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I ' d  thank-you s i r  
t o  s top  t a l k i n g  t o  my breas ts  
t hey  have noth ing  t o  say t o  you 
bu t  I do 
( w i t h  my mouth) 
and d o n ' t  expect poe t r y .  

because t h e r e  i s  no th ing  p o e t i c  
about hunchbacked mountains 

o r  plucked angel wings 
and t a r  babies 
w a i t i n g  i n  t h e  middle o f  t 
f o r  a  bus on r o  
t o  seven t h i r t y - f  

- l a t e .  

meanwhile a  p e r f e c t l y  respec tab le  gen t l e -  
man, 

who wou ldn ' t  need 
f o l l o w i n g  around i n  your convenience 

s t o r e ,  
i s  asking my breas ts  f o r  t h e  t i m e .  
t hey  s i g h  
and mountains f a l l  r i g h t  over 

I s t i l l  d o n ' t  want t o  hear i t though, 
another poor b lack g i r l  turned poor b lack 

woman s t o r y  
w i t h  a  hunch on her back, h e a r t ,  f a c e ,  

f a m i l y ,  des t i ny  
and those down tu rned volcanoes,  
f i r e  tongues s p i t t i n '  
excuses 
as f l a t  and redundant 
as every i n c h  o f  s k i n  

f rom a  d i s tance .  

I d o n ' t  want t o  hear ,  spe 
a  pa in  t h a t ' s  s tuck  

t h a t  I c a n ' t  press 
re lease o r  v a l i d a t e  
God, 

l e t  me not  be remind 
have i t  j ung le  my mind 
back and f o r t h  between o the r  peop le 's  

words 
t h a t  l i e  
because l e a s t  o f  a l l  i s  t h i s  t h i n g  

p o e t i c  
a l though i t  should be 

according t o  p r i z e  w inn ing  n o v e l i s t s  
and n ine  PM on t h e  l e a r n i n g  channel 
l i k e  I need t o  reassess 
o r  be r a t i o n a l i z e d  o u t  o f  
my everyday t r u t h  

... See, t h i s  would be j u s t  another per- 
formance, 

perhaps a  d r y  r e n d i t i o n  o f  t h e  b lues 
bu t  I am not  here t o  e n t e r t a i n  

o r  educate,  
c a r r y  your t e a r s  o u t  
on my head 
l i k e  a  market woman, 
c a l l i n g  o u t  t h e i r  p r i c e .  
l i k e  I would put  t h i s  o u t  f o r  s a l e  
t h e  o b j e c t  embodiment 
c l o s e s t  t h i n g  you can f i n d  
t o  what we a r e  t a l k i n g  about 
b i g  l i p s  
used h ips  
h a i r  singed a t  t h e  t i p s  
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t h e  powerless 
t h e  l e s s  

w h a t ' s  more i s :  
I never asked f o r  poems 
upon my concep t ion  
t h e  s c r i p t  a l r e a d y  w r i t t e n  
how I supposedly f e e l  
- i t ' s  cause she has t h i n g s  on her now, 
expect  t h e  b i t c h  t o n e .  n o t  poised t o  go t h r o u g h  t h i s  
I ' d  have i t t o o  i f  I were you eave my p r e t t y  l i t t l e  w h i t e  f r i  
b u t  I ' m  n o t .  down t h e  r i v e r  
s i s t a .  because our h a i r  d o n ' t  s t r a i g h  

understand i t /  a l l o w  i t same 
-cause her man d o n ' t  t r e a t  her r i g h t  and " b e a u t i f u l "  i s  c l o s e r  t o  i 
and her  daddy p robab ly  beat  her  o r  run  and my body i s  c l o s e r  t o  d u s t  an 

o f f  moving mountains 
and her mother c a n ' t  suppor t  them a l l  t h e  shadow and v a l l e y s  upon v a l l e y s  o f  
so dey d i r t  poor an' greedy as h e l l  evening 
and dey k i d s  come e a r l y ,  w i d  runny noses ground underneath 
because somewhere a long  t h e  l i n e  t h e y  t h e  f e e t  

were o f  many t r a v e l e r s  
... w e l l  I g r i t  my t e e t h  
... 

s l a v e s  ... We l i v e  i n  a s o c i e t y  t h a t  i s  p r o t e c t e d  
but.We d i d n ' t  do i t  by r i g h t s  
and d o n ' t  b r i n g  i t up so when a gentleman asks my b r e a s t s  

i t ' s  embarrass ing.  f o r  t h e  t i m e  
i t was so o oh l o n g  ago I have t h e  r i g h t  

t h a t  i t d o e s n ' t  m a t t e r  t o  ask him t o  s t o p  
w h i l e  I l i c k  my wounds; 

t do i t ,  she 's  my f r i e n d  w h i l e  t h e y  s i g h  
t h e  vo lcanoes crumble 

I know her l o v e ' s  been handled a l i t t l e  f u r t h e r  i n t o  t h e  sea 
and,  t h e  poems 

because He probably  read t h e  poems t o o  
o r  heard them somewhere 
so a n y t h i n g  I say 
w i l l  be a t t r i b u t e d  t o  my b r e a s t s .  
and moving mountains 
dus t  underneath t h e  f e e t  
runny nosed k i d s  
and someone e l s e ' s  run o f f  daddy 
p l u c k i n g  away my angel  w i n g s .  
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