Handout #5: Poetry from

A Woman’s Place
From page 13-14

we are like

the stones we throw,

unqunechable

as our people’s thirst

fists turn pebbles

into spears

assassinating certitude

digging for blood,

we find our own

feel it clog our own throats

swift and convicted

like we once were.

death is ordinary

fast

our bodies

trampled in retreat...

nothing like we had



imagined

we has not imagined

death

at all.

From page 75
The songs my mother sang

were unexpected

substantial


melodies,

unfolding inside men’s hearts

pumped


suddenly

full of her.

Carved into women’s ears,

moon-eyed hungry children

the mute


dry



dust of eternity

sculpted onto their cheeks



straining

to taste

what some know

and never tell

From page 116

The Netherlands

there were only

a few million

natives

to contend with

in 1652

a Africa’s southern tip

“bushmen”

“kaffirs”

the language of destruction

easily fills

the mouth

when you do not know

what to call

what you refuse

to understand

it took

guns

cunning

and force

but finally

they claimed the land

and legislated

its inhabitants

out of existence

what has this to do

with my white lover

love ismore dangerous

than hate

this the racists

nazis

facists

the ordinary cowards

afraid the protest

but not afraid

to follow

know and never forget

i am no contintent

pillaged

crippled

crawling into the 21st century

labeled 

like damaged goods

“third world”

he is neither

greedy

nor cruel

spreading discontent

calling it progress

i am a woman

surprised

and yearning

he is a country

i never

want to leave

From Page 138

Self Portrait

the canvas rejoices

in the extraordinary nature

of yourself

unearthed

restored

recognized as a masterpiece

only once

is it impossible

to

pick up the brush

take the first step

mix the colors

that reveal

who you want to be

when it is done

the world knows

you are here

From page 210

A Woman’s Place

how do you ban

a revolution?

admittedly the orders

six years for one

twenty (so far)

for the other

steal the words

theft witnessed

by a world patiently

compiling evidence

history

inevitable

long-suffering

will set the date

for the trial

and it will be sooner than you think

and so

existence

becomes a manifesto

a war chant

beating its own drum

in a dialect

that is warning

and inspiration

in the townships where

despair is supposed to be

the only seed that grows

for one-

day care

teaching someone to read

for the other-

a clinic

headquartered in the living room

free food dispensed

in the kitchen

the real revolution

is pretty boring

and it is the only thing left

that matters

what are the word anyway

but a way to discover

what you can do

what is living

but the deed

finally done

