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NfeSSions o f  A f e  
ke t o  accep t  t h e  d i n n e r  i n v i t a t i o n  

hand i n  g e t t i n g  o f f  t h e  s t r e e t c a r .  
t you d i d n ' t  o r d e r  us a  l i m o u s i n e .  
e  t o  go run  my l i p s  a l l  over  your cheeks i n  t h e  m i d d l e  

o f  a  s k a t i n g  r i n k ,  h o l d  hands, and scream: I ' m  so t a k e n  by your s t u b b l e !  
I g e t  e x c i t e d  by j e w e l r y  and gourmet meals .  
I even l i k e  f u r .  
I d o n ' t  l i k e  do ing  t h e  l a u n d r y  b u t  w i l l  make i t my chore i f  you ask n i c e l y .  
When i t ' s  c o l d  o u t s i d e  o r  w e t ,  I l i k e  f o r  a  man t o  o f f e r  me h i s  c o a t .  
I l i k e  f o r  them t o  rescue me when I sense I migh t  be i n  t r o u b l e .  
Though I am one t o  speak my mind,  
I w i s h  I w a s n ' t  angry  a l l  t h e  t i m e .  
I ' m  r e a l l y  n o t  angry  a l l  t h e  t i m  
I want equal  money f o r  equal  pay 
I own t h r e e  dozen l i p s t i c k  t u b e  
I s t u f f  my b r a .  
When I have a  bad h a i r  day I d o n ' t  g  
If you send me bouquets o f  roses I may say you a r e  s p o i l i n g  me, b u t  s e c r e t l y  
l i e v e  I deserve them. 
My mother i s  n o t  m y s e l f .  
My m a t r i - l i n e a r  h i s t o r y  i n t e r e s t s  me as much as my p a t r i - l i n e a r  one does- 
n o t  a t  a l l .  
I read M i l t o n ,  Donne, M i l l e r ,  and Conrad, and j u s t  f u c k i n g  love them! 
I do surveys  i n  Cosmo. 
I shop a t  Le Chbteau. 
I count  c a l o r i e s  because I admire mysel f  i n  a  b i k i n i .  
I ' v e  gone t o  bed w i t h  c e r t a i n  men because t h e y  t o l d  me I was p r e t t y .  
I ' v e  never gone t o  bed w i t h  a  woman and have no i n t e n t i o n  t o  i n  t h e  f u t u r e .  
I ' m  t h r i l l e d  by p h a l l o c e n t r i c  o b j e c t s .  
On t h e  s u r f a c e  I ' m  a l l  t o g e t h e r  b u t  i n s i d e  I ' m  f a l l i n g  a p a r t .  
I d o n ' t  know where t o  l o o k ,  where t o  put  my hands. I ' m  a f r a i d  my co-workers 
a s k i n g  i f  I ' d  l i k e  sugar i n  my t e a  migh t  be s e x u a l l y  harass ing  me. 
I ' m  worr isome my f i r s t  name migh t  be t o o  B r i t i s h  f o r  p u b l i c a t i o n .  

i n d  t h a t  my f a t h e r  d i d n ' t  ask i f  my mother wanted a  c a r e e r .  
amy g i r l .  There  a r e  t i m e s  I wonder whether a  f i s h  
u a l l y  e n j o y  a  brand new b i c y c l e .  Many n i g h t s  I dream over  
how I ' d  make t h e  most b e a u t i f u l  b r i d e .  

e t  and f i c t i o n  w r i t e r .  She has published three books o f  poetry, 
tone, Confessions o f  a F e r t i l i t y  Expert, and Pretending t o  Die. 
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