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isolated as 1i.
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i could not have written this book (ha!) without
the help of my wife john, who protected me from
distractions by being continually distracted, and
who changed the baby and prepared the meals so's
i could think Great Thots and whip out this Book.
also like to thank my hardworking typists matthew
& mark who don't know shit about spelling.

some of these poems were .
Aphra, New: American § Canadianr b
'~ Babe, The Ladder.







letter to lyn

1.
the door stained red with wine
glass shattered in the cormer
outside the air is cold
the neighbors very far away
all the way
across the street
no where to go.
shocking to tell the truth

' tell the truth

tell the truth

IT~
i see soul pain eyes
hidden in blue shadow
fur lashes deny the real
hair/ acceptable above the brow
not below the knee
i see your eyes, sister
i see your soul
you call your breasts wrinkled lemons,
hide them under 1/2 inch foam, learn
to like your thighs only to hear
you have ugly feet.
how long will we listen to men
who tell us they love us?
who call us frigid or maniac & turn away?
how long will we stand as dolls on a shelf
buy me buy me
one house & i'm yours.

i'm mine, sister,.
how about you?

letter to frances

you sat holding my husband when he was 2,

your mother placidly smiling her resentment
fierce/ rebellion in yr eyes staring at yr husband
on the other end of the shutter.

now we speak as women less afraid

but cannot speak of yr son's life with me

how 1 shake him at dawn with angry whispers

wake up you satisfied bastard wake up wake up




letter to lvs.

its past time for you to ask yourself why you keep up this
insulting lie. now that i'm no longer sick & dependent, you
~crawl out of the woodwork babbling love. where were you when
1 needed you?

letter to mn

you/ shocked
(his nose bl
all down
alta how could 3
you didn't care
what he did
1 shoulda be:
with friends
who needs husb

open letter tor

1. women have already had our history censored out "for
our own protection'" so we wouldn't bother our pretty 11tt1
heads. you want to do this to me. ]
2. i am not 'getting too" angry. i have always been "too
angry, but it was turned against me as attempts at su1c1de
illness, careless decisions.
3. the only heroes i was offered were betsy ross § florenh
nightengale, can you dig it? i had heard of susan b. anth‘
but only that she wanted the vote, not that she was the
great freedom fighter she really was.
4. this is not the first time you have used me to rant
about women's liberation. i quote:

you take liberation too seriously.

women's liberation is bullshit.

you can't be happy without john.
and now you said:

you shouldn't read those books. they're

making you too angry! f
it took a rape to radicalize you but you still won't suppoy
me in my flght for freedom. standing up was bad enough bu
now that i'm trying to walk, i walk alone.
5. lucy stone said "it shall be the business of my life tu
deepen this disappointment in every woman's heart until shf

. bows down to it no longer." ‘that's the business of my life

too, and you can keep your liberal insults. use them on
yourself & see how free you get.




"there's a sunset on this peach"

curly hummingbird

peace & love but no rent,

curly hummingbird -

what would anne hutchinson say now

& how do we measure a minstrel's worth?

"i don't know how to play, either."

iet's frolic, dear friend

tho we're 30 § bitter

§ our faces attest to our pain.
let's dance without music

and laugh without reason;

to hell with the circus they give us.
let's run in the sun

and run in the moon

and run in the light august rain.
i'11 chase you upstairs &

you chase me with washcloths

that you used to wipe up the wine.
i love you i love you

let's run § let's frolic!

i love you i love you

let's learn how to play!

= 8




letter to janis joplin

the night i heard you died

i smeared peanut butter on the walls.-
"can't do anything in this damn house!"

the news said "heroin was blamed" for

your death. heroin, not jagger, not
reagan, not hunt, not the man who buys

land for freeways so we can go fast

from place to place § miss the whole
journey. blame heroin, not the women

who blame us for trying to be whole.

i hate dedications to the dead. i hated
seeing you live lonely all your life §&

get salutes in rolling stone because you
died.

you sang ball § chain § i felt our chains

§ searched for the key § now you're gone &
you didn't know me § i didn't know you. -
i think of you a lot; maybe we could have
been friends, but you're dead now, aren't you?




Letter to Ginny

a rather sad, apologetic older woman,
how can i hang my vunerability out again?
o you asked, "how can alta's children be happy T
\ with her for a mother?" L
& i crumpled inside, sorry i told you
, how i feel § cry:
i'm a human being, perverse § hostile
like everyone. but who wants to hear.
it's true it's true like everyone.
but who wants to hear.

i should wait for witty confidence:
make you laugh with glee rather than pain.
as if you did never strike your child in anger.

connie connie connie

4 years of isolation f as if you did never beat off with black net to entice you.
i'm so glad you didn't die! ‘ safer to lie. no, i never struck my child, |
open your eyes to me we smile tearless never beat off where i could ! f
now after all those years, you crying see what i was doing. witty confldenge. |
in your bedroom in richmond, me crying : jokes of office w9rk & asshole executives. ]
in my bathroom in berkeley, clever remark§ without revelations,

didn't anyone want us i'm a human being, perverse § hostile

didn't anyone know us who were we _ like you. but who wants to hear

connie connie | it's true it's true like you.

who were we? | but who wants to hear. f
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to Brenda

soft to be with you

soft the touch of you

thin your brown hands caress my hair
soft your thigh to lean my head on
soft to whisper kiss

whisper kiss




hands on my yearning belly,
1 wateh you walk away
holding your daughter's hand.
you don't let me touch you
when others can see.
1 don't turn away, i
Just get sadder. :

it's true
those men might harm us
if they knew.

my heart opened to you when you woke.

we are real; we have real faces.

freckles & lines & our hair turning grey.
look in my eyes & don't look away:

1 cm not afraid to be seen by you.




1 kiss your breasts my hand warm
in you my body one hunger

30 years wasted trying to touch missing people
are you real is our touch

real where are you reaching from
where are you turning we 're
opening we're opening hold

my hand my body's opening

hear my words my spirit's
opening 30 years of waste

are we too late help me

touch arz we too late touch

me love are we real your

lips open 1 open you open

touch in me love, in me

1 want you oh god, brenda

full your breasts down on me
full in my fingers
small & gentle you are
so dark & defined your
beauty startles me,

1 love to see you.

i1 love to touech you.
you make my heart glad.

1 feel you unfolding.
"she showed me 2 poems so
1 showed her 2 poems. Just 2."
but i feel you learning freedom:
i feel you learning to dance.




cosmopolitan:

iook like you don't really look;
act like you don't really act; ;
sit like you wouldn't sit if you were home alone. ,

knowing freedom

she got caught
on the 51 bus. |

naiis




for Pat Parker,
who also has a '"lousy attitude, frankly"

writing to you is hard
as talking with you,
we were made to play
basketball in thick sun, grove park,
learn revolution
to ease the wars inside us.
we're hired last, fired fast,
we got "lousy attitudes."
you bring me cider
'cause i can't walk,

.sister,

lorelei

i go to prepare a world for you
the pain of it too much i want
you to live free breathe clean
drink clean walk safe, i

didn't make this world, i fought
§ i'm fighting, dear daughter.

i treasure your touch.




The Vow
for Anne Hutchinson

sister,
your name is not a household word.
maybe you had a 2 line description
in 8th grade history.
more likely you were left out,
as i am when men converse in my presence.
Anne Hutchinson:
"a woman of haughty § fierce carriage."
my shoulders straighten.
you are dead, but not as dead as you
have been, we will avenge you.
you and all the nameless brave spirits,
my mother, my grandmothers, i
great grandmothers (Breen Northcott, butcher's wife,
the others forgotten.) who bore me? ‘
generations of denial § misuse
who bore those years of waste? sisters § mothers
it is too late for all of you. waste
& waste again, life after life,
shot to hell. it will take more
than a husband with a nation behind him
to stop me now.







