For Women

by Talib Kweli
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A daughter come up in Georgia, ripe and ready to plant seeds,


Left the plantation when she saw a sign even though she can’t read


It came from God and when life get hard she always speak to him,


She’d rather kill her babies than let the master get to ‘em,
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She on the run up north to get across the Mason-Dixon


In church she learned how to be patient and keep wishin’,


The promise of eternal life after death for those that God bless


She swears the next baby she’ll have, will breathe a free breath


And get milk from a free breast,
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And love being alive,


Otherwise they’ll have to give up being themselves to survive…

Some will grow to be old women, some will die before they born,


They’ll be mothers and lovers who inspire and make songs,


But me, my skin is brown and my manner is tough,
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Like the love I give my babies when the rainbow’s enuff,


I ain’t got time to lie, my life has been much too rough,


Still running with bare feet, I aint got nothin’ but my soul,


Freedom is the ultimate goal,


Life and death is small on the whole, in many ways
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I’m awfully bitter these days


Because the only parents God gave me, they were slaves,


And it crippled me, I got the destiny of a casualty,


And I live through my babies and I change my reality


Maybe one day I’ll ride back to Georgia on a train,
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Folks ‘round there call me Peaches, I guess that’s my name.
