise  fades 
from  ind igo  su n se t b u rs ts  
in to  sick, y e llo w  d aw n s.
W ill y o u  tak e  to  y o u r  feet 
an d  w itn ess  fo r y o u r  flesh, 
d e c la rin g  y o u r  n e g lec t 
o f  th is  tra m p le d  b loom  
th a t  c lu n g  to  co ld  co n c re te  
an d  n ev e r flo u rish ed ?
S tan d , open  y o u r  eyes an d  
b e a r w itness fo r y o u r  ch ild .
I d a re  y o u  to  say  it a loud:
She is a  d au g h ter, an d  m ine.

[ 16]



Hail M ary, fu l l  of grace,

y o u  w ere  n o t even 
a w h isp e r on the  w a te rs  
o f G od 's  m ind 
w h en  I w ou ld  have asked  
y o u r  b lessing  on m y ex it

The Lord is  with thee
how  does it feel 
to  have  b ir th e d  
a flesh ly  H alle lu?
D id  k n o w in g  G o d ’s love 
help  y o u  b leach  the  b lood  
o f  y o u r  son  from  y o u r  c loak?

Blessed a rt thou among women
does the  p ra ise  o f p riests  
an d  the  c lam or o f w om en  
p ie rc in g  th e ir  knees 
w ith  ro sa ry  beads 
b rin g  y o u  m uch  joy?

and blessed is the fru it  o f thy womb,J e su s  
even dead , y o u  a re  no t 

w o m an , b u t  m other, 
an d  re m e m b e red  n o t 
fo r the  fire in y o u r  eye 
b u t fo r y o u r  o bed ience

Holy M ary, M other o f God, 
bride  an d  m other, 
chaste  an d  perfect, 
w ou ld  y o u  counsel us 
to follow  in y o u r  shoes?
If w e becom e ourselves 
will y o u  tu rn  y o u r  face 
from  o u r p ray ers?

I n te r c e s s io n
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p ra y  fo r  us s inners,
no b lazing  angel com es 
to  tell us o f  o u r  blessings, 
w e have no com fort 
from  k ind  c a rp en te rs  
w illing  to  lend  us a  good nam e

now and a t  the hour o f our death.
You ra ised  the  seed 
o f G o d  in to  a  m an, 

an d  th o u g h  o u r task s  
a re  fa r  m ore  m ild 
w e have no signs 
as y o u  d id  fo r gu idance  
an d  oh, M other, save us, 
w e fea r o u r  rew ard

Amen.

[ 18]



T em p tation

It isn ’t the  app le  I crave, its ju ice 
ru n n in g  in rivers dow n m y chin, 
d ry in g  to  a  sw ee t tack y  trail 
dow n  the  slope o f m y th ro a t 
to  the  ho llow  b e tw een  m y b reasts , 
p erfu m in g  each  step  I tak e  
in th is sea rin g  su m m er air.

I t ’s no t the  m eat o f  an  apple 
I w a n t p ressed  ag a in s t m y lips, 
w aiting  fo r m e to  open  w ide 
an d  bite  th ro u g h  th e  resis tan ce  
o f flesh to  a n o u rish in g  core.
I t ’s no app le  I w a n t to  suck  
until all the  flavor is gone.

N o, I do  no t choose th e  app le  
th a t hangs from  its b ran ch , sh ak in g  
its tw iggy  c ro w n  a t m y g reed  
The pu lp  I p ick  from  m y tee th  
isn ’t from  an y  m eek  b ro th e r  
o f th a t ro u n d , d o m estica ted  fru it.

T he w ild g ro w n , th o rn y  fru it, 
th a t calls m y nam e an d  fires 
the kiln in m y belly. I n ev er ca red  
how  m uch blood th e  th o rn s  
dem anded  as th e ir  price: 
w ild eyed an d  b loodied ,
I g rip p ed  th a t s lip p e ry  g o u rd  
and  I a te  freedom  w hole.

[ 19 ]



G od  in  m y  T hroat

I c lea red  m y th ro a t 
o f the  last o f th e  dust, 
an d  ru b ies  fell from  m y lips 
to  b leed  a t m y feet.
T he firs t rose w e found  
ta s te d  y o u r  n u d e  th u m b  —
I laved  the  w o u n d
w ith  a g en tle  to n g u e
th a t  loved  y o u r  flesh closed.
I w h istled  to  the firs t dog 
an d  the b ird s  w altzed  
to  a ria s  o f  new -leg g ed  frogs, 
the  tree s  bow ed  like k n ig h ts  
w h en  I h u m m ed  y o u  asleep  
o u r  firs t n ig h t u n d e r  y o u n g  stars . 
O u r  F a th e r  n ev er to ld  me 
I held  such  raw  p o w er 
in m y soft, w elco m in g  flesh, 
how  the  w o rld  w o u ld  g ro an  
w ith  m y firs t accu sa tio n , 
how  H is sec re t nam e dozed, 
w aitin g  to  fly like a  spear.
I w o u ld  still have said no, 
b u t I m igh t have w h isp e red  
if I had  k n o w n  w h a t I held, 
a  n ew b o rn  w om an  
o f  h o ly fired  c lay  
w ith  G od  in m y th ro a t 
an d  a  will too g reen  to  b reak .

[20]





the
rem em bering





W e all w alked  in to  the  sea 
to  b a th e  to g e th e r  — 
the  first one to  su p p o rt me 
as I k n e lt to  w ash  m y face 
w as a k een -ey ed  wolf, 
and  crow s held  m y ha ir 
fo r the sun  to  sh ine dry.
It w as a fine day, one o f rest, 
m ade fo r the  firs t love, 
until, full o f  su ch  goodness, 
he c o u ld n ’t he lp  him self:
I  am to be the superior one.

The c louds sh am ed  the  face 
o f the c lo se -b u rn in g  sun, 
and  the in n o cen t ones 
w alked  aw ay, one by  one, 
sh ak in g  sh ag g y  heads 
in a so rro w  th a t echoed  G o d ’s. 
T hey  sh a rp e n e d  th e ir  claw s 
and  honed  the  w icked  tee th  
they  nev er b a red  in o u r G arden , 
p re p a r in g  th em se lv es  
for long y e a rs  o f  h u n ting .

Ah, sis te r Eve, o rig inal sin 
w as a lread y  a foo t an d  free 
long befo re  y o u  h u n g ered .
Even if my nam e w as ju st 
a cloud across the  m oon 
b lanketing  y o u  in d a rk n ess  
w hile yo u  w e p t in gu ilt 
lo r the d an g ers  he w oke,
I did w h a t I could  from  afar.
I should  have w ritten  
my ow n beg inn ing , saved 
y o u r  d a u g h te rs  y o u r  sham e 
and  said I  was First, and I  saw.

O rig in a l S in
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R e tr iev a l

D o  n o t sen d  y o u r  angels 
as h o u n d s  to  dog  m y steps, 
c ry in g  w ith  th e ir  w ings 
th ru s t o u t to  b lock  m y w ay.
Y ou sit on  y o u r  h aunches, 
s tra w  b e tw een  y o u r  te e th  
as y o u  p ra y  th ey  find  w o rd s 
y o u  w ere  to o  ch eap  
to  p u rc h a se  w ith  y o u r  p ride .
I am  n o t in te re s te d  
in  th re a ts  o f  in fan tic ide , 
o r  ho w  q u ick ly  w h eed lin g  
tu rn s  to  q u ick s ilv e r  an g e r 
w h en  m y a n sw e r d o e sn ’t change. 
You c a n n o t sen d  se rap h im  
to  m ake w e a k  apo log ies 
w h ile  y o u  lo unge  skyclad  
co u n tin g  b e rrie s  on b u sh es 
an d  ex p ec t m e to  sashay  
m y so r ry  w ay  hom e, 
e sc o rte d  b y  y o u r  su rro g a te s  
back  to  a  flaccid  life 
w h e re  re s e n tm e n t b loom s 
like azaleas in season  
o v e r an d  o v e r a n d  over.

[ 2 4 ]



 I Am

I am
the  w om an  w ho  w ould  
b reak  m y nails
in yo u r v irg in -sk in n ed  back, 
w h o  c a n n o t be
sham ed  by m y ow n nude curves. 

I am
rav en o u s . I g o rg e  m yse lf 
on fo rb id d en  fru it 
an d  I w o rsh ip  a t the  a lta r 
o f  sk in  an d  scen t an d  full- 
th ro a te d  roars. I am  no t 
go ing  to he back  
an d  th ink  o f E ng land .

G od says I am
w o rth  m ore th an  rub ies.
I am  w orth
m ore th an  the sw ords
y o u  shou ld  m elt
to build me a su itab le  th rone .

Let the g rea t I A M  
hear this:
I am.
I am
w om an, and  I am  
m ighty .

[ 25 ]



T he R em em bering

I n ev e r saw  m y F a th e r ’s face, 
b u t H is voice w as th u n d e r- th ic k  
v e lv e t p o u re d  w arm
o v e r m y sh o u ld e rs  on a  riv er-co o l n igh t, 
p ro te c tin g  m e from  th e  d a rk e r  c re a tu re s  
H e  c rea ted  th a t traw led  th e  m u rk y  d ep th s  
o f  d eep en in g  sh adow s. M y  A dam  shone 
in th e  d a rk n ess , w ea rin g  a  sto rm flash  
smile, his ru d d y  h an d  held  o u t to  help 
m e th ro u g h  th e  b ram b les  as w e w alked  
th e  v irg in  land  to  find  o u r  p lace.
T he ra in  w as c lear an d  sw eet, the  loam y ea rth
w elco m ed  m y fee t — ev e ry  s tep  w e took
w as in th e  r ig h t d irec tion ,
th e re  w as no sadness in th e  g lo ry
o f  a  skysp illed  sunset. It w as a  w orld
b ey o n d  beau ty , b e fo re  ju d g m e n t
an d  m is tru s t s ta in ed  the  so ftw oven  silk
o f o u r  lives, w e w ere  sky -o p en
an d  w ild  an d  th irs ty  for the  flood
o f life. I rem em b er A dam 's h a n d  w arm
an d  ce rta in  on the  sm all o f m y back,
g u id in g  m e ca re fu lly  th ro u g h  th e  m aze
o f sh ru b b e ry  th a t m ade up  o u r  g a rd en
hom e. I rem em b er m y M a k e r  sm iling  dow n
on m e. I rem em b er I w as w an ted .
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H e saved  us for last, too  tired  
fo r an y th in g  b u t the p la typus, 
d in n e r an d  a long a r t i s t 's nap.
W e w ere left w ith  the  w orld  
an d  none to  show  us the way.
If  w e had  been fo rced  to lean 
on each  o th e r  befo re  the  co m fo rt 
o f  trees g rew  to  give us shelter, 
w e m igh t have agreed  to spend  
equal tim e on o u r backs in the  grass, 
w e m igh t have believed  in the  g lo ry  
o f angels had  w e been  here  to  see 
the  first b ird  take  w ing. W aking  
in the d a rk  m igh t have m ade us less 
p ro n e  to  e r r  on the side o f beauty.
If  w e had seen the w a te rs  ap p e a r
from  no th ing  b u t ligh t an d  dark ,
w e m ight have been  m ore carefu l keep ers
o f the d a rk w a te r  deep, w e m igh t have
enjoyed the b u rn  o f  the p ridefu l sun,
g loried  in the  s ta rk  se ren ity
of a chaste  m o o n ’s cold light
had we been th e re  to see
how  em pty  N o th in g  cou ld  be.

D a y  S ix
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E q u a lity

W h a t sho u ld  it take  
fo r us to  be equa l?
Shall w e be se rv ed  
th e  sam e m easu re s , 
to  th e  last g ra in  o f  rice? 
S h o u ld  I rep lace  
m y eyes w ith  y o u rs  
to  sh a re  a  v ision?
If  I p lu ck  a  rose,
I sh o u ld  o ffe r 
h a lf  th e  p e ta ls  
an d  sp lit the  th o rn s  
to  be ce rta in  
o u r  w o u n d s  m atch .
S h o u ld  w e w eigh  o u r  clay 
on the  scales o f  ju stice  
an d  see w h o  bears  
th e  h e a v ie s t load?
See how  m y b lood  
m ing les w ith  y o u rs , 
see how  w e look as one 
w h en  v iew ed  from  afar.
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D ra w in g  B oard

T he d ese rt is the o ldest 
p lace, u n in h a b ita b le  
because  G od  w an ted  
a d raw in g  board , in case 
H e needed  to s ta r t  over.
T his is the  C rea tio n
H e k ep t in his holy pockets,
a hom e to  com e to
w ith o u t th e  b ic k e rc h a tte rn o ise
o f m an, beast, bug, an d
the c o n stan t hum  o f  w ater.
A rem in d er of the  G re a t E m pty, 
a  life w ith o u t ch ild ren  
and  wide, m essy h a n d p rin ts  
sm earing  b eau ty  from  H is art.
A place to  co n tem p la te  
w h a t H e w ould  change 
g iven the chance  
to take those seven days back  
and rem ake us in an  im age 
that d id n ’t hit the H oly  O ne 
quite so close to hom e.
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Q u e stio n s  for  A n gels

A ngels san g  G o d ’s g o ld -sh o w e re d  p ra ises  
befo re  tim e, echo -less song  h an g in g  in th e  Void 
b efo re  C rea tio n . D id  none o f  y o u  w o rry  th is  s trange , 
to u ch ab le  w o rld  w o u ld  c a p tu re  th e  K in g ’s eye 
to  th e  exclusion  o f y o u rse lf?  D id  none o f  y o u  
d ip  y o u r  heads, sh rin k  from  the  dull e te rn a l d u ty  
o f  y o u r  song, p re e n  g o ssam er w in g s fo r  co m fo rt 
an d  p ra y  n o t to  y o u r  w insom e G od, b u t fo r  H im ?
W hich  o f  y o u  h ad  the  m igh t to  s tan d  aside, to  m arvel 
a t the  M a k in g  o f co p p e r-co lo red  can y o n s an d  oceans 
o f ce ru lean  b lues, to  s tan d  aside an d  w a tc h  v ines 
cu rl a b o u t tree s  in a  lovely  s trang le , to  w itn ess  
th e  b ir th  o f  R ea lity  w ith o u t w eep in g  fo r his loss?

You m idw ives, th e  firs t to  see me s tep  o v er fre sh -b u ilt ea rth  
still w arm  from  m y F a th e r ’s h an d s  an d  b rea th , w h o  cam e 
to  claim  m e w h en  I fled m y F a th e r ’s roofless house.
You g u a rd ia n s , flashes o f  lig h t b e tw een  lea f-lad en  b ran ch es ,
d ap p lin g s  d a n c in g  o v e r o b e d ie n t w a te rs , sh ad o w s
in the  shape  o f  th in g s fam iliar to  m y heart, a lw ays
from  th e  c o rn e r  o f m y eye, a lw ays one b ea t aw ay
from  m y fingers, itch in g  to  s tro k e  th a t  inv isib le  so ftness
th a t  lived on th e  w ind . You g o d m o th ers , w h o  cam e p lead in g
a fte r  me, w a rn in g  m e o f the  d a n g e r  an d  d e s tru c tio n  to  com e.

C o u ld  y o u  have saved  m e, th e  s tu b b o rn  w arch ild  
w ith  still-w et w ings s ta lk in g  bo ld ly  to  b a ttle  y o u r  G od 
for m y self, a  w o m an c rea tu re , full o f  a  need  an d  w an ts  
y o u r  p u re  h ea rts  cou ld  n o t b e a r to  fa thom ? D id  y o u  see me 
as a fa sc in a tin g  p ro o f  o f G o d ’s science gone  w ro n g , evidence 
o f  fa ilu re , as a  sh a tte r in g  te s tim o n y  o f  L ove p u t to  th e  test?
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T he F o rg ettin g

It's hazy. I c o u ld n ’t d raw  A d am ’s face 
for you if  I tried . I rem em b er his skin 
w as d a rk  from  sun  and  clay,

an d  his eyes, w h a te v e r co lo r th ey  w ere, 
w ere  alw ays on fire for his G od.
I rem em b er the colors o f  m y arm

afte r he tried  to p ress me to  the  g ro u n d , 
all pain  in p inks and  ru d d y  pu rp les .
I w as too new  to be afraid , an d  m arveled

to learn  th a t sunse ts  could  g low  benea th  
m y skin. Som etim es I d ream  th a t firs t day, 
how  b reath ing  w as a  d rin k  o f  th e  p u re s t

snow -b itten  air, how  m y hips ce leb ra ted  
them selves, sw ing ing  in u n c o rse te d  space, 
in m y sleep I can feel his eyes

w hen he saw  me th a t firs t tim e, m y hair 
unbound, my new -m ade sk in  g leam ing  
under the sun, and  w h a t cau g h t his eye

w ere m y co llarbones, so d elica te
and pale beneath  his b lu n t fingers d a rk
w ith garden  earth . B u t I c a n ’t rem em b er his face.
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W o m a n so n g

I b ir th  the  w o rld  
b e tw e e n  m y th ig h s  
life com es in a  to r re n t 
o f  sh it b lood  an d  pain  
b ack  w h en  gods had  w ives 
a n d  w ives had  m agic 
to  shape  the  faces o f m en 
th is  v u lg a r ac t w as holy

I am  tem p ted  an d  tem p ted  
an d  tem p ted  un til I c rave  
th e  freed o m  o f  fa ilu re  
th e  tas te  o f  ripe  fru it 
I fail I fall I free 
m y se lf from  th e  w alls 
o f m y c a p to r ’s v a s t g a rd en  
I u n lock  the  w o rld  w ith  an  app le

th e y  ch a in  m e to  h e a r th s to n e s  
u n d e r  the  w a tch fu l eyes 
o f a  jea lo u s m an -g o d  
th ro w n  fa r from  th e  sun  
s tr ip p e d  o f m y b ir th r ig h t 
to ld  I am  fo rm ed  from  m u d

th ey  b in d  m y feet
to  sh o rte n  m y s tr id e
b id  m e co v er m y tee th
w h en  I smile
I h ide m y w isdom
deep  in the peta ls  o f a  lo tus
th a t  folds over m y p assio n
tin g es  m y b lossom s
p in k  as a lo v e r’s b lu sh
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m y d a u g h te rs  a re  sh re d d e d  
by  p lu n d e rin g  h o rd es  
I sum m on m y b ru ises  
m y ra g g e d  n a tiv es  
I b in d  m y b reas ts
an d  c o n q u e r a  sm all p iece o f Rom e 
b efo re  I m eet D ea th  
w ith  a  sw o rd  in m y han d s

M e rc y  passes  from  me 
as te a rs  th ro u g h  a sieve 
if  the  w o rld  d raw s no  blood 
m y b o d y  o ffers it freely  
to  the  pu ll o f a  b lind  m oon 
I b leed  like p ro u d  p rey  
re fu sin g  th e  p eace  o f  dea th

I ru le  an  em pire
w ith  a  pale fist a n d  a  fleet
th a t b lackens th e  sea w ith  p o w er
I cast th e  seed
o f m y language o v er th e  w o rld  
sm all in v as io n s  
to rip en  in s tran g e  e a rth  
so th a t every  p lace I go 
I am  hom e

I am  cast on fa r shores
and  enslaved
there  is no hom e-feel
in this soil fo r me
I dance b a re fo o t in fire ligh t
sending th e  d ru m -ca ll
to com fort m y m o th e r a n d  b ro th e rs
across th e  w a te rs  th a t rock
the bodies o f m y cousins
who w ere too  w eak  fo r the  jo u rn ey
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I b u rn  a t th e  stake  
w h en  th e  ca ttle  tak e  sick 
becau se  I am  a  healing  w om an  
m y d a u g h te rs  w eep  
m y fa th e r ’s face n ev e r w av e rs  
a n d  m y n e ig h b o rs  sell p a s trie s  
as m y face m elts 
like y e s te rd a y ’s hope

sham e is a  chain  m any  claim
sh o u ld  b in d  m e
th e  sp a rk  in m y eye is dam n ed
as e n c h a n tm e n t
m y soft sk in  a  sin
I am  an  a ffro n t
to  ho ly  m en
I am  a  g ift

I feed  m y ch ild ren
w ith  the  com  o f  so ld iers
b re a d  b o u g h t w ith  m y bod y
w h en  w e w in  the w a r
I am  d ra g g e d  sh iv e rin g
an d  n u d e  th ro u g h  the  m u d
m y h ead  sh av ed  fo r m y sham e
as th e  o th e r  su rv iv o rs  hu rl h eavy  in su lts
th ro u g h  th e  w in d o w s o f  m y soul

th ey  sea r  m y b o d y  w ith  lye
to  see if  I b u rn  th e  sam e as th ey  do
m y sons becom e lam p sh ad es
to  d am p en  th e  ligh t
th e  ashes o f m y m en ra in  dow n
so ft b lack  te a rs
sm u d g e  m y ch eek
ta tto o s  o f  g r ie f
to  m atch  th e  n u m b ers  on  m y arm
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m y hips are  th in  an d  frail 
an d  s tro n g  an d  w ide 
m y b re a s ts  have su ck led  
w a rr io rs  a n d  poe ts
m y soil is rich  a n d  fertile  fo r p lan tin g  
I am  a b u n d a n tly  b a rre n  w ith  so rro w  
I d an ce  on  b lood ied  feet
an d  serve th e  cold  d ish  o f  w isdom  to  kings 
I am  alw ays n ak ed  an d  open  
I am  the  b e a re r  o f secre ts  
e v e ry th in g  com es to  m e fo r  co m fo rt 
e v e ry th in g  com es to  m e to  die

m en h ack  each  o th e r  to  pieces
a n d  sp it ch ild ren  o v er the  fire
th e  cu p  o f innocence
th a t  feeds the  w o rld
is n ea rly  sp en t
th e  b rim  spo iled
I h o a rd  m y p o rtio n
to  p o u r  in to  y o u r  p in k  m ou th
b e fo re  y o u r  te e th
g ro w  sh a rp  w ith  kn o w led g e
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L ilith
speaks





F or M y  U n b orn  S on

B e tte r  y o u  s tay  
in  the  u n -w o rld , u n b o rn  
th is  p lace  is n o t fit 
fo r ch ild ren , n o r m en.
E v en  L ucife r has tak en  
his lig h t a n d  gone hom e.

I w o u ld  n ev er p lace  y o u  
on a  stone  in th e  forest.
T he  th o u g h t tu rn s  m y th ro a t 
to  ash, m y p ra ise  to  dust.
L e t th e  n ak ed  a lta r  s tan d  
as p ro o f  o f  a  fa th e r 's  cruelty .

M y  m o th e r ’s m o th e r  
a  th o u sa n d  tim es back  
tra d e d  y o u r  life fo r an  apple.
I w o u ld  have s tru c k  
a  b e tte r  ba rg a in , a n d  cooked  
th e  se rp e n t over an  open  flam e, 
u n d e r  th a t  fru ite d  tree .

G o d  n ev e r ask s  perm issio n ,
H e  w o u ld  steal y o u r  rib  as y o u  sleep 
a n d  fash ion  y o u r  d e s tru c tio n .
W o u ld  y o u  fo llow  love 
in to  d e so la tio n , 
if  love chose d eso la tio n  
o v e r  y o u ?

Y ou w o u ld  be m ade a  so ld ier
in an  unw illing  arm y,
to  b lu d g eo n  hope
from  the  b re a s t o f th e  natives.
I w ill steal y o u r  rifle 
an d  rep lace  y o u r  fingers 
w ith  roses the  co lo r o f b lood , 
y o u r  eyes w ith  p ea rls  o f peace.
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O n  L o v in g  M en

I t ’s so easy  to  fall in to  them
w h e n  th e y  sm ell like n e w -tu rn e d  e a rth
an d  o ffer to  sh a re  th e ir  shade

w h en  th e  su m m er sucks y o u r  b re a th  
an d  leaves y o u r  lungs th irs tin g  
fo r  so m eth in g  m ore  th a n  stale

su s te n a n c e  fo r  so m e th in g  g re a te r  
so m e th in g  u n ta m e  th a t  re fu ses  
to  lie m u te  an d  still in y o u r  han d s

fo r th e ir  s tre n g th  th a t can  leave 
y o u  v u ln e ra b le  as n ew -m ow n g rass  
u n d e r  c o n c re te -c a llo u se d  so les

th a t  easy  a u ra  o f  o w n ersh ip
y o u  can  d ra p e  it ov er y o u r  sh o u ld e rs
y o u  can  w e a r  th em  like a rm o r an d  b e a r them

in to  b a ttle  an d  le t th em  b leed  fo r y o u  
as y o u  b leed  fo r th e  m oon in to  th e  clay 
from  w h ich  th e ir  s tu rd y  bo n es a re  m ade
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L etter  to  J e z e b e l

“. . . So they threw her down: and some of her blood was spinkled on the wall, 
and on the horses: and he trode her under foo t...And they went to bury her: but 
they found no more of her than the skull, and the feet, and the palms of her bands.

-  ”2  K ings 9:33,35 (KJV)

I.

Ah, S ister, d id n ’t y o u  k n o w  b e tte r  
th a n  to  o u tp ace  y o u r  m en?
R ule as y o u  w ould , y o u  w ere  n ev er 
safe o r he ld  fav o r in th e ir  eyes.
T h ey  called  y o u  Q u e e n  to  y o u r  face,
b u t w h a t d id  th ey  w h isp e r
u n d e r  co v e r o f  n igh t,
aw ay  from  the  sh ad o w s cast
by  y o u r  an c ien t, g o ld en  gods?
T he sam e ones w h o  sh a red  y o u r  charm s 
h issed  like snakes in the  d ark ,
H a rlo t!  a n d  W h o red o m ! 
even  as th ey  still sm elled  o f y o u r  m usk  
an d  th e  echo  o f y o u r  lipstick  
b ra n d e d  th e ir  m o u th s.
Y our su b jec ts  d an ced  in  so lem n row s, 
b e seech in g  y o u r  m aids 
to  th ro w  y o u  from  th e  ba lcony  
w h e re  once th ey  ch e e re d  y o u , 
an d  to ssed  o rch id s  th a t  ro tte d  
u n d e rfo o t in th e  s tree ts .
A  ta le n te d  w h o re , 
too  fem ale to  be King, 
too  pow erfu l to  be tru s te d , 
too  im m o d est to  live, 
to o  s tu b b o rn  to  bend .

[ 4 1 ]



O h , S ister, m ig h ty  Q u e e n  no  m ore,
m en a re  b o rn  w ith  d e s tru c tio n
su n g  in to  th e ir  m arrow ,
an d  none love th e  w iles
o f  a  w o lf-cu n n in g  w om an ,
no  m a tte r  how  h igh  y o u  p iled  y o u r  hair.
I f  y o u  had  n o t p av ed  th e ir  p a th
to  m urder, y o u  w o u ld  still have en d ed
a d o g ’s d in n e r in the  co u rty a rd ,
v ictim  o f  a  reach
th a t  too  fa r  ex ceed ed  y o u r  g rasp ,
a  q u a rry  too  fine n o t to  m o u n t
a n d  d isp lay  as a  prize.
You slig h ted  th a t  fierce G o d  o f  m en 
w h o  w oos w ith  b lood  as y o u  d id  
w ith  y o u r  u n c o v e re d  b re a s t 
an d  th e  in tr ig u in g  k n o t 
o f y o u r  la b y rin th  o f  b ra id s.
N o t one loved  y o u , S ister.
N o t one b eg g ed  y o u  
to  s tay  y o u r  d a g g e re d  h an d  
as y o u  s la u g h te re d  th e  p ro p h e ts , 
none w a rn e d  y o u  th a t  y o u r  gods 
m ig h t stum ble  an d  fall.
Y ou n e v e r c o n s id e re d  
w h e re  y o u  w o u ld  b u ry  th e  bod ies 
o f  y o u r  p rie s ts , so c e r ta in  o f v ic to ry  
an d  th e  m alleab le sp irits  o f  m en, 
y o u  n e v e r once  trem b led .
S te a d y  y o u r  g re e n  eyes 
in th e  face o f  m e n ’s pow er.
S tead y  y o u r  h an d  on th e  dagger.
S tead y  y o u r  sc ream  in th e  long  fall, 
s te a d y  y o u r  reck less  slide 
h ead lo n g  a g a in s t th e  so ld ie rs  o f G od.

II.
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III.

Sister, y o u  w o u ld  rage 
a t how  sligh t a  b u rd e n  y o u  m ake 
in a  clo th  bag  on m y shoulder, 
how  none b u t dogs cam e to  clean 
y o u r  roya l b lood  from  th e  stones.
E ven  in d ea th  y o u  stir, fierce w ith  desire, 
ag a in s t all c o n seq u en ce  th a t  com es 
w ith  m ak ing  m en sm all.
E ven  in d ea th  y o u  w o u ld  bargain , 
y o u r  b lood ied  b o n es  ra ttle  
reach in g  b lin d ly  fo r p o w er 
no m an w o u ld  let y o u  keep, 
c ry in g  o u t ag a in s t th e  G od  
w h o  den ies a  w o m a n ’s sway.
Sister, w h o  b u t I will sing  fo r you , 
a  dead  Q u een  d ru n k
on h e r k in g ’s p o w e r a n d  full o f  his sons?
W h o  will sing o f th e  m en
w h o  ta s ted  y o u r  bo ld  tru th
an d  left b itte r  w ith  the  know ledge
th a t  th ey  cou ld  n o t m ake y o u  m eek?
W h o  w ill teach  m y d a u g h te rs  
to  w ie ld  the  p o w er in th e ir  voice?
S ister, I am  left w ith  y o u r  bones, y o u r  b lood
on m y good  shoes, a n d  a  G o d -s tru ck  m ob
th a t  loves y o u  b e tte r  dead ,
th a t  loves y o u  b e tte r  qu ie t,
th a t loves y o u  b e tte r  w ith  no body
to  d is tra c t th em  from  th e ir  p ray e rs .

[ 4 3 ]



It W ou ld  N o t  H a v e  B een  W ell

It w o u ld  n o t have been  w ell 
fo r m e to  stu m b le  in a t d aw n  
reek in g  o f m usk  an d  sm oke 
from  w h a te v e r  I cou ld  b laze 
an d  p u t to  m y lips in th e  g a rd en . 
It w o u ld  n o t have been  w ell 
to  have a rg u e d  w ith  A dam , 
to  have th ro w n  clay  p o ts 
a n d  a ired  o u r  m arriag e  w oes 
w hile  You tra in e d  D av id  
to  sing  a n d  b e a r  a  cro w n .
M oses w o u ld  have tu rn e d  
an d  w h isp e re d  to  th e  J e w s  
th a t th e re  is a  q u ie t nob ility  
in th e  life o f  a  good  slave, 
d o u sed  th e  b u rn in g  b ush  
an d  gone on his way.
N o  c a rp e n te r  w o u ld  have 
b e liev ed  m e u n to u c h e d  
an d  len t me his goo d  nam e 
as I g rew  b ig  w ith  Y our child. 
M en  m igh t have se t do w n  
th e ir  s to n es an d  d an ced  
w ith  c o n d em n ed  w h o re s  
if  I had  s tay ed  w h e re  I w as.
H o w  cou ld  You aw e them , 
s tru m  th e ir  d eep  fea r o f  th e  d a rk  
if th ey  k n ew  th e  m igh ty  I A M  
cou ld  n o t re in  in his d a u g h te r  
an y  b e tte r  th a n  th ey  cou ld  
re s is t m y lithe form  
s tan d in g  n u d e  in th e  sun?
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C o n fe ss io n

F o rg iv e  me F a th e r, 
fo r  I have sinned .
I have lain n u d e  in the  d ese rt 
a n d  en joyed  the  c ru sh  of sand.
I g lo ried  in kno w in g
th e  h ea t o f m y body
co u ld  m elt it all in to  glass,
th a t  th e  firs tb o rn  sun
m ig h t re flec t m y p lea su re
a n d  b u rn  the  ice from  y o u r  eyes.

It has been  m illenn ia  
since  m y last confession , 
since I ra n  from  y o u r  house 
in a fit o f p rim al p ique.
M y  h e a rt is too  b ig  for
th e  ego o f such  a sm all m an,
w h o  w o u ld  have me see
th e  w o rld  y o u  have w ro u g h t
in on ly  p r im a ry  co lors,
w ith  none of the  ind igo  shades
th a t  in trig u e  m e to  w ander.

F o rg iv e  m e F a th e r, 
fo r I have sinned .
I em b raced  th e  d ead lan d s  
th a t  fo rso o k  y o u r  love 
to  c o u r t  m y w ild c lay  self, 
a n d  I have s tayed  m y hand  
ra th e r  th a n  reach  across 
th e  aisle o f  oceans 
to  te s t  y o u r  te m p e r  again .
I have g ro w n  ripe 
on the  fru it o f  know ledge 
a n d  love o f m yself.
F o rg iv e  m e F a th e r, 
fo r I am  no t so rry  
a n d  I c a n n o t com e hom e.
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D e se r t  G od d ess

I t d re w  m e to  its bosom  
o f  d ry  d ea th  an d  held  me 
until th e  san d  w o u n d  like silk

a ro u n d  m y skin, an d  g o w n ed  m e 
like a  b ride , b ea rin g  a  b o u q u e t 
o f p o p p ies  an d  p a in tb ru sh .

E x iled  by  h a rsh  m aste rs,
I am  w elcom ed  b y  th is  lan d  
o f  p a rc h e d  beau ty .

I am  th e  m issing  ocean  
th is  b each  has th irs te d  for, 
m y sa g u a ro  sen tin e ls

p ra ise  m y n u d e  form , 
even  the  p ro u d  sun  declines 
to  b u rn  m y sh o u ld e rs .

N o n e  m ake w a r  on  m e here .
I f  I re tu rn e d  I w o u ld  s tran g le  
in th a t  dam p, v e rd a n t air,

I w o u ld  choke on  th e  p erfu m e 
th a t  p e rv ad es  th a t  lu sh  g a rd en , 
d ro w n in g  fo r lack  o f  du st.
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T he B ook

If  I h ad  w ritte n  th e  book  
I w o u ld  have h ad  m en 
w ash  m y s is te rs ’ feet 
in ro sep e ta ls  an d  tea, 
an d  no fru it w o u ld  g ro w  
th a t sh o u ld n ’t be ea ten .
I w o u ld  have d ec reed  
p u n ish m e n t fo r ig n o ra n c e  
in s tead  o f fo r long ing  
fo r w isdom  an d  love, 
an d  ev e ry  w o m an  
w o u ld  be m ade q u een  
w h o  b an ish ed  th e  so ld ie r 
th a t d a re d  c ro w n  h e r 
y o u n g e r  b ro th e r  w ith  th o rn s . 
If  I had  w ritten  th e  book  
I w o u ld  have g iven 
b e tte r  d irec tio n s  to  H eav en  
an d  a p p e a re d  as m yself, 
n o t flam ing  fo liage, 
to  cou n se l s tra y  m en.
I w ou ld  have been  selfish,
I w o u ld  have k e p t m yself 
as the  h e a rt o f th e  sto ry  
if I had  w ritten  th e  book.
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L esso n s  for M y  D a u g h ters

D o  n o t deb ase  y o u r  lovely  locks.
N e v e r  w ash  a  m an 's feet w ith  y o u r  hair, 
fo r G od  has c o u n te d  ev ery  s tra n d  

an d  n am ed  th em  holy.
A b o u t som e th ings, H e  w as rig h t.

G od  gave y o u  a  voice. U se it well 
even  if  it d rives H im  to  th u n d e r.
G ifts u n u sed  a re  g ifts u n w an ted , 

an d  w h a t w ill y o u  do  if 
y o u r  d a u g h te rs  a re  b o rn  u n ab le  to  say  no?

E v en  exile can  be b o u n tifu l
w h en  y o u  have e a rn e d  it w ith  grace.
W h o  cha llen g es th e  d e se r t

fo r th e  love of the  sun?
Take w h a t space  y o u  will, ca rve  a  hom e.

N e v e r  tu rn  y o u r  face from  sorrow .
T h ere  is no w o rld  so gay  th a t  g rie f  
will no t ad d  spice to  a  p ro u d  life.

Be m o u rn fu l to  c re a te  shades 
o f m eaning . To c rea te  is a  joy, an d  godlike.

Be alw ays w a ry  o f th e  sp illing  p o w er 
in y o u r  body. M en  n ev e r fo rget. F ro m  
in n o cen t gam es in th e  sea, w a te r  sp a rk les  

like jew els from  y o u r  n ipp les, 
an d  m en a re  ev e r th ieves o f such  beauty .
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D e a r  D o c to r  O p p en h e im er

How m any angels can dance on the head o f a p in?

W h e n  no  angels v o lu n tee red ,
y o u  fo u n d  a tom s w ere  sm all enough .
L ike G od, y o u  b en t dow n  to  b low  
y o u r  b re a th  ag a in s t he lp less th in g s  
an d  incite  them  to  w ar.

D oes hav ing  an  a n sw er 
c a rry  y o u  c lo ser to  G od?
D id  y o u  s top  to  ask  y o u rse lf
w h ere  does a  new m ade  god
lay his head  to  res t?
a fte r  c rea tin g  a  sun  so b rig h t
it b ak ed  the ashes
o f  y o u r  n e ig h b o rs ’ sh ad o w s
in to  low  g a rd en  w alls,
an d  m ade ch ild ren  in to  angels
b e fo re  th ey  rea lized
th ey  had  s to p p ed  b re a th in g ?
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T h ere  is m ore  h ere  in th e  d e se rt 
th a n  bones, s tones an d  sand, 
m ore th a n  th is  w h irlw in d  o f fire 
y o u  w a tc h  from  b e h in d  sa fe ty  g lasses, 
fa r  from  y o u r  ow n  fam ily 
in th e ir  flam m ab le  c o tto n  sheets, 
asleep  w h ile  y o u  b ir th  
y o u r  H y p e rio n  e rro r .
O th e rs  w ill see. T h ey  will w o rsh ip  
w ith  w a r  te a rin g  a t th e ir  faces 
a n d  acc o rd  y o u  resp ec t.
P o u rin g  d e a th  sk y w ard , y o u  
dang le  d e s tru c tio n  like a  gem  
from  y o u r  ch a in s , co n v in ced  
y o u  a re  no  slave 
as long  as y o u  can  tam e 
so m eth in g  sm alle r th a n  m en.
You a re  th e  A poca lypse , 
a  dem ig o d  o f  fire, 
a  d e s tro y e r  o f  w o rld s .

L ike o th e r  m en, y o u  a re  b lind  
to  the  solace o f th e  desert, 
y o u  see a  d ead  space 
to  p rac tice  y o u r  w ra th , a  p lace 
to  w ield  y o u r  w eap o n s, m easu re  
success in m eters, in how  high 
in to  an  u n c ro w d e d  sky  
th e  m u sh ro o m  c lo u d  clim bs.
You see an  em p ty  k ing d o m  
w h ere  y o u  can  b u ild  
a ha tefu l la d d e r  to  heaven , 
a  w ay  to  se t G o d ’s house  ab laze 
a n d  p ro v e  y o u  a re  w o rth  
m ore th a n  b re a th  an d  clay.
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You try  so h a rd  to  ru le 
th e  sa n d b o x  y o u r  F a th e r  bu ilt 
y o u  n ev e r see th e  answ er: 
d e s tro y  th e  w o rld , no  m atter.
T u rn  y o u r  b ro th e rs  inside ou t
an d  k ind le  a  fire in th e ir  ch ild ren
th a t w ill m elt th e  m arro w  in th e ir  bones
befo re  th ey  lea rn  to  w alk , no  m atter.
B u rn  it all an d  th e  angels
w ill n ev e r p au se  in th e ir  p raise .
E v en  w ith  a to m fire  a t hand , 
such  th u n d e r  n ev e r ra ttle s  H eaven .
T his is n o t the  w ay  hom e, 
an d  y o u  are  too  y o u n g  to  know .
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T h orn s

D e a r  B ro th e r,
W e have n ev er been  
p ro p e r ly  in tro d u c e d , 
b u t  a  c ro w  d e liv e red  
a  c ro w n  o f th o rn s  
a n d  I reco g n ized  
y o u r  ta in te d  b lood .
M ine has th e  sam e 
b itte r  flav o r o f  tria l.
I cou ld  n o t save y o u  
from  y o u r  calm  su icide,
I am  no t w o r th  m uch  
as s is te r ly  p ro te c tio n  
a g a in s t m en  w ith  spears.
I w o n d e r  if  y o u  felt 
a  ho llow  echo  o f love, 
m y b re a th  on  y o u r  ch eek  
as y o u  s lep t u n d is tu rb e d .
I u n d e rs to o d  y o u r  n eed  
to  save th e  hopeless,
I saw  ev e ry  one 
y o u  p lu c k e d  from  th e  m ud. 
M y  little  b ro th e r, 
re a c h in g  ac ro ss  tim e, 
sav ing  m e b y  p ro x y  
w ith  ev e ry  w h o re  
y o u  n e v e r  s to n ed .
B ro ther, w e  a re  fam ily  
in m ore w ay s th a n  one — 
th e  th o rn s  love m e too.
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S is te r  to  S is te r

I h e a r  y o u  b o u g h t in to  th e  rib  tale an d  take  
y o u r  ro le  seriously . You w o n ’t com e to  see me.
D o  w h a t y o u  feel y o u  m ust, b u t let m e share  
som e th in g s  w ith  y o u , s is te r to  sister.

I left a  ro ach  clip  a n d  a  d ecen t-sized  
stash  u n d e r  the  las t tree  a t the  w es t wall, 
an d  the  sex iest fig leaves can  be found  
on the  h ig h es t b ran ch es , b u t be care fu l —

th ey  d o n ’t g ro w  b ack  as fast as th e  o thers.
O u r  F a th e r  is n ea rly  as jea lous as A dam  — 
if y o u  stay, be m eek. F in d  a  k in d  sp id e r to  w eave 
a silk sc a rf  to  co v er y o u r  rau co u s  hair,

find  th e  h o u r  b e tw een  tru s t  an d  m yth  
to  say  y o u r  p ray e rs , a n d  a soft c re a tu re  
to  co m fo rt y o u  w h e n  y o u r  sim ple m an  s tray s  
an d  finds his fists too  h eav y  to  keep  to  him self.

I w ish  y o u  w ell o f  y o u r  w alls, I w ish  y o u  
h ap p in ess  am o n g  th e  o rch ids, u n d e r  b ran ch es  
th a t  look like b a rs  in the  ta r ry  shadow s o f n ight, 
w h en  y o u  lay y o u r  ch eek  ag a in st the  m oss

th a t  cush io n s th e  riv ers  th a t  sing y o u  to  sleep.
I d id n ’t s tay  long  en o u g h  to  sam ple the  fru it 
from  th a t  ta lle s t tree , b u t th e  e a rth  trem b led  
an d  to ld  m e o f  y o u r  bravery . W e are  sisters,

a fte r  all, even  if  w e a re  se t to  be oceans a p a rt 
an d  on  oppo site  sides o f ev e ry th in g  holy. W e share  
th e  m oon, a n d  m en, an d  a  know ledge o f G od 
th a t  su rp asse s  th e  sha llow  m em ory  o f faith .

G ro w  h ea lth y  in y o u r  g a rd en , S ister, g ro w  stro n g  
an d  keep  a  sac red  space to  keep  y o u r  soft soul safe. 
R em em b er me, if  y o u  w ould . I can  p ic tu re  you:
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re a d in g  th is  w ith  n a rro w e d  eyes th e  sam e co lor

as m y ow n, a  h an d  on  y o u r  hip, an  app le  core  
a t y o u r  fe e t—ju d g e  m e fo r leav ing , b u t w e are  no t 
so d iffe ren t, sister. Ah, Eve, look  how  b o th  o f us 
a re  o u tc a s t as the  p rice  fo r c rav in g  m ore  th an  o u r lot.

[54]



L ilith  S p ea k s

As th e  so ft g reen n ess  o f v ines 
p ry  th ro u g h  s tu b b o rn  b rick , 
as a  w o m an  s ligh t to u ch  m ay  p ry  
th ro u g h  th e  co n c re te  layers 
m an g a rd e n s  in his heart,

so shall I p ry  y o u  free.

R aise y o u r  head , u n b e n d  to  the  sun.
R aise y o u r  hands, y o u  have sp en t 
to o  long  ca llo u sin g  them , 
b o w ed  in  stone  sh ad o w s to  one 

y o u  m ay  n o t even  N am e.
R aise y o u r  eyes, I w ill n o t b lind  you .

H o n o r y o u r  flesh, it ho lds y o u  up.
H o n o r y o u r  flesh, it m akes y o u  w hole,
a n d  k eep s  y o u  from  co llapsing
back  to  th e  clay  from  w h ich  y o u  w ere  m ade.
H o ld  y o u rse lf  d e a r  b efo re  o th e rs , 
an d  let th em  n o t d ish o n o r y o u r  flesh.

To w h o m  do  y o u  ow e y o u r  a lleg iance?
I say  ow e y o u r  m other, 
fo r she b ir th e d  y o u  in b lood.
I say  ow e y o u r  father,
w h o  b lood ied  his h an d s to  feed y o u .
I say  ow e y o u rse lf  a n d  be done w ith  judgm en t.

N am e th e  c reep in g  b easts  
a n d  ev ery  g ro w in g  th in g  
in w h a te v e r  to n g u e  y o u  w ish .

T h ey  have N a m e d  th em selv es  
a n d  have no  need  o f y o u r  p ro c lam atio n . 

F o rg e t tre e s  a n d  fru it. F o r  w isdom , N am e thyself.

[5 5 ]
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