
For my much and always beloved ‘lost’ daughters, who had good cause to reject me.  Too late and too little, I know, but I am so truly sorry for all I did wrong.  If only I had been wiser, sooner.

 



To the Holes in My Heart



What would I say if you would listen,




what could I say you’d want to hear…




when so much I’d said I should have not,




when so much I’d made so cruelly clear?




Though decades have passed since you were wounded,




though I’ve long known how wrong-minded I’d been,




your pain was so great, love and trust so betrayed,




your estrangement from me is all mine, not your sin.




I would just say I loved you always,




I could not say why I did what I did…




when I only know I was half a bad mother,




when I only know the good half, bad outdid. 




What would I do if you would let me,




what could I do to heal you somehow…




when so much was done so badly by me,




when so much harm can’t be undone now?




Though you’ve no reason to ever forgive me,




though I’ve no reason to hope that you will,




you’re always with me in happier mem’ries,




you’re never forgotten, I love you still.




I would just do anything, really,




I would just do all that you’ve missed…




if you could let me be a good mother,




if late, but not never, we hugged and kissed—




while I’m still here, 




lost daughters, dear.

Things I Never Should Have Done…

read “Cinderella” or any other “happily ever after” stuff;

watched all those romantic flicks in the 40s and 50s;

thought falling in heat was falling in love;
believed all the gluck we were told that “girls should get married, stay married, and have kids; 

believed we were supposed to marry a guy if we had sex with him;

thought being engaged and having “given in” and had sex and gotten “knocked up” meant I had to go ahead 
and marry the guy, just because he wanted me to;

ignored my mother’s warnings about husband #1 being “not right” and married him anyway;
stayed married to a scary guy and bad husband “for the sake of the kids”;

stayed with a scary guy and bad father way too long, because I was too gutless to leave;

thought I needed a husband and my kids needed a live-in father;

bought into the lie that “family” and “husband” should come first to a woman, when only her children’s welfare 
should really matter; 

thought my husband had to love me, to make a “family” work best for the kids;

thought I had to leave husband #2 and move away from my grown kids, just because he couldn’t love any 
woman/wife, when a “loveless” marriage might have worked out ok for them;

worked overtime to find a guy to love me, who’d be a “father” for my last two, when they already had one 
and I didn’t really have to have a loving husband;

stupidly minded that my kids took their dad’s side, feeling it shouldn’t matter whether he loved me or not, 
when they did;

ragged at my kids for being mad at me when I didn’t take their side at times I thought they were wrong in 
their own marriages;

apologized for any/all of the above with even the hint of a “but” attached;

not always and forever putting my children ahead of anything and everything else in my life!

After all, I wasn’t born a wife, was I?  But, I was born to be a mother!  I only wish it wasn’t so way too late to say, “I’m sorry, kids!”  And I won’t claim ignorance as an excuse, either.  I’m so damned smart, I should’ve been able to figure it out, despite the brainwashing my generation was subjected to.  But I didn’t.  That’s the sad, bad bottom line.  Any of  you gals out there reading this, I hope you’ll learn a valuable lesson from it.  For your children’s sake…and yours.    
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Preview:  “A Mother’s Guide to Clean-Living in a Dirty Universe” 
This book is meant for my “sisters” everywhere...in this world and in any other...where they await passage to a place where wombankind may live in peace, as once we did here, only so very briefly and so long ago.  Till we meet in Matera...








with all my love,  maïa

“Matera does await us, I think.  Somewhere.  As I believe “waste” must be the ultimate wrongness, I cannot see the power that moves me and provided a way for me to do this work, letting it go to waste.  If you are there somewhere, sisters...take heart.  I will finish this.  I will save it for you.  I will give it to you somehow, and even teach it to you, if there is a need for me to do so.  I have no other purpose.  To the last of my time in this living-way, I will go on thanking “mother” (if she exists) for choosing me to do this work.  I love you all, if you exist.  If you don’t, you should!” [From:  “A Mother’s Guide To Clean-Living In A Dirty Universe”]
come with me to matera!

in matera,

women will be

able to sit quietly,

watching flowers grow,

listening to birds 

and chattering squirrels

go to and fro...

or just feeling the murmur

of the sea.

in matera,

women will do

what women are born for,

naturally...

they’ll bear the babies,

nurture each child,

but still they’ll stay

unbound and wild...

free to be.
in matera,

women will know

they’re not alone...

their sisters will be

at each other’s side

everywhere...

to help and care

or when they just need 

company. 
in matera,

women will see

they don’t have to 

be everything to all...

one can privately

live and work and play,

as one wishes,

every day...

guiltlessly.

in matera, 

women will learn

what women can do

intuitively...

they’ll study the stars,

write poetry, paint, 

invent new devices...

with no constraint,

they’ll be free.
in matera,

women will grow

up knowing that

their destiny

is not just one

thing or another...

not just to be 

wife and mother...

they’ll be free

to be all, 

or nothing...

as they decree!

[if no Matera’s there, somewhere,

it surely should be...

don’t you agree?]
Part I:  Starting Out
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How Did We Lose Our Way?
Public Enemy #1

When god was a woman

she was in 

and of us all...

not only some single, 

mind-crafted idol

to be knelt at and feared
the powers of each 

were “the Power” of all,

shared by us in caring fashion...

not jealously hoarded,

used only to control and command

subservience

when men grew bold and greed 

took hold of their hearts,

their minds forgot that we alone

were blessed by nature with

the gifts only life-making bestows

and, foolishly, they named themselves “God”...

great in alphabet and aspect alike

cast down were we then

as “false” and “foolish” 

and “weak”...

so Bible-proclaimed, 

were beaten, stoned, murdered

into submission
the powers we’d known 

were forgotten in time...

save by a few who remembered

and carefully hidden, 

used only to console and comfort

their sisters

as men had none, 

so fear took hold of their hearts,

their heads forgot that women’s hearts

were blessed... our natures free

with gifts only love-making allows 

and, jealously, they named all who recalled “witch”...

damned to torturous death for heaven’s and men’s delight     
So, God is a man now,

not in, 

but of them all...

each one with some 

various form of idol

to be knelt at and feared
but powers in me

are “the Power” of all

given by those who, recalling,

have joined them together...

using their strength to restore to our selves

a time when god is a woman
as men find me out,

taking hold of their stones,

they’ll not give up that macho pose

since, cursed, their nature’s rife

with scars only war-making bestows

and, stupidly, they will put a price on my head...

great in dollars and a martyr’s making alike
what God of “righteous” men

would dare 

to let speak free

so loud and rancorous 

a foe of idols...

without retaliation?

True Powers, men claim

“He” has and always possessed,

wielding them in cold 

and ruthless fashion...

not full/warm-heartedly committed,

used only for loving and caring

purposes

still, men fall prey to fear,

hold their hands at their crotches...

their minds forget that they alone

are left by nature 

with their gifts 

no longer needed... and exposed...

and, childishly, they will blame us for their woes,

damn our powers for all their wicked and treacherous ways!

...and in the end, 

god will again be a woman... 

though no woman will ever be “God”!
Love and Sex
“...love creates a need where none existed before.”  Judith Rossner, in “August”

romantic love, with all of its flutters and flushes, its mindlessly desperate, perceived need of one for another, is merely a complex custom-designed, self-excusing disguise for non-productive lust...


camouflage, hiding selfish disregard for the sole purpose of sexual union, birth!

the act of sex, no more than the means by which to accomplish the goal of species survival (as with all creatures), then becomes the primary goal, the original primary goal being relegated to secondary status at best, and most often to simply an accidental, all too often unwanted by-product...


a natural evolution of man’s behavioral makeup?  


or caused/meant to be, all along, for EVIL’s gain?

mother-child love, humans’ original, most essential emotion, is thus supplanted and superseded by sexual/romantic, man-woman love... 


child, the prime factor of existence, becomes pawn between man’s lust/woman’s love! 

the sex act is a physiologically necessary function only for the male, which is borne out by the fact that his sex organ can not be controlled by his will, engorging/discharging “automatically” whenever an appropriate stimulus is present...


healthy males experience serious physical discomfort if such functions are suppressed 

a sexual “desire” has been emotionally/socially induced (fabricated) in the female only to justify and fulfill that male need whenever it arises, since no sexual organ in the female has the same “automatic” need to be used, as the male’s does...


healthy gals experience no physical problems from lack of sex

“love” between male and female was conjured up to facilitate this male need and to salve the female’s conscience for downgrading her primary role—child-bearing/nurturing/loving...


only “civilized” humans indulge in romantic “love”
in early primitive societies, the child was an item of wealth, produced by the male’s ownership of females for his sexual use, mating viewed only as an economic and/or biological necessity (as it is for all other animal species)...


in modern civilized ones, mate replaced child as most important member of the “family”

ergo:  like all other “civilized” changes/additions (that inevitably become perils!) to natural living, romantic “love” was conceived,  designed,  manufactured and “sold” to consumers for profit—and to exert power and control over the “consumer” (as all big businesses must do to continue to profit)!

&...

the simple procreative urge-driven, biological purpose of the sex act was dressed up in a made-to-order disguise of emotional sexual “desire” to ensnare the female in the male web of sex for its own sake rather than just to conceive, as it was originally meant...


which...

then gave rise to homosexual/lesbian “love” as well as promiscuity, prostitution and rape,  among other self-indulgent fabrications that humans took to with such alacrity. 

True “love” can therefore only exist between a mother and child, as all other varieties harbor a sexual aspect of one kind or another, and can thus only honestly be considered nothing much more than a form of “lust”... 

even (too often, especially) in the case of father and child, since the single, very tenuous connection a father has with a child is by the impersonal after-effect of a sex act (fertilization taking place outside of the father’s body/control, but inside the mother), while the mother then carries and grows it within her own body, being an indispensable, integral part of the entire life process 

When humans allowed love of sex to be substituted for love of self and love of child, the power of real love was lost to them, their race’s degradation and downfall assured.  So be it, for a supposed sentient—“knowing”—race that refuses to know what they really are.

Consider how human males loudly, exaggeratedly, flauntingly and impatiently go about their main (only?) useful function—procreation.  And —how females go about theirs.  The guys' fancy exhibition is over in seconds or minutes, at best.  The lasting benefit comes about quietly and patiently in females, with no fanfare.  Just waiting.  Anticipating the months of discomfort and the hours-long pain of its result as eagerly as the male greedily looks forward to his next few moments of pleasure.  Which can be truly considered to have real power?  And which the charlatan's manufactured sham?
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In re gender-based violence: See how the male “weapon’s” weapon must attack and pierce the female’s body and egg, forcing its way into both?  With a start like that, is it any wonder human males are inherently violent?
We Never Had to Die
[a book-in-progress]
Prologue:

Now that Mother Earth is proclaiming loud and clear in a devastatingly graphic language no one can fail to understand, that man has robbed her both of life and of the will to live, he can no longer avoid facing his willful commission of the crime of matricide.  He has been tried, found guilty by his own numbers’ verdict, not only of that most capital of sins, but of the second most unforgivable act as well.  Suicide.  For by killing his mother, he has taken his own life.  No one can treat our most precious gift so casually—and, showing such an arrogant disregard for its sanctity—be allowed either to keep it or to deny it to those who revere it.


It is long past time—but, hopefully, just in time—for wombankind to reclaim all that was stolen from them, all that they had shared with love and sheer pleasure.  He not only stole that which never “belonged” to any one or any thing, and was only to be enjoyed by all in harmony—he had to possess and control all he saw, felt, tasted, heard or smelled power and profit in.  In thousands of years of man’s “owning,” buying, selling, ultimately losing “his possessions” he never once saw any of their true beauty—usefulness, purpose, giving freely one thing to another what each needs, can make use of, or simply enjoys.


Man saw money and power wherever woman saw beauty, love, peace and happiness.  He deserves none!  He has defaulted on the promise of his very life.  And payments for this “loan” that he never struck any bargain for, were never in kind, as they were meant to be.  He has only paid in the coin of his realm, daily installments of death and blood and terror.  The destruction of all that he took illegally and unnaturally is finally now just about complete.  What it took tens of millennia to restore after earth’s last great cataclysm man has managed by diligent single-minded purpose and self-blinding greed, to pillage, pollute and condemn to death in the merest fraction of that time.  He’s cheapened life, de-valued its currency so it no longer has any value—least of all to those masses of our fellow beings who merely suffer life till death delivers them from it!


We, whose birthright it also was, now must take all that’s left back into our mothering, nurturing care.  If we work fast—and only if we work very fast, starting this very moment—we may just be able to save the life of all life as we know it.  It may already be too late, but every mother knows what powers she has at her command.  When our children’s lives are in danger, we can work miracles!  Right now, nothing short of a miracle can save us and our dying planet, our own earth mother.  Man’s male God—He of all those capitalized, worship-demanding rituals—has done -0-!  Zip!  Zero!  Zilch!

  
Prayer to Him did not stir his supposed love and mercy for “His children on earth” enough for Him to put their mangled, blown-to-bits bodies back together again in Oklahoma City or Croatia or Rwanda.  No prayer saved His “chosen” ones from burning to death in Waco.  We women know why man’s God is a father figure.  It’s because, like the mortal ones—Allah, Jehovah, Yahweh or whatever the guys who created religion and all its old boys’ club rules call Him—He just stands there and does nothing when His child falls right in front of him, crying in pain.  He “doesn’t notice” or thinks “it’s not serious” or “not His job” or simply doesn’t care.  

But mama never fails to come running, having dropped whatever she was doing three or four rooms away, out in the field, or in her sickbed.  She’s there in a heartbeat, comforting her child, treating its wounds of body and soul—and pop’s still standing there, “letting her take over.”  Well, now she must take over.  Her children and all her sisters’ children are not falling down and hurting themselves in play now.  They are being mowed down by grenades and starvation in Africa; blown away by mortar shells in Europe and the middle east; shot down and blown up in the Americas—and not while at play.  


Children can’t play any more.  Children can’t be the happy, beautiful, heart-squeezingly fun-filled creatures we used to love watching and playing with.  Life is a doomsday struggle for them now.  Every day!  No food for them in Africa; no place to play in Sarajevo where man’s death can’t strike them down; no drug or crime-free space for them in North America; and no parents or homes for most of them in South America.  


Women are more than men in more than just number.  But why do we allow ourselves to forget that?  In any case, man made the “majority rule” rule, didn’t he?  OK, now they’d better live by it.  Or we all die!  Governments of men don’t work because life was never designed to be “governed” but to be lived.  Laws of men don’t work because life was never to be “regulated” by any but nature’s own beautifully workable, natural laws.  Justice was never meant to be meted out by men—to each one of whom it has a different face—as life itself metes out its own just and fitting punishment to those who do not treat it with respect and rewards those who do.


Men rule with a system of hierarchy that demands a ruler and man-determined levels of “authorities” forming pyramids almost as large as earth herself.  All of which needs armed might to protect each gargantuan configuration from the greedy, envious designs of the others.  Death, torture and enforced deprival of life’s gifts are the sure fate of any who dare challenge, usurp or even just disavow such rule.  In the more civilized setups, ostracism and social condemnation take the place of more grisly alternatives, but the non-believer/non-cooperator suffers just the same. 


But women, as a rule, don’t rule—they will form groups of the like-minded, sharing necessities and advice, offering aid and comfort and dispensing wisdom gained by age or handed down from those before them.  Until contaminated with the male need to control, no supreme leader is needed when all lead their own lives the way life was intended to be lived.  The elders and those gifted with healing or other special talents are respected, listened to, looked after and up to—but they don’t rule!  Whatever the communities’ mothers’ and children’s needs are, they are met simply by making them known.  No boards, commissions, agencies or elected officials have to be petitioned, taking billions of dollars and too long to be of any help.


When women left to their own nature see a need, they take care of it.  It goes with being made to create life within our own.  No man will ever have this quality of naturally easy, life-sustaining cooperation.  First of all, most of them don’t want it.  Secondly, they’d each want to give orders about how it “should work” instead of just doing the work as we do.  Put any three men in a room and give them a problem to solve (the reward for solving it being substantial) and each will do his best to outdo the other and “win” the prize.  Three archetypical women, on the other hand (with no reward offered but benefit to humankind), will instinctively put all each knows together, come up with a solution in no time flat, with every one of them a “winner” and no “losers”!  

Hasn’t anyone learned a damn thing?  These millennia of human life all were spent unlearning, hiding, disguising, or killing off all we were born knowing!  What’s the big deal about a station in space if it’ll do away with big chunks of its earth base in war, or be too small for everybody to fit into when earth’s life-support systems give out?  Man can never design a habitat as self-perpetuating, self-maintaining as this precious piece of the universe he was given.  And he had to play with his gift carelessly like all little boys do, to wear out his best “toy” till it broke down and stopped working.


Now he stamps his feet and holds his breath, demanding he have a new one—to do the same thing to!  Mommy always fixed up the original toy every time he broke it but now it’s so battered and tattered he doesn’t think it’s neat any more, so he’s screaming for Daddy to bring him a new one—the latest model, no less.  Trouble is, Daddy lost his job from being drunk at work, taking too many days off, breaking his tools the way Junior does his toys, and/or insubordination and betrayal of company secrets.  He’s out of work, Mom can’t get a fourth job to make ends meet, so they’re out of money and will be out on the street in the morning, when the bank forecloses on the mortgage, ‘cause they’ve gone beyond their limits on all 63 credit cards!


Women have had to learn that they do have a right to a bit of self-indulgence now and then.  Men have to learn we can no longer allow self-indulgence to be his only way of life.  We’ve catered to his every whim, hoping he’ll love us and he does, sometimes.  Sort of.  At least ‘til someone else—or anything else—offers him more, or better, or younger, or prettier, or “more reasonable.”  Women give love unstintingly, as they must, for the following generations of our race to survive.  So do children—till taught not to.  Men dole it out in minute portions, if at all—and control a woman’s allotted amount so as to control her.  They do the same thing with their children.  Just as their man-designed gods do with them, and their man-created governments do with others in their world.  


A natural woman will naturally look out for the weak and help them—if doing so won’t seriously threaten her own family.  She knows how much she can give without depriving hers of what they need, and does so, knowing that when she and those in her care are wanting, other women will do the same.  Any child is loved by all women, not only the ones they can prove are their own—as men has made mandatory with religious and legal marriage.  They are naturally color-blind unless taught bigotry by men who use it for power, and all will be taken in who have nowhere to go.  Women were made to truly care about others, since their major function is to make sure their species continues and flourishes, while men care about whatever improves their own lot.  Probably because they originally were loners like bull elephants and whales, being only seed-providers for a maternal-based, communal society.


Now, women’s caring, nurturing nature has to be reserved only for other women and children.  We can no longer afford to patch up all the men who ruin themselves by their own ways, then turn to the women they’ve mistreated, expecting us to get them back in shape so they can just mistreat us again.  It always gets worse every time...never better.  Ask any battered wife or child, “Who patches you up afterwards?”  Men?  Nope—they just find expensive ways to prove it’s your own fault, so they can keep on doing it and getting away with it.  And you can either crawl away to lick your own wounds alone, or turn to each other—where we can always find solace and healing hands.  We are the only ones we can turn to now.  And only by withholding all of our love and care from all who do not earn and deserve it, can we survive, ladies!

We’re dying...beaten, raped and worked to death.  Our children are dying...beaten, raped and starved or shot to death.  Our lovely home, earth, is dying...beaten, raped, starved, all its working parts and beauty blown away.  For all we know, the whole universe is dying a similar death.  But if a 103-lb mother can lift a double-digit-ton “semi” off her dying 17-year-old’s crushed body to save him, what can we all accomplish together?  Like the sick guys’ joke about what an 800-pound gorilla with rape on his mind can get...we can get ANYTHING WE WANT!  


Do we want to live?  Do we want our children to grow up safe and happy and healthy?  Do we want to enjoy the beauty of life again (for many/most women, it would be for the first time!)?  Do we want to enjoy the beauty of a healthy planet again (for all of us living now, the first time!)?  Well!?  What in our name are we waiting for?  Will is stronger than destiny.  We can change the future man has condemned us all to—sure death, before “our time”—because the concerted, collective will of women is a force not even man’s deadliest killing-toys can stop.  We all know we have ways not familiar to us yet.  They’re there.  Many of our so-called “primitive” sisters are more comfortable with them, not needing to understand them.  That’s the beauty of woman’s natural simplicity.  


While men have a desperately insecure need to “find out” everything, women just go ahead and use whatever comes along, make do with what’s at hand or “invent” new things to make life prettier and easier. Then we like to show everyone else what we did, so our own pleasure is multiplied by theirs when they use it.  Men “invented” patent laws, to keep from sharing- unless it makes them rich!  Artifacts have proven that women of long, long ago figured out farming, the wheel and all the basic things that made life better for the earliest humans.  And you can bet there were no patents filed on any of them!

An old Army expression is one of my favorite “rules”...K.I.S.S.!  Keep It Simple, Stupid!  Whatever man started that one (if it was one), the rest sure forgot to follow it in jig time.  It’s a woman’s instinctive nature, we don’t need the slogans.  At least, we didn’t once.  Too long ago, perhaps, for most of us to remember.  Together we can recall all we once knew and were able to use in a happy, workable life.  Each of us—in all cultures—has some bits and pieces.  Some of us have great big chunks.  


Men call these natural powers of women “new age junk” or “psychic crap” or “ESP hooey” or as when they used to burn us for it, “witchcraft.”  But all they really are is the inborn abilities we always needed to have to protect our species from extinction.  That some men have a touch of it is due to every man being half woman, chromosomally.  Which means that the most they can have is only half of what each of us is capable of utilizing.  Jealousy was really the single most motivating factor in those witch hunts of old.  If we just put all we have and can regain together, nothing can stop us!  So...who wants to live?  


Our grapevine is our lifeline, girls.  Pass the word along and in three days, not a woman on the face of mother earth will be left out of our chain.  With it we can start a chain reaction that’ll produce the only nuclear power humankind ever really needed. Nuclear...nucleus = egg.  The nuclear family is and always was, women and children.  Look it up.  We needed no bible to tell us how life should be lived.  All the clues and answers I found in the American Heritage Dictionary of the English Language. Each language has one, whether set down or passed down.  And “the word” is the same in all.  It is in the words of our earliest foremothers.  Love of self.  Love of child.  Love of earth and all on it.  Love of beauty.  Love of love and life itself!  


Most of the most important words were turned around in the Golden Age of Greece, giving us a totally reversed view of what was officially considered “traditional” or “natural.”  We were had, my dears.  So, what else is new?  The nuclear power of women’s love for all of nature is strong enough to take back our lives, our homes, our past and present and future.  All we have to do is do it!  Those who know how will teach others, and in no time we’ll all be able to move mountains, figuratively—and even literally, if they endanger us and ours.  Those who can afford it will happily put all they can spare into the communal cookie jar for whatever the world household needs that we can’t find, mend, make or borrow.  The ones who can’t “do” anything can do whatever the “doing” ones won’t have time for—cook, clean, care for kids—and then the doers can keep on doing.  Now that’s as simple as it gets, isn’t it?


None of us is too old, too young or too handicapped to take some part in our battle for survival.  And then, each and every one of us will be able to put our feet up, lay back and rest our exhausted bodies when this is done—and let our tired souls/spirits enjoy the satisfaction that a clean and pretty living place always gives us after a hard day’s work.  The chatter of our happy, carefree children playing without fear will be the most incredibly beautiful symphony we could ever hear.  We never needed Mozart!  

...and maybe—just maybe—we never had to die.  
CHAPTER ONE:  How men killed love and created death.

In the beginning...there may not have been one.   A “beginning,” that is. Only men, who for a few thousand earth-populating years had no idea whatsoever that all their mothers, sisters and fun-loving playmates weren’t getting babies completely on their own, could have come up with having to make a choice between a 6-day creation in toto (they did allow as He was a tad too tired to toot on the 7th, at least!) or gazillions of years to settle down after the Big Bang.  Not to mention, turtle mothers and assorted other beastly geneses, the genesis of each genesis being conveniently left to individual preference.


We women, on the other hand, always knew what “caused” those little terrors, despite the older-than-god, dumb, unfunny, “Six kids!  Boy!  Doncha know what causes it?” slung only at the mother, as if she hadn’t a clue!  Agreed, some poor isolated chick out in a cave without a momma or sisters since the age of 2 or 3 may have been just a bit perplexed the first and second time, but I can guarantee she caught on by #3.  A truly qualified (or over-qualified) expert on the subject, my own record—7 wins, 1 loss.  Actually, it’s 6 defaults, one total loss (didn’t make the whole 9 months), and only one real “winner.”  It was the defaults’ own call—Papa #2 had mucho dinero and I was only a good cook, bottle-washer, nose and you-know-what-wiper.  “Wife,” it turned out, wasn’t ever in his job description for me.  My third time with #1 landed a boy—to be solo among 6 girls, by the time I called the whole maternity thing off.  But in my case the 7th time’s the charm.  She’s the only one worth keeping and, happily, considers me in the same light, despite all Daddy’s attempts to make his “purchases” a full, matched set (after this was written, #6—girl #5—kissed and made up, and following demise of daddy #2, kids # 5 and 3 decided to return me to ‘mom’ status, though #s 1, 2 and 4 are still holding out).

The subject at hand being much earlier travesties of what laughingly passes itself off as historical “truth” (should be hysterical!), let me now pick up the parallel whereat I wandered off.  What brought us all here—some mystical, magical Big Bang, with nothing before it to cause it?  Or a super-powered Big Daddy?  A reformed 98-lb. weakling free-pressing a few quadrillion kilos of terra firma? Or a home-on-her-back amphib carrying the big blue marble atop all her sub-worldly goods?  One helluva choice.  Worst dilemma since lady or tiger.  Hell?  Yup—that one had to come out of the febrile male intellect, too.  Not a woman on the face of this or any other inhabited orb since before whenever, would’ve come up with those alternatives.  


Heaven and Hell?  Can’t leave out Limbo, either.  Unh-unh.  Not guilty!  Womankind places the emphasis on the last syllable—KIND.  As in drying tears, binding wounds, forgiving anything.  It’s the guys who’ve always held a grudge and needed a so-called reward and punishment system.  And heavy on the “punishment.”  True to their well-established SOP, man(not-so)kind had to dream up the heaven/hell routine so they could leave the consequences of their own actions up to an impersonal “God” and go on doing whatever they felt like in the meantime.  It was a clear-cut precursor to the credit card scam they came up with later—be bad/buy now and be punished/pay later.  Had we been left as we were, we’d just ‘fess up, kiss, and make up.  It’s so much simpler.  Feels good, too!  Again, woman’s naturally easy ways of getting through life were tossed out in favor of man’s complicated buck-passing.  


Just as bad, is the way the guys set up their own set of rules around the whole subject of kids, once they’d finally figured out the minor part they play in the production thereof.  We bear them.  We care for them gender-bias-lessly, and just plain love ‘em all, no matter what.  While the papas, to whom it’s so vitally important to prove their ownership of them, have to lie awake nights figuring out ever-new ways to tear ‘em up and trash ‘em!  Our poor, innocent, blown-to-smithereens babies in OK City.  Our burned-to-a-crisp kids in Waco.  Our maimed and mangled tots in Sarajevo and the thousands mowed down by guns, grenades and starvation for the sake of some religion’s god or lust for more land in 1st, 2nd, and 3rd-world countries all around the globe.  It never gets any better.  The wounds and the numbers only get bigger.


Who the “bleep” set up that rating system, anyway?  Were qualifications for 1st, 2nd, and 3rd world status handed down by the Big Fella to the bearded dude on that gravestone called a “tablet” along with those 10 other rules ‘n regs?  Leaving the rest to lead lives supposedly not worth bothering with?  As I see it, the closer a people are to what we ALL once were, the less sophisticated their methods of doing one another in.  The good ol’ boys clubs call it “primitive” while they rate themselves “civilized” just ‘cause they can kill and torture more at a whack in more imaginative ways.  Not that they stint on more traditional, time-tested pleasures they’ve enjoyed since they took over from those supposed 2nd-rate citizens who now obviously “need” them to run things...us female-types.


No sir!  Incest; other un-related rape; wife and child-beating; their enslavement (economic and/or literal) and abandonment; and myriad forms of more “minor” detrimental impact on our fellow humans have never been worse than right now!  At the start of the new millennium (only by Christian counting, remember—others have a range of options), conditions for all but the so-called “stronger” sex (adult version only) rival the darkest pits of all times past.  No exceptions.  Even that hard-to-top horror Poe couldn’t have dredged up from his most opium-aided imagination—The Inquisition—won’t come close to beating today’s variety of torture and death-dealing techniques. 


Brought to you by those paragons of priestly, cardinal and papal virtue, your friendly neighborhood Catholic Church, “Father” (or Brother?) de Torquemada and his lesser-known brothers of the cloth really “saved” a whole mess of deserving “heretics” back then, didn’t they?  They knew just how to save them best, too.  I doubt any nuns would’ve or could’ve dreamed up those handy-dandy little iron, agony-inducing items or decided not to wait for God’s pre-ordained hellfires and just gone ahead and roasted their own.  Forward- thinking blokes, those.  Modern man had to spend a major fortune to develop napalm, phosphorus, atom and hydrogen-powered mega-hells.  Firewood, straw and a stake were cheaper. Electric power is pretty cost-effective too, when Israelis or Chileans need to get info from reluctant sources or when some of us Americans want to get rid of the unredeemables in our midst.  No period of history can match ours for hypocrisy either, with us believing we’re any better than the ones we’ve overtaken in worldwide cruelty and injustice.  


Of course, lots of other “brands” of god-loving/god-fearing, religiously pious “good” people have an impressive record of child, woman, or anyone-who-looks-at-my-god-cross-eyed-annihilation, too.  Catholics have no monopoly on that.  Just name a religion—or any group of folks who ever believed in any kind of kind, loving god—you’ll find their “rap sheet” in the history books.  Heck, you’ll find their own auto-congratulatory kudos in their very own users’ manuals!  Take a good look at the Jews’ Torah—The Old Testament, to us who weren’t “chosen.”   You’ll find all sorts of rape, murder and mayhem they committed on command from on high.  Let’s not lean only on theologies, however.  How about anybody’s legal system of justice, for instance?


Ever hear of paupers’ prisons?  Hawthorne’s “The Scarlet Letter”?  How come only “wicked” Hester Prynne had to do time for “sinning” with a preacher she couldn’t very well say “NO!” to, while he just went back to preaching against sins he loved and indulged in best, no doubt while doing in another “easy” parishioner or three without skipping a single line of his sermons or readings from the Good Book.  Or how ‘bout “hookers” in the clink, “johns” on the loose?


Yes...I digress!  It’s a serious flaw that’s plagued all in my path since my tongue first wiggled out a word and my hand first waggled a pencil, crayon, or anything that could leave the merest mark on whatever I could reach.  Basta!  Mea culpa, yet again.  Back to “In the beginning....”  There probably wasn’t one.  “...may not have been...” is hedging.  “Wasn’t one” without a qualifier, would be an overly arrogant dictum on my part, might even be incorrect.  Heaven forefend (anyone know what that really means?) should I dare presume what I cannot prove beyond the shadow of a doubt!  Reasonable isn’t tight enough here, though OJ Simpson’s battalion of barristers and those poor, mistreated Menendez boys’ legion of lawyers did enough to monkey-wrench that concept even where it applied!


Now, to deep-six this male-conceived notion that “man” has to have the answers to everything and only they had/have all the answers.  That’s the only thing men can “conceive” when you get right down to the itty-bitty-nitty-gritty, right?  Male sea horses can do the birthing bit but I don’t think anything more complex than that can (and anyway, their sly missuses pop the eggs into them).  That’s pretty darn complex, now that I think about it.  So, maybe sea horses are really fully-evolved male humans, and those greedy buggers are now working the old evolution game in reverse.  Talk about having to have it all!  First, up the scale and then back down again, or vice versa.  Maybe and vice versa.  When was only twice ever enough for the macho?


The only major crack in that hypothesis is the pain-‘n-suffering factor.  If you’ll recall your 9th grade bio lab, on film or in the test tube or tank, there’s no mistaking the contortions of the male seahorse in labor for any kind of sexual ecstasy or body-conditioning workout.  He looks like how only we gals feel in similar straits.  I contend—and have never been challenged to date—that were the male homo sapiens sapiens to have first-hand “sapiens” (knowing) of our 9+/- months of puking, paining, pre- and post-partum “meaningful experience” they’d never have two.  In fact, I’ll go so far as to guarantee with the first million this book brings in, that as soon as the word got around—none of the rest would even have the first!  Arnie-baby “having a baby” was just too, too cute, never looked even close to as uncomfortable, irritable and downright miserable as all of us have been who’ve ever run the course.  Maria must’ve laughed herself right onto the floor, in the middle of her four.  So much for the reality-touch of our filmmakers.  What do you bet a man wrote or “polished” the script?  And the recent, press-touted “pregnant man” is still really the woman he was born as, despite some elective surgery to make him feel more like the man he’d rather be, so he doesn’t count at all.

I don’t suppose “digress” fully covers the magnitude of my detours to this point, does it?  That frequently happens when I get kind of lost in my own thoughts, as I share them with the hapless reader.  Not to worry, we’ll get there eventually.  Wherever the there is that we’re supposed to be getting to.  These things take care of themselves, in the end.  And just think of all the extras you’re getting in the meantime!  Think of all this meandering as a bonus.  That’s the way we should take life.  Let be what puts itself in front of you, even when you think you’re doing something else.  If you weren’t supposed to pay attention to it, it wouldn’t be there.  This is another thing women do so well naturally and get all kinds of grief for from those other ones who can’t.  Adapt.  Change course when it’s inevitable.  The self-ranked superior ones have to fight what doesn’t fit their preconceived notions or plans.  When we let ourselves go with the flow, as the only sensible thing to do, they say we’re flighty or worse!  But if you really study nature, that’s what you’d find the rule, not the exception.  So, who’s smart and who’s dumb? 


Why did womankind naturally value life over personal greed?  Why is her nature inherently hard-working, man’s indolent?  When a “couch potato” is part of a commercial, sit-com, or cartoon, do you see woman in front of the TV, or men?  To woman, life—all life—was once sacred.  It was a sacred trust delivered into our hands (literally), for which we alone were to be held by our own selves, responsible.  The pain we suffer in childbirth that man’s church accuses us of deserving, by “tempting” Adam so irresistibly, is not any curse of a disobeyed male god.  It’s a reminder provided by the source of all women’s power that life is not acquired easily—and should therefore be valued above all else.  Though both mother and child do suffer pain as they work in concert to force a new life into being, that accomplished, the first moments together are the most beautiful—no other human experience will ever be as sweet. 


Before men took birthing in love and nature’s own way away from the women, it was always a celebration, with women helping other women and all appreciating the only true miracle...birth.  New life.  The joy and relief in a new mother’s face could be equaled only by her pride in work well done.  For 3/4 of her human world’s journey around its mother sun, she’d carried the new life inside of her own body, protecting it until ready to face the rigors of life on its own.  She now welcomed its huggable, kissable form to her breast.  That was love of life in its most supreme form.  Caring women around them all shared in it.  The young girls who’d not yet come to womanhood learned in this way what being female was all about.  They learned to be proud of what their bodies were made for.

Then the men took over.  And like celibate priests giving marital advice, doctors who couldn’t even imagine what goes on in a woman’s body were now telling them how to give birth.  They were even designing equipment with which to better “assist nature.”  All the midwives and the groups of joyful women who’d attended births for as long as they’d been taking place, were now banished from what had, up until then, truly been “a blessed event.”  Unfortunately—and  inevitably—the ideas these men came up with were tailored more for their own comfort, than for their patients’!  And “patients” we became.  As if we were ill, we were treated for a “condition” that they approached more like a disease, than a cause for great happiness which would end with a joyous communal celebration.  


The sadistic creep who came up with the notion we should give birth flat on our back, legs raised and outspread, should be damned to give birth every 9 months, in that very attitude!  The only thing that does do is make it easy for him to catch the poor, tortured mother’s over-worked infant.  It seems none of the great medical men who took over the process from us had ever heard of gravity!  Who of us hasn’t heard joking references to pregnant women deciding to wash the kitchen floor the day they go into labor?   Ever wonder why?  Why did the women of old have their babies in the fields?  Not (only) because they weren’t allowed to stop working by some slave-driving man, but because women have always felt an urge to do some physical work when labor is approaching.  Hoe a row or two, then a squat and a few pushes, and it was all over.  Quick ‘n easy. 


For first-timers, older experienced friends, relatives and neighbors would gather to show them how and pamper the frightened neophyte.  But sitting upright in a nice comfy bed was the preferred pre-delivery “pushing” posture, not prone on a hard, cold  surface!  Why?  ‘Cause the babies work their way down and come out easier that way, dummy!  Remember gravity?  My own grandmother, who was from “the old country” (Sicily), went through at least eleven childbirths at home with a midwife and lived to tell about it.  She lived long enough to put her youngest through college, and then some!  I’ve had 7 and not once was I allowed to have one easily, in comfort—or without a mess of drugs and shit.  And that’s how men changed all the rules in a game only women know how to play.


If we are given another chance to do things over again and get it right, finally, we’d damn well better go back to the ways that worked naturally...in everything.  A good place to start would be at the beginning.  And the beginning of what I’ve dealt with above is how we get to that stage, isn’t it?  Need I list all the things that have gone wrong with that?!  If everyone doesn’t realize by now, that the whole system of man/woman relations is totally and completely screwed up, then they just haven’t been alive and functioning in the last few decades.  And they sure as hell haven’t looked at history! 

Believe it or not, the title will be proven by the end of this book-in-progress!  Next piece o’ the puzzle…
Till Death...

What if we never had to die?  Using the Biblical Adam and Eve concept, Paradise was supposed to be perfect, so they would’ve been programmed to live forever, right?  Rather than sex or knowledge withheld, having been the catalyst that catapulted them out, what if it were instead, the first man’s first “kill” that did them out of eternal life?  I submit the hypothesis that when the first man first killed—caused death—we then were sentenced to die by whatever created us.  And that makes a hell of a lot more sense than any stupid serpent-in-forbidden-tree stuff.


Does any part of the Bible, et al., explains why no weapons are found in the very earliest sanctuaries (which all were woman-power-based!), nor any phallic symbols of any kind?  And why later ones containing male god-figures all had weapons and phallic pieces all over the place?  Killing is still the province of our modern-day world’s male-dominant religions.  Just ask any Palestinian about Jihad, or IRA fanatic about Catholicism, Tamil Tiger, Jew, or a slew of other war-faring types, about their he-god’s directive to wipe out non-believers.  If you think I exaggerate, watch CNN for one hour of international news.  Any day of the week, any time of any year.


Doesn’t anyone else find it strange that Jews, whose religion is one of the most male-dominated ones going, can only be Jews through their moms?!  If your old man is one, but your mother isn’t, guess what?  You ain’t Jewish, kiddo!  Oh, the non-orthodox ones let you convert, but it  just isn’t the same.  Make you stop ‘n think?  Maybe even raise up that old H-word (hypoc—)? ‘Course, you always know who your mama is, but......

The whole chicken-or-egg thing is a silly waste of wondering-why time, far as I’m concerned.  There’s whole lots of things much more worth wondering about, that aren’t so obviously defined.  Obvious to who?  Anyone out there ‘sides me?   Consider:  of a building and a blueprint, which sort of had to “come first”?  Simple.  How about a recipe and a cake?  Now we’re getting closer to the matter’s crux, so to speak.  THE FIRST “MAN” was a WOMAN!  Everyone’s attention gotten, here’s my backup to your anticipated “Oh, yeah?” response:  WHO’s got the egg?  A-hah!

  
Since absolutely no scientific data backs up the Adam’s-rib rib (a bad “yolk”? From a rotten egg, I guess), woman had to come first and when man later grabbed top billing, he spun a yarn that should’ve been unraveled long ago.  Man—every bloomin’ one of ‘em—came out of woman.  His mother.  NOT t’other way ‘round, rib or otherwise.  Which raises a real hairy question:  If Adam did come from his mom/Eve (or even it it was vice, versa), “doing it” with/to her would’ve been the first commission of the big crime/sin of incest, wouldn’t it?  Hmm-m.  


And what about their poor kids, Cain and Abel?  A product of father/daughter, mother/son, or clone/original impregnation, Cain could have copped a plea of diminished responsibility for his violent act, I would think, due to genetic imperfection.  We all know that’s what happens when babies drop way too close to the ol’ family tree, don’t we?  And that gives one a whole ‘nother picture of the “nuclear family” paradigm, don’t it? 


Here they were, the first and only man and woman, born/created too darn close for genetic comfort, their offspring off-sprung from decidedly unholy acts which no evidence indicates were consensual, one kid ices the other in a fit of god-induced jealousy and the survivors eventually live happily ever after (and inexplicably... where’d all the mates come from?), launching the entire human race.

  
Incest.  Possibly rape, since Eve-baby obviously didn’t have any choice in the matter and women’s rights were considered wrong in those days.  Perhaps (probably—if many of today’s dads are any indication of their genesis’ habits) a little kid-diddling on the side by Adam, when bored with “the same ol’” with a most likely not-always-cooperative mate who was never even asked if she wanted to be one.  Who knows, maybe one/both of the boys had the hots for mama, since there were no other “receptacles” around yet?  Or Cain and Abel, with no one but each other to fall for, had a lover’s spat?  Any or all of the above are definitely within the realm of probability, given human nature as we sadly know it all too well.  


In such a perfect “Paradise” the first murder ensues.  Big surprise.  Ingredients: incest, rape, envy, lust, greed.  Stirred up with pinches of God’s perversity.  Perfect recipe for a death sentence, wouldn’t you think?  The punishment fits the crime.  Cause a death: you and all of your kind will now have to die.  Immortality?  Forget about it.  It’s lost ‘n gone forever...along with “innocence.”  Later, troops.  This needs more exploring.
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Genesis (?)
The one-&-all mother power (GOOD source) created the suns and planets of the universe, and on some of those orbiting bodies she caused to evolve a myriad of wondrously-designed plant life, existing in an inter-connected symbiosis of beauty.  

Wanting to share the joys of creation, she then caused to exist a companion—an image of herself.  But it was a mirror image and thus, possessed the reverse of the power from which it was created.  The mother power/GOOD source had unwittingly given life to the “father” power/EVIL source!

Not yet knowing the nature of her mate, the mother-creator, in her giving and trusting way, then turned over to ( or shared with?) him the design and creation of all the animal life that was to inhabit the life-given planets in the essential cycle of three—animal/vegetable/mineral.

Envious of the incredible variety and diversity of the mother’s plant-children, her other half sought to outdo her with such a wealth of animal-life forms as would prove his superior ability over her, which, having himself been created by her, was to be his revenge.  For such is most usually the way of evil—to repay love with hate and a gift with a theft, generosity spawning resentment.

And so were made the beasts that must kill others to live, one thing of beauty and grace doomed to be destroyed by another equally lovely, graceful even in its deadly pursuit.  So too, were the 2-gendered species brought into being—new life being specifically designed to be produced only by the violation of one gender by the other.  A killing act (penetration/stabbing) fashioned to cause birth in an obscene and violent travesty mocking the mother’s simpler and gentler life-giving ways.

 
Horrified and heart-sickened at what her beloved companion had caused to be, yet unable to recall the powers she had foolishly provided him with, and loath to destroy new life, the mother could only add something to the creatures so evilly-wrought.  So she gave to the most highly-developed of them all, “sentience.”  She gave them the ability to “know” what it was they would do, to be aware of their acts and the consequences of those acts, rather than blindly follow their inherent instincts, as all had been intended to do by their maker.

And...she gave them “free will” as well.  They would be able to choose what to do, how to live.  With these gifts, the mother could only hope that some of the evil-imbued beings might overcome their designer’s intent and choose NOT to follow their inherent natures.  If so, her GOOD force could, if not fully delete or negate the EVIL one she’d loosed, at least prevail in some measure against it.

In addition, to all the mother-like females of the various sentient beings EVIL installed on the habitable worlds, the mother gave the essence of her own powers of creation.  Despite the 2-sexed system EVIL took such pleasure in, due to its basic conflict and unilateral dominating potential, the sentient females at least would be able to live apart from males and be as the mother had originally intended they be.   They would be capable of reproducing in the same way as the mother herself—without the “help” of any male force.

Because of the natural aggressive, violent ways of the males, the females were also given the mother’s powers of protection, to be used to counteract the males’ superior physical strength when necessary.  They were able to do things with their “will” (mind) alone, that males could not—move heavy objects, cause things to stop or to start, devising the many ways they would need to protect themselves and their children from harm.

Sadly, however—on all the living worlds—EVIL was to prove stronger than GOOD.  One by one, each race of sentient creatures learned that even those great powers the mother had given to the females could be nullified.  First, by the basic cruelty of physical dominance fortified by pain-causing to those who resisted; next by death and threat of death; then by threat of suffering after death, as male-made male gods would decree; and finally, when all of those methods still hadn’t fully divested the females of their powers to prevail against their tormentors, the reward of romantic love was offered.  To the punishments long-established for non-compliance was added the withholding of that love.  Diabolical...and effective. 

In one poor little world—perhaps the only one in the vastness of the universe—after eons of universal male dominance (and destruction), the females finally regained the ability to use their powers!  Their planet all but destroyed by their males’ greed and violence, they (the females) retreated to the only safe, livable places left— under the boiling hot mists of their dying world’s seas.  And then, even that refuge no longer capable of sustaining life… they left!
Exodus [a work-in-progress] to follow...
Once Upon a Time...(?)
[excerpt from Exodus]

...in a place as far from here and now as space and time can be, a lovely world was laid waste by its own chief inhabitants.  The same greed and envy of one toward another responsible for the raising of its prime beings' civilization to heights of which we humans cannot even begin to imagine, was equally as effective in bringing on its downfall.  Not to mention, the near total eradication of the fools themselves.  As it happens, the "intelligent" population of this far-away habitat was, as are we, dual-gendered—and not too dissimilar in form.  Their "she's" however, had retained much of their original status, though not, as it proved, enough of the initial control they'd had over the parties of the second part to impede their self-destructive bent and thus stave off annihilation.  


The upshot of an unfortunately fatal series of events (blunders, to be honest) was that the guys fouled their own nest, their space-rock retaliated with fast-forward self-immolation exercises...and the "women" wanted off.  Being as they were quantum leaps beyond our fondest dreams, it was a simple enough matter for most of these maids from beyond to just bail out in the latest-model cosmic conveyances, leaving their ever-lovin's behind to a fate they'd worked hard to earn.  They even went so far as to make sure none of their number harbored any potentially—inevitably—deadly male-life within (womb-wise), as all had vowed not to repeat history...not if they could help it. 


Perhaps they'd hoped to devise some uni-gender scheme for the future they literally leapt into the void to acquire, or maybe they just crossed their fingers, wished on a star and figured there had to be something better out there.  Any-hoo, off they went into the wild, black yonder, to seek their fortune elsewhere 'n elsewise, having picked the prettiest lil' blue marble of a healthy-sun-orbiting rock in the whole wide, orb-filled  universe, as a good place to begin.  Given they had an astounding assortment of viable alternatives, there was a valid and very practical reason for their choice.  


In the last millennia or so of their own home's life-curbed existence, what remained of their kind had been forced to retreat beneath the cool purple seas that formed the larger part of it.  All land-based living things underwent such hideous changes due to their dominant males' misuse of every single means of sustenance, that an underwater environment was the only one still sustainable for a few who'd escaped mutation.  So, when looking for a new and unfouled nest, naturally, the ladies' first choice for a habitat was a wet one, having known none other for ages and ages.  The particular orb they picked was nothing, if not loaded with water! 


The space chariots those goddesses from heavens above came down to earth in were total and complete down to the teensiest might-need-it-someday detail, self-contained survival capsules.  Capable of expanding in a sort of non-mechanical "growing" fashion, they could splash down in our deepest oceans' depths—and stay there.  Virtually for ever!  (Thus spawning timeless legends of "lost" Atlantis and sea monsters, plus all the fanciful fairy tales about mermaids and such.)  Arriving sans mates, as planned, the planet's uninvited visitors' top priority was obvious.  Cherchez l’homme!  Having done without for so long, it was hoped this new world would come equipped with a better version than those they’d been forced to give up.  Well...they were immediately disappointed to learn they'd arrived an eon or two too early.  Oops! Too late to go back to square one, since home base checked out soon after they'd said a timely "Sayonara!"  So, Plan B was trotted out to save the day and their particular lifeform's particular way of life, if possible.


Hitch # 2 didn't exactly wreck Plan B, but sure put an unforeseen kink into its success potential.  The fallback scheme involved settling for a less-than-fully-evolved species' second-gender breeding stock, then waiting out the hybrid results' development.  The primal-gender travelers could easily continue indefinitely with the one-sexed methods they'd been making do with.  That was no problem.  A form of cloning, as we know it, it ensured that a wait of only a few hundred thousand years'd be doable.  The problem was, the best-available life form within their time frame was still so remote from intelligent life, that odds on any resultant hybrids' ever evolving into something worthwhile were, to tell the truth—slim, to none.


Still, lacking any viable alternative and the topside environment at least a pleasant one, the girls gritted their teeth, closed their big, almond eyes, and did their duty with the big, hairy apes.  Ugh! What price posterity!?  All of which explains why a "missing link" has never been found.  There never was one.  Higher life form females from out there + highest-here, lower-life form males = homo erectus-from-knuckle-walkers in one swell foop.  It's so all-fired simple, it's no wonder no one's figured it out.  I'll betcha Burpee or Burbank could've!  Not that any male anthropologist or male-bound female one is ever going to admit it, even if they tripped over the proof.  I mean, what human would want to brag about such an ignominious beginning when he can rely on face-saving nonsense like Adam and Eve or "natural" selection?  "Selected," sure!  But rather more unnaturally, the reluctantly willing impregnatees would say.


At first, their current natural environment being a watery one, initial attempts had been made to establish a blended species therein.  Tries gone awry is why dolphins and whales are the only mammals at home in our seas.  And why they can "talk"!  Lovely though they are—and, as expected, quite gentle—it wasn't quite what the expatriates were aiming for yet, so onto dry land they went, in search of soul or body-mates, at least.  Mate, they did.  Orang-u-tans, wise-faced, red-haired "people of the forest"; those gentle dark giants the Greeks named "gorilla gorilla"; the chimpanzee, their closest match in size, if not wits—all were cooperative.  More or less.  


And so, human-kind entered the scene considerably before its cue! Giving birth to earth's ruling class-to-be was, for those brave volunteers, a sacrifice far beyond any other, for to leave their undersea haven and live on land, they had to leave all life as they knew it, behind forever.  Thus, they had to endure exile, as well as the awful necessity of physically mating with such vulgar, lesser creatures!  Disappointed, to say the least, at their self-sacrificing sisters' serious lack of superior mating material, the ones happily relegated to stay below to monitor the situation, did just that—albeit not overly optimistic about the outcome.


And, as offspring slowly evolved due to successive re-breeding, into somewhat of a semi-approximation of their original selves, those beneath just as slowly but surely separated completely from those above.  It had to be.  Maintaining contact was too painful for both.  Through the luck of the draw, the intrepid few who'd fled a world unjustly condemned by their own males had had nowhere to go but to a picture-perfect world inhabited by some of the universe's least perfect living beings.  They'd been horrified to find there creatures who not only killed, but ate others!  And, they did so in the most hideously horrible, unimaginably cruel ways!  

Bad as their species males had been in laying waste to their wonderful habitat, they at least had not harmed their fellow animals directly.  The idea was so foreign to these gentle souls that many of them died of shock upon first seeing sharks' feeding frenzies and the sight of one fish gobbling another successively, in some evil chain of cannibalism none of them could relate to or understand.  Then, as the bravest ones went above, seeking a way to keep their kinder kind in existence, even more shocking scenes of beast-killing-beast had driven them near-mad.  It was everywhere on the otherwise lovely planet, it seemed, though it was clear many more species didn't, than did.  An evil force had undoubtedly passed this way, doing its blackest deeds here.  To see the new, half-them species emulate those vicious beasts was just too, too much to bear. 


Having come billions of miles or light years or whatever mode of distance-telling they used, those deceptively delicate blue-green moms-of-our-kind weren't about to chicken out, however.  They'd not faced worse, but close to just-as-bad had been all they'd suffered from their "better" halves, as their own guy-types had tortured and killed the once-beautiful home place that now was no more.  Where once they'd mothered and played & sang sweet songs, now was a steaming, roiling, pressure-cooker of a planet uninhabitable by anything beyond a microbic, ever-mutating, muck-dwelling speck here 'n there.  Killers?  Cannibals?  Dull-witted aggressive dads for their babes-to-be?  These trials, too, the venusian maids could endure.  As it is, as it shall be.  


The great mother-of-all whom they knew to have caused the life force in them, would make possible what they were meant to do, as she always had.  Hadn't their predecessors tamed those brutal things who'd long ago escaped a dying red globe to invade their serene planet?  And then, after finally murdering it just as those original refugees must have done to theirs, hadn't the most purely-bred of the sisters cleverly and courageously made their escape?  That it had to be to this death-loving place would simply be accepted, by the stalwart ladies of the deep. 


What evil beings, things or circumstances could be overcome, would be.  Accepting, sure.  Easy, never!  Not again, anyway.  Too easily taken in by the red-rock ones, they'd learned from the painful lessons of that experience.  Life here was to be on their terms.  By their rules.  Guided as always, by the good mother source they "knew" to be, though never dared formalize with rituals or any imagined entity.  She was, is and will be...and that sufficed.  Made like her, able to create new life out of their own, they revered and respected her power and were glad to be moved by it.  Honored, in fact.  They saw no reason to add frills to the simplest of wonders.  What couldn't be understood could be appreciated.  Thanks given from the heart, the mind, the mouth, were all equal.  What rigmarole could better those?  Attention-payers they were, not worshipers.


Regrets regarded as only useless time-wasters, the gals below just went on paying attention, and waited patiently.  Hoping some hiccup in evolution or helping hand from beyond might overcome the combative nature of those creatures they'd made, time eventually proved it wasn't to be.  With the mother-powers they'd kept alive and even developed further, communication with their quasi-human sisters above was possible, tho' of a much cruder type than used amongst those who'd remained in their ocean hiding place.  It was good enough, however, to let a few up on top have some hint of their other-than-humanness.  Not that any of them ever dared let on that they felt they might be related to “mermaids”—let alone alien mermaids!   

The time would come, those below hoped, when some other world would be made known to them.  One where the evil killing-lust was still unknown and where they could go to re-reestablish the peaceful life-ways they knew to be "rightness."  Some day, such a place would be their home, it was believed.  All they had to do was wait—and remain right-living beings.  But as time passed, it became sadly apparent that the decision to move on might not be an elective one, after all.  Mankind, too, was destroying his own environment, committing planet-wide genocide-cum-suicide as the sisters’ former mates had done.  Rather than make a voluntary move, they realized they'd one day be forced to evacuate another corpse-soon-to-be.  Another celestial body killed off by those it had nurtured.  Matricide on the grandest scale of all...cosmic.  


Meanwhile, the sisters—that's how they thought of themselves—readied their ship/home for an emergency take-off the moment such a necessity made itself known.  While not too happy with their attempts to avoid extinction, it seemed wrong to not take at least a few of their "children" with them.  There were a handful out of the 6+ billion, it seemed, who somehow were spared the taint of evil that ran in the veins of all the other hybrids. These right-living ones the sisters had communicated with, as it seemed the mother force was also doing, so as to bring them together when the time came to escape a punishment the blended race had so well-earned.  It was to be meted out, apparently, before the arrogant, destructive beings could get too far into yet another millennium with all under their brutal rule.

  
Trouble was, the sisters weren't the only secret inhabitants of earth.  Where there is "good," evil can usually be found lurking nearby.  So it was there.  Others had looked upon this pretty place with covetous eyes, not just as a safe haven.  They too, settled in for a long surveillance, but in preparing to take it for their own, with no intention of cohabiting peacefully.  They too, saw the handwriting on the wall spell out a death sentence—theirs, along with all other life on the planet.  Indeed, the planet’s itself!  


What was soon to come would ensure that no aspect of the evil so prevalent on it could ever infect another part of the universe.  A sorrowful mother would sacrifice her few good children on this one world, along with all of her bad ones, in order to protect the many other good ones elsewhere.  What else could a good, loving mother do?  To turn the planet called Earth into dust, along with the wrong-minded, would-be rulers of it, was the only way to contain its deadly disease.  What else can GOOD do, in a Mexican standoff with pure EVIL?  It may not even be the first time such a tragic trade has had to be made.  If evil must exist, it will probably not, sad to say, be the last.

  
Just a "fairy tale"?  Maybe. Maybe not.  Why was I "made" to tell it, if not at the behest of those it tells about?   I know I did not just "make it up."  It was in my mind pre-written, set itself down on this paper non-stop, without a single conscious thought.  Only one question's still niggling in a corner of my brain.  If it’s true...will they take me?

Ondine 


[For my 7th & youngest child, Valorie... from where/what/why, I can't be sure, but something finer, surely!]

what if you were Ondine...

wanting so much to live on land

that your lovely feet had to bring you great pain,

having once been graceful fins 

with which you swam our glorious depths?

what if you were Ondine...

paying the price for humanness,

being unable to speak your heart's meaning

to those you have loved the most

in the world above our sanctuary? 

what if you were Ondine...

learning the cruelest truths at last

about all in this place of earthly beings

we have hidden from so long,

waiting for their will to live rightly?  

what if you are Ondine...

yearning to return to the deep

and your sisterly-kind you had left behind,

knowing now how hopeless is

this doomed race of men who've cursed themselves? 

what if you are Ondine...

list'ning for sounds you alone hear,

experiencing things no others here know,

searching your soul's memories

of those calling you... feeling their love?

what if you are Ondine...

and can admit that you suspect

the role you've played has now had its finale,

freed you to go with we who've

other, more motherly worlds waiting? 

that is...if you are Ondine.  

but...what if you are?




The Majority Rule:  Women and Children First!
Elephants and whales, Matera, Malta, Catal Hyuk.  That was how we once were.  And, if what I’ve seen is any indicator of a new trend, it’s how we will be again…very soon.  What do the two largest life forms on our planet have to do with three nearly-never-heard-of places half a world away?  A lot.
What was:


Let’s take those little-known, ancient hometowns first.  Matera is the most ancient.  Located in the upper part of Italy’s boot-heel, south and a bit inland from the busy Adriatic seaport of Bari, Matera is the oldest and is believed to be the first agricultural community ever founded by humans.  Female humans, no less!  Sorry, fellas, but artifacts found in this incredibly beautiful area of fertile farmland and rolling, stream-laced hills prove beyond any doubt that women began the practice of planned farming there, invented most of the basic tools still used today in all parts of the world and—brace yourselves—they ran the closely-knit, peaceful and prosperous community without any guidance from their male sperm-donating companions.  The guys back then just baby-sat, helped in the fields, tended the fire and lent their brawn to the more physically demanding chores of daily life.  Not only did this maternalistic society work and even flourish, but not a single weapon was found there, nor any male-member (as in “organ”) or male-figure worshipping stuff.  So, not even any male gods intruded on this motherly paradise.  The universal Great Mother’s creative force was revered instead.  And it worked.  That was around 12,500 BCE—over 8,000 years before the pyramid-building pharaohs, 9,000 years before the goddess-ruled Minoans.  It’s true.  I’ve been there and seen what they left behind.


Next, the Mediterranean’s Maltese islands, especially Gozo, and Catal (chah-tahl) Hyuk over in Turkey.  At these sites were found humankind’s earliest-known sanctuaries.  Dating from around 7,000 BCE, still well before Cheops’ ostentatious last resting place (if that’s what it was), none of the several constructions, which remain almost totally intact, were places of worship to any god.  Rather, apparent focal points of again, maternally-based societies, the boulder and cut-stone-assembled structures were very obviously used by the communities’ women as resting and healing places.  Places where tired, unwell and/or pregnant women could escape the everyday hustle and bustle of busy, hardworking lives; give birth; and die, when those respective times came.


Monolithic-to-palm-sized figures found at the Maltese sites were well-rounded women, some reclining, others sitting or standing.  Obese by today’s standard of emaciated cover girl “beauty,” the women’s chubby faces smile with a contentment one can feel as you look at them.  Even those without smiles present a tranquil, open-eyed visage reminiscent of those seen on Whistler’s and da Vinci’s most famous females.  Relaxed in all postures, especially those reclining on one side, the stone and clay figures indicate a lifestyle devoid of internal stress.  Or, for that matter, externally-induced stress.  Bearing out this impression is the fact that, once more, not a single weapon or phallic symbol or male deity’s form was found among the remains of daily life.


But...in higher/later levels of the sites, guess what got left lying around?  Yup.  Outside the sanctuaries in the next-later level, phallic symbols abound.  Then, later and higher still, they got into the sanctuary proper, along with—you got it!—male idols and their always-present companions in crime, weapons.  Killing things.  Penises.  Idols.  Things worshipped, not merely respected and made useful in a peaceful environment.  Power and plunder and death-by-design took over from motherhood and sisterhood and just raising food and babies.  It’s all true.  I’ve been there, too, and seen the indisputably tangible evidence.  The sanctuaries themselves were built in the very shape many of those women’s bodies must have naturally grown into.  Round.  Soft.  Comfortably plump pillows for a child’s head, with no bones sticking out to bruise whoever needed a hug.  The proof is there for all to see who visit the island of Gozo.  The women there are still big and plump...and happy.  And with lovely, smiling faces beneath their pretty, head-covering shawls.


At Catal Hyuk and other Turkish sites, sanctuaries found were much the same as the Maltese ones.  The time frame was close.  Artifacts uncovered there also were noticeably lacking male-influenced idolatry and men’s violent ways of dealing with one another.  And again, later leavings showed a turnabout in who ran what and how.  Three places in a far-off world.  Three places where women ran things in a far-off time.  Three places that knew no fighting, no wars, and no gods urging them to do either.  All were places where mothers and children and women who chose not to be mothers, worked and lived together happily and peacefully with the menfolk of their communities going along with it all.  Being invited to “father” children who were thus always wanted, loved and cared for by the entire community.  The men helping the women, not owning them or ruling them or in any way interfering with a way of life that worked well.  Until... 


It’s not clear how or why it all got turned around ass-backwards.  Or exactly when.  But at some point +/- 8,000 years ago, the guys took over.  From there on, it’s been downhill all the way!  Father-gods “told” men to take what they wanted from the weak, the peaceful, the prosperous.  Lord-Gods “told” men they were supposed to rule women.  To own women and their children.  To keep women in “their place”—ignoring what their place was to begin with.  The mother-source all had revered was called false and to believe in her was deemed blasphemy, punished by death (both god and man-delivered).  The powers women had used to make their peaceful life easier were branded evil.  Those who used them were burned, drowned, stoned to death as witches, till finally, they all forgot what they could do.  Today, few women realize what incredible powers we once used as easily and naturally as speaking and touching and walking.  


These examples proved how human females once made life work here on earth.  Two more examples still prove that.  So close to humans that many of us even treat them as almost equals, whales and elephants still do live as we did.  Females live together in communal groups with their young.  The males are all loners, only invited to mate when the female chooses, otherwise keeping to themselves, fighting and testing each other’s top-guy status and throwing their temper tantrums where they can’t hurt peace-loving moms, aunts, grannies and kids.  When the “boys” are of an age to start all that male nonsense, they too are sent out of the maternally-ordered community to join the adult bulls in their aggressive fun and games.


Those of you who want to think a bull whale or bull elephant “keeps a harem” of females for his own pleasure and procreative purposes...think again.  Not so.  It’s the females who run things just as our own did back in Matera and Malta and Catal Hyuk. And think on this...whales and elephants are the largest, most powerful animals on this planet and are also two of the oldest creatures still living, both being virtually unchanged for millions of years.  So they must be doing something right.  Right?  When men took over what women did so peacefully and so well, look what followed.  Read your history books, folks.  Read the Bible, the Koran, the Torah.  Watch CNN for any one hour, any day.  Read any newspaper anywhere in the world.  See what is.  Then re-read this and see what was.
What is:


As the Titanic started to go down, “Women and children first!” was the cry, and they were given life-saving preference over the male passengers and crew, most of whom were then doomed to an icy death.  Out of deference to the life-continuing role women and children fill, more than from any societal nicety of favors to the fair sex and their helpless young, the human race has so sustained itself throughout a constant, millennia-long series of disastrous events.  Until now.


As the so-called “nuclear family” slips under the cold, dark waters of self-indulgent economic stupidity, government and religion-enforced marital cupidity, and what seems to be an inborn propensity of the human male to exhibit violent, aggressive behavior towards mate and offspring (not unlike chimps and assorted other great apes), the reversal is complete.  “Women and children last!” is now the norm.  Today it is the not-yet mothers and the already-mothers and their little ones who sink beneath the waves, while their mates and fathers stay high and dry in well-stocked lifeboats provided by our national worship of greed and unwavering attention to a “bottom line.”  Species suicide?  Eventually, of course.  Unless...? We’ll get to that later.  Basically, any life form whose life-growing, life-giving segment ceases to produce in sufficient numbers to offset its species’ death rate is doomed to extinction.  As have many more types of creatures than still exist in our world been, in times past.  Many are dying out as you read this.  Should current behavioral trends continue, human women and children will also land on the endangered species list, putting the entire mankind division out of business in no time flat.  Homo sapiens sapiens—“man, the wise” per the good old Encyclopedia Britannica—now that’s an oxymoron if there ever was one!


Abusive and/or defecting husbands, fathers and boy-friends, aided by an abusing, male-favoring judicial system in this country, are casting women and children out of their snug, not-so-safe homes in record numbers these days, changing the face of the homeless.  The timeworn stubble-faced, dirty old wino has segued into the careworn, haggard mother trailing three or four tired, scared, hungry kids behind her as she searches frantically for enough payphone change, to find among the list of shelters in town, one that’ll take her supposedly non-nuclear family in out of the cold.


That standard any-street-corner’s shopping-cart-equipped, toothless hag of a bag lady suddenly turned into a host of mommies bravely lugging baby bottles and Pampers while wiping runny noses and teary faces and still trying to not let the little ones see how scared spitless they really are.  And other, young-to-old women too-alone to want to live.  While no one was looking, the homeless here in America, land of the free and easy, became our sisters, our moms, our daughters—and our grandkids.  In other words... us, ladies.  You and I.  Any of you out there who are thinking, “How sad!  I’m glad I’m not one of them,” had better wipe that smug expressions off your faces.  You could all too easily be next.


Too much “bought” on credit and with too little saved, too few of you can survive any of the disasters that put these homeless women on the street.  Too complacent in your tenuous, imaginary security, with no safety net to catch you, a single day can turn your life upside down, inside out and backwards.  With no warning at all, you too, could find yourself at the pay phone, pleading for someone—anyone—to give you a bed to sleep in and a little something to eat.  To give your babies, your toddlers, your not-yet-teen a safe place to stay for a while.  A place where you can cry it out and get some help to figure out how to go on living in world that suddenly turned on you.


Women’s and family shelters everywhere are staying full.  More and more often, they have to turn away women and children who have nowhere else to go.  Imagine saying, “No, you can’t stay here,” to a mother who hasn’t fed her brood a decent meal in weeks and hasn’t even got a car they can all sleep in.  It takes a heavy toll on those caring few who staff these places on the lowest-level salaries any professional social worker or multi-degreed psych major can imagine.  The nightmarish reality is that masses of our children are being “raised” in one over-crowded homeless shelter after another—just like one mother and her five, from 2-years-old to 11, that I saw crammed into a room with another mom and her three.  And it was their fourth shelter in as many states!  Daddy/hubby stayed in a nice private motel room, not in a free men’s shelter, ‘cause he didn’t like to have other people around (and couldn’t have the conjugal visits that would most likely soon produce a sixth!).


How can kids be “raised” under conditions that squash them down into the ground?  Schoolmates make fun of these “shelter kids” whose moms “must” all be “drunks and drug addicts”—else they wouldn’t be there would they?!  The mothers of these who taunt and torment the homeless ones aren’t really all that far from being in the same boat, if the truth were known, but none of them seem to realize how precarious their positions are until it’s too late. No wonder the family shelter business is booming.  


The “business” of caring for those who are unable to care for themselves has always been a maternal one.  From the beginning of time and this human race, women have cared for other women and all children.  In modern times, nurses, midwives, babysitters are, with few exceptions, female.  Just like whales and elephants.  In the women’s and family shelters (most, if not all, founded by women), those who run them, but for the few found at bureaucratic levels, are women.  Motherhood seems to have had little to do with it.  Sisterhood is more the key factor.


In our nation of unparalleled wealth and monstrous excess, that so many have so little—or nothing at all—is a tragedy.  That a few dedicated, considerate folks among us have so little to work with to help those less fortunate, while most have way too much, is an obscenity.  A tiny community in the poorest state of our well-fed fifty is an unlikely exception.  The Emmaus Center of Ellsworth, Maine has somehow involved the entire area in helping them feed, clothe and house comfortably, an ever-changing mix of homeless women, children and men.  Funeral and wedding leftovers, donut shops’ day-old stock, supermarkets’ too-old-to-sell, but still good enough to eat produce and bakery goods all flood into the place non-stop.  Furniture, clothing, household items—all you think you need to make you happy and comfortable, that none of the shelter’s residents have any more—pours in, in such quantity, that much of it gets passed on to Goodwill, to other shelters, even to anyone else in the community in need.  All it took was asking.   


With the lowest per capita income in America, those people share what little they have with ones who have even less.  Will that happen in more affluent regions?  Could it?  While seriously skeptical, I hope so.  One of the wealthiest parts of our country is about to be the guinea pig.  If Reno, Nevada’s multi-million-dollar casinos/hotels and all the adjunct businesses that support them don’t cough up what the shelter I now work in needs, what hope could there possibly be for anywhere else?  Maybe big bucks will be matched by even bigger hearts.  Project ReStart’s Family Center in Sparks, (next door to Reno) is one of those too-fast-growing homeless shelters that are now proliferating like mad all over the place from coast to coast, border to border.  At present (between working on this), I help them implement a donation request “blitz” I designed along the lines of what works so well in the Maine shelter, where I worked just prior to heading west.


If it works here, I may go on to another one in some other state and do the same thing.  I don’t work for money, just share what I have with those who need it.  After having given away all I once had, all I have left in this seventh decade of my life is what I can do.  Like the greatest female creatures on our globe, I simply help out my “sisters” doing what I do best.  Women and children of all races and ethnic/economic backgrounds are the largest, fastest-growing in-need group in this land, folks.  The ones who’ve fallen or been pushed beyond their ability to survive on their own into homelessness need what I can do, the most.  They need what you can do, the most!  I can only cook for 30 or 40 hungry tots, teens and too-tired moms and single women, keep a neat and clean kitchen for them and, what I do best of all, write appeals to all of you out there.  You can provide what might be the “you” of tomorrow or next week or next month with what she so desperately needs to keep her safe and healthy until she can take care of herself again.  You can lighten a kid’s load of shame and longing for a real home a mother can’t manage to make for them.  You, who are only one day, one disaster away from being in her shoes, can make hopeless lives worth living. 

What will be:


If we do not voluntarily go back to the way things were, to being a peaceful, shared community of women, with our males’ aggressiveness kept separate from our child-raising, maternally-run clusters, we may well find ourselves going down for the third time.  With no lifeboats for any of us.  Where, after all, will this race of supposed superior beings be, down the road, if its most important propagating part falls apart?  Dolly, the unisexually-cloned sheep, proved that sperm’s not needed to replicate our kind (but you do need a womb! ... a real one…artificial ones are the ultimate inhumanity).  That’s one of those things we women knew way back when (probably knew how to do naturally), but had the knowledge burned, beaten, drowned—murdered—out of us.  If the second gender of this species really wants to improve things, they’d be smart to study the history I proffer here.  Study it and learn from it.  


A network is already in place to facilitate the means to bring back this way of life.  It’s the very environment I’m in the middle of right now—these countless, ever-increasing, found-everywhere women’s and family shelters.  Places where women help women survive.  Where women help women to heal from the myriad producers of trauma to heart and mind and spirit.  Where women help women to love and protect and raise their children among others of all shapes and sizes and colors and from all levels of the society that cast them out. Where women help women to help themselves in a world where survival of the fattest wallet reigns.  Where women band together to live as women were meant to.  In peace and love, not war and hate and fear.


The place to start fixing all that’s wrong with our world is right here.  In the midst of all that’s sorrowful and where despair is the overriding emotion, hope for our human race is being born.  Out of hopelessness can come a workable, happy future for all of us.  Homeless?  Not really.  Women without homes are not without each other.  They are the future.  It can be bleak or it can be beautiful.  On what does the outcome depend?  On what our past has been, a community of women.  Let the majority rule again.  Women and children first is the only way to ensure that the human race can last.

Update:  This was written two years ago.  Having done what I could to start things off in Nevada, I next found myself applying what I’d added to the Maine paradigm there, to a women’s shelter in Santa Rosa, Calif.  A book or two couldn’t tell all I’ve seen in these places, but for now, just know that nothing’s gotten any better anywhere in the world of homeless women and children, despite an exception to the cruel rule here and there.   Too little is being done by too few.  Too many need too much that those who may be next let go to waste.  It’s too bad.  The old way worked, and can again.  But no one gets rich that way, do they?  

I now live alone and write alone, in France.  No, it’s not any better here, either.  French women and children are no better off than American ones.  Other places, it can only be much worse.  I’ve given up on trying to make humans see how inhumane they are.  Let the race die out...it would spare the rest of the universe what may well be a contagious, deadly disease.       


maia  



April 3, 2001  



Poitiers, France

2008 update:  In 2006, after five more  years of global gadding to wherever I was needed, and getting too old to keep schlepping all over the world, I gave up wandering and settled on the tiny, remote island of Tinian, in the middle of the farthest reaches of the northern Pacific.  It seems I was needed here and here I’ll stay to the end of my days, unless “called” elsewhere.  See why in introductory letter and info in “Learning to Walk”…

Natural Gifts


Gentle is woman’s nature, 



for the babe at her breast 



and all the rest of her kind 



mind best when caressed... 



the quiet word better heard




than with anger addressed.  




Peaceful is woman’s nature,




war not healthy for her young,    




and lullabies sung, better...




fetter none hung with chains




that battle hymns rattle




as death alone gains.







Loving is woman’s nature,







core of her very being







and in her heart & her soul







whole, no part un-giving...







undemanding, understanding,







by nature forgiving.
The Uninvolved:  Women Who’ve Lost Their Ancient Ways

They talk of

cute, inconsequential

things...

scenes television

brings

to fill their

silly,

unessential lives.


They trade bits


of fluff...substantial


stuff, 


they’re trying to


ignore...


dying people


everywhere


scare their kind


blind.

They do good

in doses...self-prescribed

drugs...

avoiding hands-on

hugs

and kisses

no one misses

more than they.


But...


long ago,


in bygone days,


it was their 


ways that


held the lives


of all

in hand


and, 


with our mother source

above...


ruled with love.

Instead of what we can be, what follows shows what most women still allow themselves to be today…

puffy puckers ‘n siliconed suckers (semi-x-rated)

a ‘fat lip’ once meant a punch in the kisser

now, it’s performed by an artificer

of the very most costly Bev Hills kind

on sexpots less bee-stung-designed

all poochy-pouty, these gals are now equipped

to smooch to death guys with abs well-ripped

whose oral needs clearly weren’t filled

by mommies who were over-pilled

it’s hard to watch such distended gills trying

to form a smile or blow kisses, bye-byeing

deformed by botox to painful proportions

by docs doing aesthetic abortions

and, speaking of those ama nabobs

what about all the lucrative boob jobs

that make some chests look like shipwreck survivors’

in lifejackets...or wet-nurse-strivers

all for the sake of so-called he-men who hope

to cop cosmic-class feels, win a mouthful, ‘n grope

around for what they missed as babes-in-arms

when bottles subbed for mama’s charms

reality’s been skewed by all of that silicone

stuffed in here, in there way-over-blown   

makes me wonder what implants are next in store 

Dow’s up?...buy me a thousand shares more! 
S.E.X.-Rated!

Sperm & eggs

+

x-tasy

go together so eagerly,

so easily sparked 

if lover’s lane-parked…

right-churchily wedded, 

or adult’rously-bedded,

when yang meets yin

as a right or a sin,

that’s when my viewing woes begin!

Seeds & earth

= 

X + Y

that, desperate to merge, will cheat and lie

just to connect…

made out and necked

and amply seduced,

passion is loosed

and the deed is done

“in love” or “for fun”

right in front of everyone! 

Sounds & eyes

+

x-cited minds

equal “love” that’s just lust that blinds,

and we must watch

some guy’s grinding crotch

or a gal’s bobbing head

while their clothing is shed…

cameras catching all

as each pair has a ball

is guaranteed to make my skin crawl!

 (“Quick, Henry…the remote!”) 

Madison Ave. Gold (= sex sells!)

cheeky butts
tits rotund
underwear
barely there
leers
& come-hither
eyes
sighing lips
parted
wet & ready
for heady use
loose lasses
& hot studs
posed lewdly
crudely
bent
on sex
twined torsos
legs akimbo
glassy stare
a bold dare
tears
& do-me-now
pout
outright lust
disguised
as teen-aged
clean fun
none can miss
& ripe fruit
picked early
surly
steeped
in sex
signs 
the checks!
Banzai!

What if the men have had it right all along?  Sort of.  In that a 2-gendered human race must have one sex subordinate to the other in order to work and such a subordinate factor was even built into our genetic makeup?  What if perfect equality would have simply kicked the whole human process into neutral?  Considering the many eloquent arguments presented by men of science and religion and all those fine philosophical ponderings, they have made a strong case for a "natural law of subordination" with half submitting to "subjection" just as the Bible and the boys' other rulebooks direct.


All the laws of physics we've conjured up and proven to our “superior” beings' intellectual content seem to indicate that all goings-on in the cosmos—including li'l ol' us—hang on conflict ‘twixt unlike forces.  Like protons and electrons.  Centrifugal and centripetal force.  Magnetic attraction and repulsion.  On and on, ad infinitum.  And only when one of the pair acts more on the other than vice versa, does anything happen!  So-oo...taking that rather vital principle on down to the basic structure of humankind, you can see where one of us kinda has to be the acter, the other the actee.

Now, lots of physical evidence from times way long gone by—that gets regularly overlooked and/or re-buried—shows without a tiniest doubt, women used to be in charge, just like men have been for so long now, we all forgot.  If the fields of religion, science and philosophy weren't so male-bound, it would be easy to prove a case for women's actual and original superiority over men and for the necessity of returning to such a workable system.  Even so, just a cursory look at our history since men took over is proof enough of something Sigmund Freud once observed (reversed).  "There must be inequality," he remarked, in a conversation on the subject of relations between the sexes and, since this inequality must prevail, "superiority of the (woman) is the lesser of two evils."  Freud, a legendary woman-hater at heart, of course said, "man" where I inserted the opposite.  From what man has wrought in our world, isn't it an inescapable conclusion that womankind can't possibly be any greater an evil than that originator of war, rape, and suicidal destruction of one's own habitat, mankind?


To those who'd say that to have to make a choice is just being put between the devil and the deep, blue sea, I suggest considering the fact you can't deal with the devil, but you can learn to swim!  The sea is our mother, many believe.  Unarguably, we're all born from that nurturing mini-sea, a mother's water-filled womb.  And simple common sense validates the premise that either man or woman must be in charge, since anarchy doesn't work on any scale and no mechanism works when every part is equal.  The only question left is...which?  The answer is clear enough.  It's only our vision that's blurred.  The blind can stumble and fall, hurting themselves and all they pull down as they go.  It's high time we open our eyes, blink away the fog we've only pretended is there for countless ages, and see where we're going to end up any minute now.


To tell the truth, it's beyond all reason to believe humanity is even capable of doing an about face at all, much less quickly enough to save us from a doom we probably wouldn't be facing, but for the original 180 men pulled on us.  They've ruled us by brutality, intimidation and coercion for far too long.  And those with that kind of non-nurturing power over others don't give up their ill-gotten gains voluntarily.  Not even on the threat of death.  They'll just let death come claim us all—and die with their boots on!  Kamikaze pilots to the bitter end, our big, strong, dominant males will all dive to their blazing finish for the glory of their emperor-god.  


They are their emperor and their own god.  They made themselves in His image and made up the proof that He made them in His.  A stacked, marked deck like that can't be beat.  To give up their supposedly superior status would be worse than suicide.  Rather than give up that shield emblazoned with a coat of arms glorifying man rampant on a field of subservient females, they'll go out still heroes to themselves, if not to us damsels they've distressed.  Trouble is they're going to take the rest of us out with ‘em.  And the horse we rode in on will be f——d, too!


The only good news is our old mother earth's tougher than all these so-called tough guys put together.  She'll just let ‘em self-destruct—help them get it over with in fact—then when the dust settles...!  One thing's for sure—if any of us are left, meant to start over again, the real tough guys won't be guys.  You can't start life by killing things like they would/have.  You grow/make life—not erase it—in the ground and in your body.  You clean up the spoiled brats' mess, put 'em in a corner where they can't do any more harm and go back to being what you were made.  But this time, you watch out for the warning signs.  And the first time two guys get together, tie rags ‘round their heads and start acting tough...mama spank!  G.I. Joe's out.  Barbie and Ken are out.  If we get a "next time" our battle cry'll be "We're back!"  To stay.  Our rules, guys.

Gender Render

Don’t cry, my sisters,

let dry those tears...

for what the “misters”

kept from our ears 

all these years

is proof of a truth

they now can’t deny...

their whole life’s been 

a lie.

You and I had nothing to fear


but man’s dark and drear soul.  


We were whole.
They’ll cry soon, sisters,

when by our words,

we show those twisters

we’re free as birds, 

not their “herds”

of dates and playmates

to use and abuse

when we no longer 

amuse.


You and I’ve no reason for tears.


They’re far in arrears and... it’s our hand!
Learning to Walk
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Imbalance of Power

GOOD vs EVIL:  were they to be placed on a balance scale, sampled from various times in human history, there's no doubt in my mind which would not only tip, but topple the scale every time.  First, though, there'd have to be an honest, eyes-full-open sifting of the material—a little bit good is as impossible a thing to be as a little bit pregnant.  There ain't no such thing, folks!


Many events and behaviors most may consider "good" leading to bad results—intended or not—really only qualify for the other side of the scale.  Such as, the good of nuclear medicine resulting from splitting atoms by perhaps well-meaning scientists, pales before the scientific advance's many, many more victims than there will ever be recovered cancer patients.  And good-doing missionaries' introduction of measles, smallpox, VD and "sin" to happy, peaceful, loving, native peoples surely outweighs physically, any supposed "spiritual" good done by force-feeding their one-god belief to those they deprived of their own multiple gods.


Speaking of gods, going all the way back to square one, who can honestly deny that every religion in the world today, plus all those we find traces of from the past, fostered and/or committed more death, torture, subjugation, warfare, other suffering and destruction than they provided peaceful, happy life for their adherents?  I submit that any act, event, or behavior having caused harm or suffering to a fellow animal and/or serious damage to our planet home can NOT be considered "good" irrespective of any amount of "good" that may be claimed to have otherwise resulted.  And as far as any clouds' silver lining goes, "bad" acts', events'  or behaviors' good side effects can't excuse them over to the scales' good side either, since, like good and pregnant, bad has no half-life.  It just is...or it ain't! 


Apologists greedily wanting things both ways, splutter that one has to consider their phantom concept, "the greater good" as a excuse for dealing with the devil while keeping consciences squeaky-clean.  UNspoken, is the pact's seamy side, accepting a "lesser evil."  Before they make excuses for anything or anybody, they should ask...  

...Chernobyl victims how they feel about the greater good of nuclear power plants & if they're content 

to be part of that lesser evil for the sake of the more fortunate majority;


...or a Nagasaki victim if nuclear scans in today's hospitals is an acceptable "good" worth their own 50-

years-ago experience and the quality of life they had to endure since;


...or ask a Moslem mother who lost a husband and two sons to Christian Serbs' hatred, whether the 


love of any "good" god is worth the price she & her loved ones paid.


Nope.  No degrees, no excuses and no quibbling!  The slightest taint of any "bad" renders the greatest "good" invalid, just as one bad apple can ruin a bushelful, one wrong idea can bring down an entire civilization.  In the final analysis, being brutally honest about it, humanity's good vs. evil index ends up being as lop-sided as a 3-legged mountain goat goin' wrong way 'round the mountain.

Good's a real featherweight compared to evil (always was), but the human animal, with his superior brainpower, has developed the ability magicians, sorcerers and alchemists have sought since time began—we can turn lead into gold!  That worth-little heavyweight, EVIL, gets zapped into a downy-light version of good-as-gold GOOD, any time mankind needs to feel good about doing something bad.


Go on and prove me wrong, or...admit I'm right.  Just make a list of things you consider good.   Next, check your entries to make sure they truly match the parameters and definitions you'll find a few paragraphs back, take out the ones you had in the wrong place, and then see what's left.  Here's how...

good stuff:  

the wheel (oops!  war chariots, torture rack, car crashes, etc.)


painkillers (double oops! drug users, OD's, crime, etc.)


"Love thy neighbor" (hmm-m! Adolph H? Idi A? Manson? McVeigh?)


education (should be OK, but what's it led to? greed, war, Chernobyl, et al.)


sports (yeah? steroids, druggy stars, deaths, 12$mil deals, gambling)

music (military marches leading kids to death, drug 'n crime-insciting rap)

See what I mean?  Ancient Egyptians believed their gods weighed one's soul after death against a feather, and if heavier (presumably with sin), you were denied entrance to heaven.  If true, heaven's most likely a very lonely place indeed.  The scales don't lie.  Good is in short supply and evil abounds.  Face it kids, we're lots naughtier than nice!  Which leads me to wonder who/what really made us.  If there's a good creator and an evil one, I won't make book on whose we are—it's a sucker bet.  Any suckers in the house?

Don't blame me for popping your balloon.  Who filled it with hot air in the first place?  You each blew up your own pretty bubble with that stuff you were fed and then gobbled up all by your greedy, hungry, insecure little selves since being weaned.  So, when it can't hold air—or water—anymore, don't come running to me, crying over "losing your faith."  Maybe you shouldn't have put it into such a fragile container.  Good and evil are obvious.  Nothing subtle there at all.  Not till we dude 'em up with all kinds of camouflage to allow us to kid ourselves about which is which.  And when I come too close with a sharp piece of truth, don't be surprised at what happens.  Be glad.  Maybe there's some hope for you, after all.  Meanwhile, "I'm for-ev-er pop-ping bub-bles..."

The Game of Life

Here's an exercise that'll stir up some spirited discussion, if not an outright battle to the death—try playing a game of chess as if all the pieces were life-based, not war-based. For example:

queen = mother (good/god/goddess?)


king = father (evil/Satan?)


bishops = elders (political leaders/sibyls/shamans/witchdoctors?)


knights = oxen/horse/camel/elephant (cops/angels?)


rooks = home (heaven?)


pawns = children (slaves/us...human race?)


Some mythologies have the deity/ies creating a world as a kind of chess game or amusement.  A sort of cosmic doodling.  But it could just as well have been an artistic practice piece; a student's art exercise or test; a master artist's chef d'oeuvre; a contest entry, winner-take-all; good & evil competing to see whose designs last longest; or both drawing on the same canvas in an creative version of tic, tac, toe.


Consider this—must all of life be a food chain of one eating another?   Or is that just the way the players set up the rules of their game?  Maybe we take ourselves and our existence too seriously.  We could be merely someone's actual pawns.  And as far as power goes, King or Queen—which is the most powerful piece on the chess board?   Which piece's supremacy/capture decides the game?  If you lose your king is the game over?  If you lose your queen?  Despite the current names of the pieces, I submit that chess isn't about war strategy.  Not the killing/bloody battle type of war.  Never was.  It's a war of strategy only, establishing not conquest, but supremacy of winner's intellect over loser's.  I believe it replicates the eternal battle to maintain life in the face of death!  Try a game with the pieces renamed as I suggest in the opening paragraph and see what I mean.


I'd love to know how chess was played originally.  Whether pieces were once not warfare-based.  If so, when were they changed?  And by whom?  Consider how each side has:


1 woman (female cosmic force?) /queen 

 
1 man (male cosmic force?) /king 


2 government/religion (authority?)/bishops


2 protectors/guardians (angels?)/knights


2 homes/property (cosmos?)/rooks


several children (humans?)/pawns


The number of pieces as well as the suggested life status seems to replicate how we live (or perhaps, more accurately, how we once lived) don't they?  How would the game play if the pieces are symbols as I theorize?  Our children have always been pawns in man's games of power, haven't they!?  But they're the building blocks of our future, to their mothers.  In women-taught games, one can only hurt oneself accidentally.  In man-taught ones, each hurts the other—is taught how to—on purpose!  Just to win. 


While ancient women played games with each other and their children for amusement, men played games/"sports" to win.  To beat their opponents.  Women may have taken pleasure in "besting" their game partners, but could accept defeat in an opponent-participating game—still enjoy the playing of it.  Men made winning or losing personal challenges.  Made each game a war.  Not just for fun.  Women teach their kids dancing, drawing, catch, hide and seek, hop-scotch, jump rope, jacks—games rarely having "winners" and many that can be solitary.  Things to play just for fun and skill. Men make "playing" into competing.  They teach their kids to "play" football, soccer, baseball, basketball, boxing, tennis, golf (the only one that can be solitary, and rarely is!)—all having to have winners and scores.  Battle!  Any real "game" can easily be followed immediately by as many others as the players wish to play.  NOT so easily with a war.  War's devastation is total or near total and can't be restored merely by clearing the board and resetting the pieces.  Or by clearing the field and bringing on a fresh team or pair of combatants!  


Man, of course, has ignored the difficulties, gone on to repeat his wars anyway.  And our children play at all the surrogate versions of it.  Today's computer, video, and virtual reality "games" are simply real-blood-less battles where you can clear the dead from the field with the click of a button.  Child's play???  Sure.  As long as women continue to let their kids' daddies teach 'em how!
From Eve’s Rib to Adam’s Tit

Incontrovertible, biological proof that man came from woman and not, as the Bible would have one believe, the other way around, is that all men have vestigial breasts (nipples), while women have no such male parts.  (No, Sigmund...the clit is NOT an underdeveloped penis!)  And, what’s more, every male begins life embryonically—and up to a fairly advanced stage of fetal development—as a female!  Just take a look at those in-utero photos of little kiddles-to-be taken early on in gestation, and you’ll see the genital area of both future girls and future boys are exactly the same.  FEMALE—shaped.  No bats and balls in sight!  No clue as to which will be the pokers and which the pokees.


Believe it or not, the family jewels don’t show up till eyes and ears, nose, toes, fingers, even nails are well-formed.  Adam’s rib, huh!?  Sure.  No chance.  Another and equally impossible-to-ignore proof of man’s secondary status vis a vis woman are the oh, so very visible (eventually) appendages themselves.  Exposed to all dangers, easily damaged accidentally or on purpose, these, the male’s only working parts that used to (Sorry, not since cloning!) justify his gender’s existence at all, can hardly be regarded as valuable, having been tacked on rather late and in so careless a fashion, can they?


Then, there’s that small matter of a missing bit of chromosome.  XX for the gals and XY for guys, the Y, of course, is missing one fourth of its female counterpart.  That makes all gals, all-gal and all guys, half-gal and only half-guy.  Taking this to an elemental level (the Chart of Elements, that is) one could point out that the word “male” is merely the word “female” minus “fe” (the universal symbol for “iron”).  So, it can be said that the male = the female without iron (a synonym for strength).  Or, as they used to say in the old gangster flicks, “a weak sister”!  I rest my case.

A Day in the Cosmic Lab:  Genesis Revisited
Natural, or

self-engendered accident?

Or, planning gone awry

as our makers

grew too careless

or cared less about

what they made...

forsaking any

moral meaning to

the task,

basking in the glow

of their own glory

as creators...

a slip?

Tripped up by feigned

ignorance of

nature’s laws?

Incompetent

amateurs,

or bored

practitioners’

routines come 

undone

by attention’s lapse?

Perhaps a bit of all,

their call?

“Scrub it!

Dump the lot.

They’re too ‘hot’

to let any escape...

these humans who rape 

and kill

and lie.”

 “Hey!  Next time, let’s try...”
Back To The Drawing Board

What next?

Some one-sexed 

creature, I feature,

since

the 2-gendered kind—
not too tender

behind a facade

like Marat and de Sade—
didn’t work.

A quirk

of their breeding,

needing to have

one of each

to mate,

propagating

became 

the whole game—
and this earth’s 

not been the same

since.

I wince at what

might’ve been

(the cosmos done in!)

if we’d let them

go on one more year.

Here we’re

at square one,

done with humans,

back wracking our brains

to come up with a plan

for a man-less

type—
one that won’t 

wipe out

all their others.
Mothers!

That’s all it’ll take.

Make ‘em all girls—
all curls

and smiles

and no more

war.

None of that killing

filling our ears,

just a one-sexed

being,

I’m seeing

next.

Why not?

Look what we got

last time—
crime and destruction,

production of 

nothing but greed.

We need a new model

to rule...
who’ll mind 

if it’s only

a one-gendered kind?

Our Heavely Boss,

who’s suffered

such loss in the past—
still undone from

the last one—
is sure

to approve

the move.

Let’s try it-

She’ll buy it!
on hearts...and lower parts!

lust

is just

a must

to come,

that some

sum

up as greed…

the need

to breed

love, 

that shove

of

lusty,

robusty

‘combust’ we

feel?

not real,

Camille!

sex

will perplex

and vex,

leading

to a pleading,

bleeding

heart…

our most unsmart

part

amor,

the core

of lore,

the frantic,

romantic

antic

we sell?
the brain's death knell,
a bagatelle!

desire

can fire

entire

wars,

scores

of troubadours’

airs

for pairs

of devil-may-cares
passion 

will fashion

a brash ‘n

bold

stranglehold,

blindfold

you

to

what’s true…

falling in love’s just

falling in lust,

stardust-thrust!
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Simple as A Bee...Cee?
Bees are a sacred part of our connection to mother earth.

They share their honey with us and it makes us healthy, cures infections, heals burns or wounds, soothes 
inflamed throats, stops coughs...and tastes simply delicious, while providing our most basic dietary 
needs.
They pollinate plants providing food, shade, health, shelter, beauty.

They give us wax with which we can light our way in the dark.

They live and work together peacefully, each with a useful place in 
their community and content with that 
role—be it worker, nurse, honey-gatherer, hive-builder or queen—none aspire to others’ status nor 
seek to outdo each other.

They don’t hurt any who do not seek to do them harm.

They make lovely summer music with the rest of our natural orchestra—birdsong, breeze, rustling leaves, 
cicadas and all the rest you can hear if you only listen.

Bees are content to simply live, & have developed a society that works—one in which there are no rapists, child abusers, thieves or murderers among them.  When threatened, all act together to protect any. They are loyal to each other and to their community, not owning each other or any piece of their habitat—all shared as needed.

Although most bees are male or neuter, their society is wholly matriarchal, wax and honey come from their nursery, and their leader is a mother.
Need I say more?



How to “Get” Things

Don’t ask for anything specific; ask only to be useful to GOOD in the world/universe.  When you do that, and are really sincere, all you need to be useful will be provided. Food, shelter, all that’s necessary to do what you’re meant to will just come to you.

Don’t expect anything to come from what you do; give open-handedly, expecting nothing.  When you give freely of your talents and things you’ve been blessed with, you do GOOD.  Anyone who does this willingly, helps to neutralize EVIL and will always be protected.

Don’t want what you think you should have; want only to have what you need to do GOOD.  When you give up personal desires and possessiveness, whatever you have is a blessing.  Considering everything as just “on loan” frees you from all fear of loss or neediness.  

Don’t look for happiness in stuff or other people; happiness can only grow inside you.  When you live life not just for yourself, but for GOOD in the world/universe, it works.  Working for worthwhile things, you’ll know true happiness, not greed/need-fulfillment.

Don’t whine, moan and groan over “bad luck”; see things that happen as clues to follow.  When you pay attention to all that takes place around and to you, you learn what to do.  Signs and messages are there to guide you, all you need do is to let yourself see them.

Don’t expect/need others to understand you; it’s only necessary that you do yourself.  When you’re honest with yourself, learn what you were, are & can be, you need no one.   Alone is never lonely, if you recognize your purpose in life & commit yourself to it.

Next... I had a dream one night.  I was asking what I should do with it, having been told I could have a “shop” of my own, thanks to some sort of divorce settlement (yet another one!?).  Different stuff I’d enjoy selling sort of fluttered ‘round in my head till I came into a huge, homey kitchen and met a motherly type who somehow made me “know” what to do.  I woke up with the whole thing conceived, planned & practically operational.  

What follows, “How Women Can Change the World (One-by-One),” came from the dream that couldn’t have been just a dream.  The awful part is that I know it would work.  I could change the world this way!  But where do I find even one woman with guts enough, committed to GOOD enough, to join me in doing it?  I came to think it was impossible to ever do anything significant to better humanity, knowing that women had the potential, but also knowing they’d not have any way to develop it.  This plan can create the way to do it, while building the global connection necessary to make it work.  That’s the long-range aspect.  The short-range, can-do-to-start picture is at least providing immediate help for women and kids in urgent need.

Any chance you’d be draft material for a “sisters’ army”?  You’d have be almost as much of a nut as I am, on the subject of GOOD ‘n EVIL and cosmic sisterhood, et al., to be willing to help launch a one-gendered campaign like this... maybe you are?  If it’s not up your alley, maybe you know someone else who’d be interested?  Let me know, OK?  You can contact me [maïa] at: maia3maia@hotmail.com 
How Women Can Change the World (One-by-One)

We who care about our fellow beings can take over the world.

We must take over the world, if it’s to be a good place for all to live.

If you want to badly enough, we can…
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stop all wars;



stop slave labor;



stop genocide;



stop the rape of women and children;



stop sexual slavery;



stop physical/mental abuse of children;



stop physical/mental abuse of women;



stop the domination of women everywhere;



stop drug and alcohol use;



do away with pornography;



protect all life;



save/repair our planet home.


If just one property owner in each community would donate just one fixer-upper building/house, everyone in need will have a My Sisters’ Keeper center to go to [See MSK plan].

If just one contractor (or contractor’s spouse) in each community would donate the time to plan the work needed and get one building supplier to donate the materials and if just one plumber, electrician and carpenter would each give one day a month to supervise work, each My Sister’s Keeper center will be fixed up by those who’ll use it.

If just one law student, law clerk, paralegal and attorney in each community would give one day a month to the center and if just one judge would get one well-endowed law school to donate just one set of law books, everyone would get legal help/advice when it’s needed.

If just one restaurant owner in each community would donate leftover food just one day a week and if just one grocery store owner/manager would donate out-of-date baked/canned/packaged goods and produce just one day a week and if just one truck/van owner would donate just one day a week to pick up and deliver it, every hungry old person, woman and child will have a healthy diet.

If just one doctor, surgeon, nurse, chiropractor, holistic healer, psychologist and counselor in each community would each give just one day a month, everyone in mental or physical pain will be treated.

If just one grandmotherly lady in each neighborhood would give just one day a week (divided into do-able parts) and if just one stay-at-home mom with kids in school and just one teenager from each neighborhood would give just one day a week, no mother will ever have to leave her children alone, in order to make a living for her family.

If just one group of “sisters” in each community would put together and run just one “My Sisters’ Keeper” center, no old person, woman or child will ever be alone, in need or unloved,

because...

If just one would be started, every community on earth can learn how to do it... 

and...

when we all work together, this world will be changed...

and... 

men driven by greed and hunger for power will no longer rule—EVIL will no longer prevail (on earth).

If just one person in just one community anywhere would join me, we will begin to repair our world...

and...

our sister beings throughout the universe (if there be any others) will learn it can be done…

and…

peace and love can be spread throughout the universe, instead of fear and destruction.   

Note: there are 63 women billionaires in the world ( http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/List_of_female_billionaires) …now, if just one……….
List of women billionaires

From Wikipedia, the free encyclopedia

This list of female billionaires is based on an annual ranking of the world's wealthiest people compiled and published by Forbes magazine in March 2007, based on the closing stock prices and exchange rates on 9 February 2007. The list includes only females and their associated families.

Name

Wealth

Nationality

$ Source
	
	Liliane Bettencourt 
	US$20.7 billion 
	France
	L’Oréal

	
	Alice Walton
	US$16.6 billion 
	 United States
	Wal-Mart

	
	Anne Cox Chambers
	US$14.6 billion 
	 United States
	Cox Enterprises

	
	Jacqueline Mars
	US$14.5 billion 
	 United States
	Mars, Incorporated

	
	Abigail Johnson
	US$13.0 billion 
	 United States
	Fidelity Investments


	
	Birgit Rausing and family
	US$11.0 billion 
	 Sweden/ Switzerland
	Tetra Laval

	
	Susanne Klatten
	US$9.6 billion 
	 Germany
	Altana

	
	Maria-Elisabeth Schaeffler and her son Georg
	US$8.7 billion 
	 Germany
	Schaeffler Group

	
	Charlene de Carvalho-Heineken
	US$7.2 billion 
	 Netherlands
	Heineken

	
	Johanna Quandt
	US$6.7 billion 
	 Germany
	BMW

	
	Antonia Johnson
	US$6.6 billion 
	 Sweden
	A. Johnson & Co.

	
	Esther Koplowitz
	US$5.6 billion 
	 Spain
	Fomento de Construcciones y Contratas

	
	Madeleine Schickedanz
	US$5.5 billion 
	 Germany
	Quelle Versand

	
	Alicia Koplowitz
	US$5.0 billion 
	 Spain
	Investments

	
	Shari Arison
	US$4.3 billion 
	 Israel
	Carnival Corporation

	
	Nina Wang
	US$4.2 billion 
	 Hong Kong
	Real Estate Investments

	
	Joan Tisch
	US$3.7 billion 
	 United States
	Loews Corporation

	
	Heidi Horten
	US$3.4 billion 
	 Austria
	Department Store Chain

	
	Rosalia Mera
	US$3.4 billion 
	 Spain
	Inditex

	
	Elena Baturina
	US$3.1 billion 
	 Russia
	Inteko


	
	Martha Ingram
	US$2.9 billion 
	 United States
	Ingram Industries

	
	Barbara Piasecka Johnson and family
	US$2.8 billion 
	 United States
	Johnson & Johnson

	
	Giuliana Benetton
	US$2.8 billion 
	 Italy
	Benetton

	
	Ann Walton Kroenke
	US$2.7 billion 
	 United States
	Wal-Mart

	
	Leona Mindy Rosenthal Helmsley
	US$2.5 billion 
	 United States
	Real Estate

	
	Ronda Stryker
	US$2.5 billion 
	 United States
	Stryker Corp

	
	Mary Alice Dorrance Malone
	US$2.3 billion 
	 United States
	Campbell Preserve Company

	
	Dinara Kulibaeva
	US$2.1 billion 
	 Kazakhstan
	Halyk

	
	Penny Pritzker
	US$2.1 billion 
	 United States
	Hyatt & Marmon

	
	Wilma Tisch
	US$2.1 billion 
	 United States
	Loews Corporation

	
	Barbara Carlson Gage
	US$2.0 billion 
	 United States
	Carlson Cos

	
	Karen Pritzker
	US$2.0 billion 
	 United States
	Hyatt

	
	Liselott Persson
	US$2.0 billion 
	 Sweden
	Hennes & Mauritz Mauritz

	
	Leonore Annenberg
	US$2.0 billion 
	 United States
	Inheritance

	
	Linda Pritzker
	US$2.0 billion 
	 United States
	Hyatt

	
	Margaret Magerko
	US$2.0 billion 
	 
United States
	Retail

	
	María Asunción Aramburuzabala and family
	US$2.0 billion 
	 Mexico
	Grupo Modelo

	
	Marilyn Carlson Nelson
	US$2.0 billion 
	 United States
	Carlson Cos

	
	Sylvia Ströher
	US$1.9 billion 
	 Germany
	Inheritance

	
	Dorothéa Steinbruch
	US$1.8 billion 
	 Brazil
	Companhia Siderúrgica Nacional

	
	Helen Johnson-Leipold
	US$1.6 billion 
	 United States
	S. C. Johnson & Son

	
	Imogene Powers Johnson
	US$1.6 billion 
	 United States
	S. C. Johnson & Son

	
	Nancy Lerner
	US$1.6 billion 
	 United States
	Inheritance

	
	Norma Lerner
	US$1.6 billion 
	 United States
	Inheritance

	
	Phyllis Taylor
	US$1.6 billion 
	 United States
	Taylor Energy

	
	Winnie Johnson-Marquart
	US$1.6 billion 
	 United States
	S. C. Johnson & Son

	
	Oprah Winfrey
	US$1.5 billion 
	 United States
	Harpo Productions

	
	Marguerite Harbert
	US$1.4 billion 
	 United States
	Inheritance

	
	Anneliese Brost
	US$1.3 billion 
	 Germany
	Newspaper Empire

	
	Anne Windfohr Marion
	US$1.3 billion 
	 United States
	Inheritance

	
	Charlotte Colket Weber
	US$1.3 billion 
	 
United States
	Campbell Preserve Company

	
	Chu Lam Yiu
	US$1.3 billion 
	 China
	Huabao International Holdings

	
	Hope Hill Van Beuren
	US$1.3 billion 
	 United States
	Campbell Preserve Company

	
	Margaret Whitman
	US$1.3 billion 
	 United States
	Ebay

	
	Suna Kirac
	US$1.2 billion 
	 Turkey
	Koc Group

	
	Dorrance Hamilton
	US$1.1 billion 
	 United States
	Campbell Preserve Company

	
	Mary West
	US$1.1 billion 
	 United States
	West Corp

	
	JK Rowling
	US$1.0 billion 
	 United Kingdom
	Harry Potter Books and Movies

	
	Lily Safra
	US$1.0 billion 
	 Monaco
	Inheritance

	
	Mary Anselmo
	US$1.0 billion 
	 United States
	PanAmSat

	
	Weili Dai
	US$1.0 billion 
	 United States
	Marvell Semiconductor

	
	Ada J Powhida
	US$1.0 billion 
	 United States
	Inheritance

	
	Nancy N. Lewis
	US$1.0 billion 
	 United States
	Inheritance
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What is it?

The Matera Community is a uniting of women in all parts of our world, for the purpose of healing its ills and making it a place of peace, where all of our children can survive and thrive, and our planet home can be preserved and nurtured as it must be, to benefit all who share its beauty and bounty.

What can women do?

The question should be: What can’t we!?  First and foremost, all women have inherent powers that have lain dormant for so many millennia of man’s dominance, that most don’t even know they have them.  Using what remained of those powers openly in earlier times, was a death sentence, as envious men seeing their control threatened, branded natural women ‘witches’ and tortured, then burned or drowned them out of existence.  It was only a sense of preservation that saw our foremothers neglect to use those skills and not teach their daughters they even existed in them.  But, what is in our genetic makeup cannot be lost, it can only be forgotten.

How can we ‘remember’ what we once could do?    

By coming together in local community groups, we can not only share how to use what small powers we still have, but can also regain the full extent of our natural abilities, by studying the history of our gender’s exploits and then using what we can do now, to find out how to do what our sisters did then.  Which was, literally, move mountains!

The sanctuaries on the islands of Malta, in the Mediterranean, are proof of this.  Built by women for women’s use, the 6,000+-year-old ‘community centers’ that dot the islands were constructed of huge blocks of stone that had to be quarried, transported a great distance and raised, then fitted with incredible precision…in a period when no mechanical devices existed!  Local legend tells of an Amazonian woman who carried the stones and set them in place.  Near-identical sanctuaries’ remains in Turkey were also women-built and used in a society that was also women-run.  In neither location were any weapons or male idols found from that time, though later layers abound with them.  When women no longer were in charge, violence, killing, and war became the norm and men were made gods.

When we remember what our kind are capable of, and begin again to use our powers to direct how we and our children will live, we can at least establish some places on this earth where peace and loving care of each other can be the custom, and violence the rare exception.  With time and enough of us working together, we may even be able to transform our entire world.  If we don’t begin, the only certainty is that nothing will change and all the suffering, death and destruction we now see in the world will continue to be the hallmark of the human race.      

What can you do?

See the attached “How Women Can Save the World” plan and start by finding other women who want to make life better not only in their own backyard, but for all women and children everywhere.  Then, contact me for more information on how you can help each other regain your powers, to enable you all to make those changes. 

(* Websites are being designed & only in need of sponsors, to be operational hopefully sometime in 2008)
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Concepcion Mangloña, Exec. Dir.
What is The Matera Community?

Founded by maïa in 2006, The Matera Community is the umbrella organization under which projects in operation and being planned for on Tinian are managed.  Thanks to the generosity and dedication of Executive Director, Connie Manglona and benefactor Edward Villagomez, these projects have current and future homes and maïa has been able to remain on Tinian, to found and move them forward.  It is a concept that celebrates the ability of women everywhere, to come together for the good of all.  With the help of many of Tinian’s  men, women—and children—we are beginning to see them become a reality, benefiting the lives of all on our island. 
Current & Proposed TMC Projects
Helping-

 Books &  Donation Center 
Provides free books, clothes, shoes, school supplies, and all sorts of household items, for anyone in-need.  All who come to the Center can have whatever they need, regardless of circumstances.  No registration is required, no list of names is kept, no questions are asked.    

The Center was started as a free books program, with books donated by aspiring writers around the world that maïa helps by email [also for free].  Shortly after she arrived on Tinian and found there is no place to buy books on the island, she added an appeal for books to her emails and the donations came pouring in, including a pallet of 39 cartons from Cummins Co. employees in Australia.   A writer and lifelong book-lover, maïa’s aim was to see all on Tinian owning their own books and for children to grow up with books in their home. 

A year later, Cummins sent 2 pallets, including clothing and toys--and the Helping-Hands Books & Donation Center was born.  Now, the Center is largely self-sustaining, with even those most in need bringing in what they don’t use, to give to those who need it.  At the request of folks there, a “sister” Center will be opened on Rota in the near future, with donations from Tinian’s Center to get them started, thanks to the donation of a building by a generous local property owner. 



 “My Sisters’ Keeper” ~ Sheltering Abused Women & Children


MMMy
Will provide housing and family-style care for abused women and their children, for six-week stays, in a home-like environment where a live-in house mother will be available for intakes 24/7.  Up to 8 women [with or without children] will help maintain the facility, while being helped toward a new start and a safer life, via weekly visits by volunteers from the legal, medical, law enforcement, counseling and social services fields.  The land and a building shell were donated by Connie Manglona, and others have offered their services for the design, construction supervision and labor.  Donations of building materials and funding are currently being sought.  


The P.A.X.  Center, Tinian
         (Peace Activists X-change)
Our vision is for a Conference Center and Global Peace Village, where activists from all over the planet can gather, set up branches of their organizations, and convene a ‘think tank’ of the best minds and hearts our species  has produced, who can plan ways for us to curb the aggressive tendencies of our race.

Land has been donated for the site, atop Suicide Cliffs, by Connie Manglona, and support for the Center has been virtually unanimous among peace activist groups worldwide.  Having such a prestigious and much wanted ‘United Nations for Peace’ here on Tinian will provide the desperately needed solid and enduring economic base for the island, enriching the lives of all.  Unlike casinos and resort hotels (with next to no guests), there is no downside to this becoming an integral part of our environment.  The P.A.X. Center will bring people of integrity--and means--to Tinian, from all parts of the globe, for the best of reasons…finding a way to attain and maintain global peace, for the generations to follow.  
It will bring us up to international port and airport status, thus improving all facets of our people’s lives.  Steady employment for all, full-scale hospital, and a fully-accredited college/university campus are only some of the major improvements this project will bring with it.  

Hopefully, local government support for this and our other TMC projects will soon be forthcoming.   

Flyer for Local “My Sisters’ Keeper” Plan:


 “My Sisters’ Keeper” ~ Sheltering Abused Women & Children


MMMy
670 / 433-9993    •    P. O.  Box  474    •   Tinian, MP 96952    •   www.womencandoit.org    •   maia3maia@hotmail.com
MSK is a project of The Matera Community

      

 maïa,  MSK & TMC Founder 



There is currently no shelter on Tinian, where abused women and their children can be safe from harm and learn how to escape the horrific cycle of violence that keeps them living in fear and with no hope for their future.  All they’re provided with is a 3-night stay in a hotel, where their abusers can easily reach them, then sent back to the same life-threatening situation they fled.  Hopefully, the MSK plan will one day be implemented worldwide.
“My Sisters’ Keeper” Women’s shelter plan

(for 6 week stays of up to 8 women & their children)
building (donated by Connie Manglona)
 (1) apt. unit for housemother [LR, BR + bath] 

(2) 1 BR + bath units [housing 2-3 adults per unit]

(2) 2-BR + bath units [for mothers with children]

central LR/activity room

group kitchen w/ adjacent walk-in pantry [locked, housemother and dir. w/ only keys] 

communal dining room

1 additional ½ bath for general public use

supply/janitorial room

staff
director to make weekly visits and is on call for admission process, if needed; housemother to live on premises full time [small salary + free housing]; residents clean own areas, take turns cooking/cleaning building, grounds
support system 
(scheduled visits, every 1-2 weeks… all female, if at all possible)
att’y: legal advice; file restraining orders, divorce papers, etc.; help w/ court appearances

social services: counsel mothers & children; advise on lifestyle alternatives

police officer: advise mothers and children re personal safety; info re restraining orders 

health professional: advise on any health/pregnancy/pediatric matters; testing; etc.

note:  the support system is a vital ingredient of the shelter experience/services… it will enable these women to make choices that can break the cycle of violence that brought them to the shelter, rather than just offering a revolving door that shoves them right back into the brutal environment they escaped only briefly… without it, we might as well not bother to have a shelter at all…

we must depend on those in the community who can provide these services, to volunteer just a part of one of their days twice a month, to aid those who need their help…

we must also depend on individuals and  businesses to donate operating funds, food, and other necessary supplies on a regular basis… if all contribute something, the cost to each donor will be minimal, yet will enable us to provide a sadly much-needed service to the entire community.
This will be the “Anthem” for the My Sisters’ Keeper movement…[NEEDS MUSIC!!!]:

My Sisters’ Keeper

Intro: 


We gotta bake some bread, sisters


to cast on these troubled waters,


we gotta take over from our misters...


to save our sons and daughters...

Women can make the world better...

only women can make the world safe...

women can stop all killing and war...

women have to take over,

it’s what our powers are for.

Once we moved mountains with only our will,

together we can... what’s another hill...

and till we remember how... 

right now...
***

I have two shoulders to cry on,

I have two hands to wipe away tears,

I have two arms to give comforting hugs,

I have words to quiet fears,

I have a lap for


one or two babies... maybe more...

Bridge:
Cain complained to his “God” above,



“Am I my brother’s keeper,”



but thanks to our “mother’s” love,



womens’ hearts are deeper...



I am my sisters’ keeper and...
***

I have knowledge I can pass on,

I have courage for the meek,

I have experience to share,

I have strength for the weak,

I have love to spare...


for sisters everywhere...***
Women can make the world better...

only women can make the world safe...

women can stop all killing and war...

women have to take over,

it’s what our powers are for.

Once we moved mountains with only our will,

together we can... what’s another hill?...

and till we remember how... 

right now...

we’ve plenty of love to spare...

join me sisters, everywhere...

and...

we can change the world...

we know how...

we can change the world...

Follow “mother”...work with one another and you’ll see...

we... can change the world....we can change... the world...
[fade w/ ***…*** and “I am my sisters’s keeper…I’ll be my sisters’ keeper” overlap in bkgrnd] 
These are speeches I would happily go back to trekking ‘round the world to give, had I an audience:

[This needs to be a speech... but to be a speech, it needs an audience... Where do I get one?   I see myself facing 300+/- women in a large hall. I’m in my usual state: generic-ethnic attire, un-make-upped and unadorned, hair skinny braid-bunned, as now... but where?... when?... & how?   This is what I hear/feel myself saying...]
Wow...just look at us!. Wonderful wall-to-wall womanhood! Great sight, huh?    

Something made each one of us come here today/-night, didn’t it?  I could tell you what that is, but I’d better save it for later.  I’ll just say, “Thank you!” to what brought you here &, “Thank you!”... to every one of you... for paying attention to it!
You don’t know me... I’m nobody special... just a generic universal female... I’m maïa ... & I’m an evangelist.  Don’t panic all you atheists & agnostics!  I’m no prime-time miracle-maker out to save souls... I’m just the dictionary kind... as in... one who brings good news.  Reversing the old gag... There’s bad news & good news... bad news is, our world is (to be polite) “bleeped”... good news is, it can be un-bleeped!  

Why am I here?  For two reasons.

First... I’m looking for women to help me change the world.

Do any of you want to change the world?

If you do, let me hear your loudest, most roof-raising “Yes!” right now...

[response... or lack of one]  Pretty good...

If any of you don’t, if you think our world’s just fine the way it is, let’s hear a cringing, whinging, mousey little, “No!”  Come on... anyone?  Nobody’s happy with the status quo, huh?  Good!  You gals on the ejection squad can sit down now...

[response... hopefully, none but laughter]

The 2nd reason I’m here is to tell you maybe the most important thing you’ll ever hear in your life... it’s this...

I know how to change the world... I know who can change the world.

I know exactly how it can be done.  Big stuff, huh?... 

Tell me something...If you [point to someone] had the power to stop all war... would you? [wait for answer]

& if you [point] had the power to stop the beating & rape of women & children... would you?  [response]

If you [point] had the power to end drunkenness & drug addiction... would you?  [response]

If you [point] had the power to end poverty... would you?  [response]

If you [point] had the power to take away men’s power over women...

would you do it?  [response]

& if you [point] could take away men’s power over our world...would you?  [response]

If all of you [indicate whole audience] had the power to change the world in all those ways... would you?  [wait for response]

Well... I’m here to tell you this... 

You HAVE the power to do it!   You WOMEN... have the power to do it.

You HAVE the power to stop the horrors of war! 

You HAVE the power... to keep women & children from being beaten & raped!

You HAVE the power... to wipe out drunkenness & drug addiction!

You HAVE the power... to end the despair & soul-death of poverty & homelessness!

You HAVE the power... to take away men’s misuse of power over women & children.

You HAVE the power... to stop men’s abusive power & control over our world.

The power that can change the world is awesomely simple.

Where is this power?  It’s inside of you & in every woman on this planet!

What is this power?  It’s just... BEING A WOMAN! 

What every woman on earth needs to know... what I’m here to tell you... is that every one of us was born with powers that most of us don’t even know we have.  The knowledge was beaten, drowned, burned, tortured out of us... threatened & terrified out of us... for so many generations, that our genetic memory developed amnesia in self-defense.  We had to forget we were powerful once... to survive man’s fearful, envious brutality.
Before that, women could do things that would still be called “miracles” today.  Then, they were just our natural abilities.  What little of those powers pops out in a few of us once in a while, gets filed under the category of “psychic stuff” or is feared in more primitive societies as having “an evil eye” like my Sicilian great-grandmother was said to be cursed...or blessed... with.
I know... from my own experience... that any of you can regain those powers, can learn to use them again as our sisters did long ago.  I learned that I can take away pain from others... & heal my own body... I can “get” all kinds of things I need... just when I need them.  I can know things about anybody using fortune-telling cards or runes.  And I can physically move a pendulum around by just willing it.  Weird stuff, huh?

My ability to use these powers is still pretty weak.  Maybe it’s because I discovered them on my own & don’t know how to kick ‘em up to full strength yet.  But at least I proved they exist!  If I can do the little I’ve learned so far, just imagine how much more has to be possible!!!  I have this strong feeling that I can do much, much more, if I just work on it.  Or maybe it’s not time yet.  Whatever...

Every one of you knows somebody... maybe it’s you... who can do things way beyond what’s thought of as “normal” in civilized society.  Maybe dream dreams that come true the next day, like my youngest daughter has.  Or any of the stuff labeled  ESP, for instance.  You know what I mean…  & down deep inside of you somewhere... where it’s protected from your fear of knowing it... you really do know... that you still have these powers, too.  They’re in there... just waiting for you to let them out.  They’re in there for you to rediscover like I did... when you’re ready to use them.  

But... &... like mine...[pat it]...it’s a big but... the question is... will you?...

Will you use your powers to stop wars & rape & torture & all the other evils of man?

Will you use them... to make this planet a safe & happy place for everybody?

Will you use them... to give your own life meaning & purpose?

What’ll it cost, you’re wondering?  Can power like that be free?  Nothing is, is it?

The price you have to pay... for regaining your powers... dear sisters... is simple honesty.  You’d have to empty your pockets of hopes & wishes & dreams... & let yourself see everything... only as it IS!

You’d have to give up your Cinderella scenes... let yourself see all the real-life Prince Charmings who’re happily beating up their beloveds... & raping their own little ones that “being in love” produced.

You’d have to give up... your happily-ever-after notions... & let yourself notice the squalid, painful divorces & desertions that equal or outnumber all those joy-filled, hope-blinded weddings. 

You’d have to look at what’s outside of your own, personal life’s self-protecting bubble... & see so many others’ lives... of non-stop misery, fear & hopelessness. 

You’d have to look beyond your own country’s borders... & see women in Afghanistan stoned to death for public nudity.  Know what the religiously-ruling Taliban says such a death-deserving crime consists of?  Walking out of your house... with yr face uncovered.  That’s right... Women just like you... are executed for just... showing... their... face!  You know why?  Two really stinking reasons...
First, men are considered so temptation-prone, that a woman showing any part of herself whatsoever, could supposedly drive some poor innocent male into a sexual frenzy.  So, to protect men from their own sinful lusting... women have to be invisible in public.  Sure.  

The second reason’s just as bad.  An unmarried woman belongs to her father, a married woman is the property of her husband.  & nobody should be allowed the privilege of looking at another’s property.  Right?  I’d say “Sick!” but it’s not.  It’s much worse.  It’s EVIL.  & no woman dreamed that stuff up!

To be able to use your women’s powers, you’d have to make yourself see all the awful stuff in your world for what it really is.  You’d have to be completely & totally honest... about everything.  No more fake excuses.  No more rose-colored glasses.   [need ending for this for first-meeting speech]
[this will be for the second meeting... need to work on opening]

To use your power to stop all torture & killing, for example, you’d have to give up all the torture & killing you do...Okay...Just hear me out...whether you do it or someone else does, millions live tortured lives & die awful deaths...so you can eat them...& so you can use parts of your fellow animals’ bodies...& so they can be experimented on, for your benefit...even though you’d never ever think of doing it to a fellow human, would you?    

So... to be able to use the pure force of GOOD-given powers to achieve only pure & GOOD results... guess what you’ve gotta be... Uh-huh... Come on... say it out loud...  

That’s right... P-U-R-E & G-O-O-D... Come on...PURE & GOOD... let me hear it...[use hands, “pull” it out of audience]  Pure & GOOD.  Pure & simple, isn’t it? 

Hey... but, nobody’s pure good... right?  It’s too hard to be... isn’t it?  Maybe even impossible?  Well, I can answer that in one word... BALONEY! or BULLSHIT!  Take y’r pick.

I can prove to you that it’s easier to be “pure & good” than to NOT be. What makes you think it’s hard or impossible is that you don’t want to give up doing what you know is bad.  But this is not hard to do at all... once you make up your mind to do it.

I am living proof... in my old life, I was the proud, happy wearer of 60-to-70 dead minks; of 20-or-so murdered lynx...I’d been kept warm by assorted other slaughtered, more exotic creatures... even treated my daughters to butchered bunnies & foxes.  I wore, carried or walked in... once-live snakes, cows, pigs... elk & antelope...& I ate almost anything that could walk, fly or swim.

I told myself the usual stuff... the food chain, superior species versus lower forms of life... you know the drill... conscience by Mr. Clean... sanitized... For over half a century, I lied to myself comfortably.  Till one day... my vegetarian sister’s words finally registered... I took her to a seafood restaurant for dinner once & she said, “I don’t eat anything that had a mother” 

At 58, I finally let myself see that all that stuff I loved to wear, use & eat... had mothers!  Lots of them were mothers!  I’m a mother.  I gave birth to seven children I loved & raised.  I had a mother I loved, who loved me.  But I’d let be done to other creatures’ mothers & children what I’d fight tooth & nail to keep from being done to my own!  It finally occurred to me this... was not... fair.  Not right.  In other words... WRONG! Bad.  Even... to be honest... that ultimate bad... EVIL.
I had to admit being bigger, smarter & more powerful can’t give us a right to do to anyone...what we don’t want done to us.  If some ET’s out there think we’d be tasty, we wouldn’t think it fair for them to raise us to eat, so how can we do it?  Aside from the obvious rationale... what made it easy for me to turn pure as the driven snow was just deciding I had to...

Once you make that decision... once you choose to give up all wrongness... you just go ahead & do it.  You stop eating & using any kind of mothers & children.  You don’t touch alcohol or anything else that makes you other than your natural self.  You don’t tell a lie... ever... to yourself or anyone else... not even a single supposedly harmless little white sucker.  You get rid of everything that causes pain & suffering for you to have it... like gold & diamonds & such people kill for... & that gets mistreated, nearly-slave-workers maimed & killed, taking it out of our mother earth.

Once you admit to yourself that owning things... having to have lots of life-useless stuff, while so many haven’t even a rag to cover their dying child with is W-R-O-N-G... in capital letters & neon... then it’s easy as can be to give it all up.  

IF... that is... & here’s the big if... if you decide that you’re going to counteract the evil in our world with your own... personal bit of... pure... good.  

This isn’t a hard thing to do, either... really.  Because... if you see the evil things that go on in our world & you don’t like them... If you want the awfulness destroying your fellow beings & your earth home to stop... If you long for peace & love to conquer war & hate... doing this is the only way you can make it happen... 
Cleanse your own life... counter all that’s wrong by being as purely good as you can... & you’ll get your powers back... so you can... change the world... With our powers regained... using them together... We can do it.  We MUST do it.  
 [need some stuff on the powers some have, repeat in re my own I know about so far… and closing w/ “don’t tell sons, husbands, fathers, brothers, lovers, male friends about this…yet!”]   
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How Women Can Change the World Questionnaire

You can change the world! Learn how to regain your inborn Powers!

Discover how only women can bring about peace on earth!


When you have finished this questionnaire, you will see answers to questions you never dared ask.  If you answer all below honestly, you will begin to see yourself as all women once were and as you now can be... and no longer as only what you were forced to become.


Together, women can change this evil-laden world humankind’s men created.  To find out how, write to: maia3maia@hotmail.com or call me at 670/433-9993 on Tinian, in U.S. Protectorate, the Northern Marianas.


Check/circle all you are or have ever been: _ married  _divorced  _widowed  _in love  _pregnant _deserted  _raped  _beaten  _sexually abused/harassed/discriminated against  _keen on sex  _down on sex  _frigid  _promiscuous  _lesbian    


Check all you are at present time:  _single  _married  _divorced  _widowed  _pregnant _celibate  _frigid _promiscuous  _lesbian  _mother _keen on sex  _down on sex  _living with M partner  _ living with/ F partner  


Do you have (indicate how many & ‘n’/natural or ‘o’/other) ___________son(s)  __________daughter(s)?


If you balanced all the pleasure & happiness in your life caused by any man against all the pain and unhappiness in your life that was caused by any man [including father]... would they come out even?  _yes  _no

If one side hits bottom... which is heavier/in the majority?  _pleasure/happiness  _pain/unhappiness


What percentage of all your life experience in loving men would be on the pain side?

_0-25%  _25-50%  _50%  _50-75%  _75-100%  _100%


Did you ever come out even (or ahead) in loving a man (as in value received)? _yes  _no

Did you ever expect to?  _yes  _no.  Do you expect to someday?  _yes  _no  Or just hope to someday?  _yes  _no.  
Why?  _prior experience  _observing others  _childhood dream  _religious belief  _naive  _stupid  _stubborn 


Of the following, which do you think were (1) started by &/or (2) are continued for the pleasure or benefit of women (w) and which by/for men (m)? [examples:  m1-2 rape; m1 - m&w2  marriage]

____Barbie dolls ____bras ____death-defying sports/amusements ____drug addiction ____genocide  ____governments ____high heels ____incest ____male gods ____marriage customs/laws ____paternal rights/child ownership ____pedophilia ____prostitution ____rape ____religions ____royalty  ____sadistic sex ____sex for pleasure only ____slavery ____torture ____war ____war-simulating sports  ____weapons ____women’s subservience/inferior status to men 

Do you know that the natural, inborn powers some women still knew how to use hundreds of years ago caused them to be burned as witches by men fearing their usurped authority would be overthrown if those powers weren’t totally wiped out?    _yes  _no

Do you know that every female is still born with those inherent powers?  _yes  _no

Do you know that women who are today considered “psychics” are only using little bits of those powers we all once had?  _yes  _no 

Do you know that we can learn how to regain our mother-gifted powers?  _yes  _no

Do you know/think you can do any of the following:

__dream things that happen later __know what is going to happen __move a pendulum with yr mind __move any other object that way __know about things by reading cards/runes/other ways __see/find things hidden nearby or far away __read people’s thoughts  __have visions __relieve pain/heal self or others __see people’s auras __make something happen or things you need come to you 

If you want women to regain control of our human world & put an end to all its horrors, to learn how we can, write & tell me about yourself (send copy of this filled out, if you want to).

Women can change our world.  We must change our world.  Women must take back our world!
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Our Mother’s Way  [song lyric... needs music]



Our Mother who art... somewhere...



hear our pleas...

please hear our prayer...

in our hour of need,

let your power within us 

win us away from sin and greed...

lead us in mother’s way.

Mothers’ ways are gentle 

mothers’ words are kind...

mothers rule with love,

they’re bearers of 

life and they…

follow our mother’s way...  

Follow mother’s way,

living mother’s way,

day by day….we are mother’s way.
Our mother, who art...
“Our mother, who art wherever, unknown be thy name.  Thy kingdom none, thy will be done on earth, as you meant it should be.  Give us fair work for daily bread and forgive us no trespasses as you forgive none who trespass against you.  And as we face temptation, may the strength you provided deliver us from evil.  Amen.”

So it would go, if the prayer had been handed down to us by our female maker.  Needing no upper case letters to set her apart from us, either, since a mother is only child-bearer, nurturer, teacher—not ruler.  To be comforted and fed by—not knelt before and feared.  Curiously enough, by the rules of etymology (word formation) that were handed down by the ancient Greek and Latin languages from which ours mainly sprang, “amen” means “without men.”  Make you wonder?


How many years went by after you emerged from her body before you knew your mother had a name other than whatever version of “mother” your developing speech could manage?  The first, you should realize, was simply the sound your lips made when suckling, “maa-ma” not being a name at all, really.  Did she ever need an ego-driven or society-mandated designation for you to love her?  Was it necessary for her to be additionally labeled with that of her titular owners’—and also yours, if you weren’t born “out of wedlock”—for you to know who she was?  Such “superior” beings we humans are, who need names to know each other, when even the lowliest of life forms knows the one from which it came, name or not!


Perhaps it was only men who had to put a “name” to their made-up creator.  Having turned away from the true maker of all, a mother force (which surely makes more sense than a male birth-giving power) they would have had to make up a name for their mental creation, as well.  Even seahorse males who “give birth” to young are only surrogate “mothers,” being simply the recipients of labor-avoiding moms’ fertilized eggs.  Wish we could do that!  It would even out the work load a bit, at least, wouldn’t it?  In any case, there is just no precedent in all of earthly living things for a male life-originator, is there?  God, if a woman after all, would never be “God” regardless, I’m sure.  She’d just go on being “mother.”  In lower case.  It’s always been the guys who needed a title and capital letters.  “Lord,” “God,” “Yahweh,” “Allah,” or any of hundreds (thousands?) of other fancy handles dreamed up for the ringers they foisted on us only proves how spurious is men’s claim “He’s” one of “them”! 

On the subject of kingdoms, heavenly and otherwise, what mom really yearns, much less lusts for one?  Now, a nice house she could turn into a home without too much trouble, boasting a great kitchen and enough bedrooms for her brood, would be something she’d go the distance for.  But kingdoms?  Nah.  It’s the you-know-whats who have to own towns and counties and countries and all sorts of stuff—including wives and kids.  “Heaven” would be a vital necessity to provide a boy-type boss-of-all with.  It’d be unthinkable to have a fellow guy lording it over everything from...well, nowhere in particular.  The only acceptable home base for this powerful ruler would be a palace to end all palaces—the “heavens” themselves, full of stars twinkling like diamonds.  To the primitive types who started the whole charade that would’ve been the ultimate seat of power.   

As for that “thy will be done...” business, it applies either way.  “His” with a big H or “hers” plain and simple, any maker of all things living and not would want them to turn out the way He or she planned.  They’d go about the job of making it happen differently, though.  Look at how Mom teaches her tykes to walk and talk versus Dad coaching his inept Little Leaguer.  Night ‘n day, huh?  Forcing one’s will on others by yelling, criticizing, belittling and even threatening is quite a contrast to showing, explaining and encouraging.  Both methods work, but oh, what a lot of damage one way wreaks on the “learners”!  Guess which.


When you’ve got the power to create life built right into your own “bod’” you just don’t need any outside, show-off performance to prove it.  Only those without any real power have to invent some kind of evidence to prove they’ve got what they never will have.  And naturally, to wielders of the whip, their will must be done everywhere there’s an anywhere—“God’s Heaven” included.  The next part is probably the most laughable of all the frauds perpetrated in that little ditty “He’s” got all his li’l chil’n parroting all over the place as if it’s a Zen mantra or voodoo spell that’ll get ‘em whatever the mumblers want.  


Aw, c’mon, fellas—way before some of you got all dolled up in white and stuck those silly poufy things on your heads, the gals invented bread.  The oldest agricultural-based community found in the world [circa 12,500 BC] was put together and run by... ta-dah!... yup, it was women.  In an incredibly beautiful setting in southern Italy called Matera, of all things.  Matera means “mother” in case you didn’t figure it out.  “Daily bread” was always a mom thing.  Evidence points to women inventing the oven itself, as well as figuring out how to plant wheat, grind it into flour and make the yummy stuff.  Till then, all that people ate was what they found on bushes or wrested away from other hungry critters.  It was the “weaker sex” who decided to settle down and work hard to make homes instead of wanderin’ around in the boonies, lookin’ for an easy handout.    


Ever watch bread dough rise?  For starters, it has a warm, wonderful, fusty smell just like your mama’s armpit when you’re cozily nuzzled up to the milk dispenser.  Doubling in size in the warmest spot in her kitchen, you can’t escape the parallel with the way her belly did the same thing when you were “rising’ in there.  So, where do those guys get off, claiming a He-God’s up to His godly armpits in flour, kneading away every dawn at what folks need most?  It just don’t wash, folks.  In the vernacular, however, “bread” and “dough” being slang handles for that root of all evil, it figures they’d want a daily supply of that wrong-causing stuff, doesn’t it?  And since “trespasses” (“debtors” very significantly, later) pops up practically in the same breath—same sentence, any way—my theory in re man’s making up the prayer in the first place, definitely holds water.

You’ll notice the deal/plea bargain worked in there rather cleverly on that subject, if a bit overly overt.  Like— we’ll forgive whatever bad stuff is done to us, if you’ll forgive us whenever we feel like doing the same s—t to our more or less innocent victims.  What a pile of poo-poo that is!  It makes it okay to do all kinds of awful things.  All you gotta do to get away with it is let others do it, too.  Real nice rule from an all-loving type, don’t you think?  Ever get such a deal from your mom?  I sure didn’t!   A standard charge thrown at women throughout the ages is that they just don’t forget what’s been done to them—if it’s bad.  So what?!  They want we should forget and let it go on being done?   Yeah, they sure do.  Well, no female with such a reasonable—life-protecting—memory capacity is stupid enough to think “forgiving” creeps who do terrible things is gonna stop ‘em from doing more.  Only ones who do, would be so interested in copping a plea, right?  Think about it.


Now we come to “temptation”.  Oh, boy!  Here’s that snake-in-the-grass-gambit again.  Quite a history these poor, wife-beating, wife-cheating, gambling, drinking, whoring, raping, killing items have!  Alibis based on an irresistible impulse plea are merely obvious copouts on individual responsibility, but the guys’ve overworked ‘em ever since Adam helped himself to a bite of Eve’s apple, nonetheless.  And for double-indemnitied insurance purposes, they threw in God’s culpability.  After all, if He “leads” them “into” it, it can’t be their fault now, can it???  But, just in case He does, and they slip, the bottom/last line takes care of any left-over little details with “...and deliver us from evil.”  Hey, we’re such weak, defenseless, imperfect little things—forget free will here—thanks to His own design and manufacture, that He should protect us from any wrong-type stuff, those prayer-makers decided.  How’s that for coverin’ your ass six ways from Sunday?!


Our Father, who art in Heaven, hallowed be thy name.  Thy kingdom come, Thy will be done on earth as it is in Heaven.  Give us this day our daily bread and forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those who trespass against us and lead us not into temptation but deliver us from evil.  Amen.        

There you have it.  Compare “The Lord’s Prayer” to my adaptation at the beginning of this piece.  Which is realistic?  Which one’s fair?!  Why should we demand we be given daily bread?  How did we earn being kept from temptation and delivered from evil?  If we were given free will, as I believe all agree we have, how can that equate with demanding to be saved from ever having to use it?!  Get real, kids.  Either the prayer is full of you-know-what, or its originators were.  Either the He-God who supposedly handed it down is full of it, or He isn’t who you think she is, and her version was corrupted into this piece of dreck millions of worshipers think is such a fine example of godliness. While all it really is, is a license to be as bad as most of the human race seems to be.  Our mother must be crying into eternity over this batch of burned cookies and fallen bread dough.  I would.  What about you? 
A Prayer For Peace 

Oh, Mother Sea, Sister Sky,

how these humans lie...

& lie & lie!

Oh, how they blind the

“seeing” mind

to all they fear,

tho’ all is clear

to each

soul’s eye.

Oh, Mother Earth, Sister Moon,

how man’s lies are strewn...

& spewn & spewn!

Oh, how they wreak such

dreary, bleak

raw havoc where

none of them care

death comes

too soon.

Oh, Mother Sun... it is I,

your daughter, whose cry

asks, “Why?  Oh, why?”

Please make me blind to

my own kind

& all they do,

I beg of you...

or let

me die.

By Any Name?
Names, in 'civilized' societies, are just ownership markers.  Like tattoos in piglets' ears, or logos burned into a calf's rump, we're assigned our first “owner's brand” at birth, with our father's surname.  Our first name [and middle name/s, if any] is just what either Mommy or Daddy decided to call us, nothing more.  Some parents sadly give little or no thought to how those names will be turned into nicknames of the cruelest sort by classmates who think it’s fun to call a latter-day hippie pair’s li’l darling Aspen, “Assburn” or a shy Vernon, “Vermin.”  Many a poor kid can’t wait to grow up and switch to a middle name or even just initials.  Anything to get rid of that hated moniker!

An unfortunate few would probably welcome a nickname, however, having been saddled with legally signed and sealed handles like Crystal Shanda Lear, or the famed Ima Hogg.  Even the latest crop of moviedom’s progeny names continues the tradition of torturing offspring with the wicked whims of their parents.  Gwyneth Paltrow’s little Apple and Audio Science Sossman follow unhappily in the Hollywood and rock star tradition of Moon Unit Zappa and Zowie Bowie.  

In last names, males are twice as bad off when it comes to being stuck with handles having no connection to who and what they really are.  When we girls marry, the “change of title” is marked by our being legally re-branded with our new owner's surname.  We then “belong” to our husbands, daddy having handed over “rights of ownership” to another guy.  Go on, check it out in the wording of a standard marriage ceremony.  When the celebrant asks, “Who gives this woman?” does he ask us?  Unh-unh!  Does anyone “give” the groom to the bride?  ‘Course not!

The wedding over, honeymoon enjoyed to the hilt [unintentional double entendre!], married life begun, who are you, ladies?  No longer Miss Jane Doe, you are now to be known for life (at least the life of the marriage) as Mrs. Joe Doakes.  Note that your husband’s title does not change, as yours does.  Mr. before, he’s Mr. for life (his entire life!).  But, even if your wedded state ends in divorce, you’re still “Mrs. J.D.” ‘til you formally return to your “maiden” name, with all the unavoidable appurtenant notification of banking and other financial entities, your kids’ schools, doctors, etc.  

A growing number of American wives emulate the British by adopting a hybrid, hyphenated, often too long to fit on an envelope double name.  Thinking, I guess, that this will help them retain some semblance of “selfhood.”  But, what does it really do?  Just keeps ‘em tied to their fathers, while labeled the current property of their husbands.  So, all you “emancipated” modern gals who tell yourselves you’re keeping “your own name” aren't really, are you?  You're just keeping your first owner's, tacked onto your subsequent possessor’s!  Sounds to me like the old southern custom of giving slaves their owner’s last name. 

Only among the indigenous peoples of North America, is one’s individual worth and freedom of identity respected in respect to naming.  Every baby is given a “childhood name” at birth, by an aunt or close family friend.  Then, when they reach puberty, the doorstep of adulthood, they go out alone into the unforgiving world of natural law and stay there without the aid of parents or any titular “owners” until their real name “comes” to them. 

One young man sat by a river for three days, without food or shelter, and on the third evening, a horse came to drink, acting very strangely.  He went back to his family as Crazy Horse.  Another boy dreamed of a huge bison that sat and stared at him, and Sitting Bull had found his name.  So, too, did Running Deer, Laughing Woman, and Rain Falling acquire their own names.  

I did this myself, when my seventh and last child was ready to be on her own.  Giving away all I owned, I went out into the great nowhere to find out what makes humans so inhumane.  My old names were also left behind, along with a lifetime's worth of writing work and all i once thought i needed to live and be happy.  For several months, I roved nameless all over the most empty parts of the U.S. and Canada.  Whenever I'd pick up an Apache or Cree or Hopi who needed a ride, and be asked my name, I’d just say it still hadn't found me.  So, thanks to one of those grateful temporary passengers, I became “No-Name-Yet”!

On I traveled with my non-name ‘til, thanks to a long stay on Mykonos, in the Greek islands, my real one finally found me, and I've been “maïa” ever since.  With no last name to mark me as owned by father or mate, and no self-aggrandizing capital “m” either.  After well over half a century (at 58!), I finally knew who I was.  Do you?  Do any of you know who you really are?  If you’re not happy being known as just an adjunct of someone else, why not do what I did?  Well, maybe not all I did!  You don’t have to leave your old life, stuff, and self behind and go off solo, to find your own name, but you can at least let it find you.  All you have to do is pay attention.  Happy birthday, all!    




Woman’s Work
[Intro to column, "Who Says!?"* published in Hopi tribal newspaper, Tutuveni in 1998]


I’m a writer and I’m a woman.  I’m a writer who examines our human status.  I used to be glad my old name could easily be mistaken for a man’s.  When I submitted work, I avoided calling attention to my womanness, since women writers aren’t taken as seriously as men, even tho’ Pulitzer Prizes, Tonys and Pen awards go to a few favored ones.  Thanks to all those Gothic and Romance writers—and their jillions of female readers—being ignored has been deserved, I’m afraid.  Now, however, due to the new kind of work I’m doing and the effect I hope it will have on current world conditions, I’m no longer taking advantage of a unisex name.  I no longer want anyone to think my views could be those of anyone but a woman.  Since maïa is a Greek word meaning “great mother”; “little mother”; “midwife”; and “witch,” this name that “found” me, is perfect.  


Especially because I am a woman and a mother [of 7, grandmother of 18 at last count], is why my views on serious subjects should be taken seriously.  There isn’t anything frivolous, humorous or romantic about the things I have to say.  Writing about some things in a sort of humorous way doesn’t make what I say, conclusions I reach or suggest any less important and sometimes the most serious stuff can only be dealt with when it’s lightened with a little sarcasm.   Blowing the innocent to bits, vicious rapes of children and women, so many dying on account of booze and drugs, wars of all kinds in all kinds of places—these things are not funny.  Nothing about them is funny to those who suffer their reality.


What I do is hold up a mirror to our own souls.  If what we see in it isn’t as nice as some of us wish it would be, it’s not the mirror’s fault any more than are all the less-than-pretty pictures I see with a clear eye and simply reflect here for us all to reflect upon.  Don’t think I leave myself out of my general opinion of the human race as being stupid, greedy, self-deceiving and so on.  After all, I was too, for 50-some of my 59 years.  Realizing at all—even if late—still doesn’t excuse me to me, for half a century of blinders-on selective sight.  Grateful for the chance to learn what really counts before senility takes over, I won’t excuse but can forgive myself.  Just as any others can who repent, give up their old sinful ways and repair all the damage they can.  


My way to make up for my old wrong-living is to get through as many people’s ear plugs, rose-colored glasses and blurry mirrors as I’m able to.  If the power of my pen can cut like a sword through their Disney-like, make-believe worlds, then at least I’ll have some decent company for a change.  Giving up my old semi-lie, that unisex name, makes me almost hypocritical now, since I use a name I wasn’t given at birth.  In all good conscience though, I don’t believe “who” I am is nearly as important as “what.”  A woman.  A mother.  A whole-hearted, fully committed daughter, then wife, during my past-lived “lives” and above all—a lover of truth.  Truth, the whole truth and nothing but.  Even when it hurts.


In the last two years, I wandered around the world’s most ancient places, lived among some of its oldest peoples, mostly stayed in the loneliest and most beautifully un-peopled parts of our world.  Some of those too-few unwanted, undervalued, but thankfully as-yet-undeveloped (= economically raped) lands that are left felt more like home to me than the most luxurious and most family-filled houses I’d ever lived in.  These months I spent studying, reading, learning.  Combined with a life of curiosity-driven knowledge-seeking, this resulted in what you will read here...if you dare.  If you’re one of a rare few who have the courage to see what “is” instead of what you or others want you to “believe” you can join me in the most wonderful (filled with wonder) journey.  A journey to the center of our souls, perhaps.  At the very least, a trek that will bring us closer to truth, leave us unburdened of much we’d be better without.


So, I am “maïa” now.  Come with me and look into the mirror.  It’s not what you might find there that is fearsome, but what you will never find if you do not look.  For then, it will find you.  It’s not so important to discover all the answers— only that we do not ever cease our search for them, do not accept others’ substitutes for them out of laziness, nor fail to recognize them when they smack us right between the eyes.  Yes, I’m a “mere woman.”  But...so was everyone’s mother.  Who better to teach one how to live, than the one who gives us life within her own?  Who taught us all how to eat, drink, walk, talk and learn?  Look at the way our world is—and has been for as long as just a few powerful men have been in charge of things.  Isn’t it time we learn, instead of only being led?

I’m a woman.  I’m angry.  I’m a writer.  And maybe—just maybe—I’ve become wise in the way women were when time began.  It won’t hurt to listen.  Or will it?  The truth hurts, my fellow former-kids.  Now, who do you suppose told us that first?  No cop-outs are allowed, either.  Because it’s never too late...until you quit.  And nothing ever happens unless you start.  With my apologies to Bette Davis and her screenwriter, “...fasten your seat belts, folks—you’re in for a bumpy read!”
     * "Who Says!?" (a contrary view of just about everything) is a weekly column of hard-hitting, no-punch-pulled controversy.  The most defiant, disrespectful view of the human race to ever see print, "Who Says!?" will invite comments from readers, excerpts to follow each column.  Argument, anger and printable abuse will be as welcome as praise. [Note:  Column ran for several months in 1997-98, till the all-male tribal council insisted I had to be paid for it and nonsensically “couldn’t” continue to publish it for free.  I like to think that had a woman been the tribal head, it might still be running.]



Continuum

“Infinity” as an aspect of powers associated with the Great Goddess


Charged then, with the blest curse of 



“remembering” I was,


because memory is just of a single life’s time,


but “remembering” keeps all our lives’ sum 



through ages gone, 



ones yet to come,


and from far, far past each...beyond them both.


I once was She, now She is Me... 



so are We all, who remember.


The dream-diary holds souls’ contents... selected,


collected and shelved in cob-webbed archives



where “remembering” is thus safely hid



for them I join and live amid 


unbid, till they can reach their souls’ full growth.


I am She, who once was Me... 



when We are one, and remember.


In this time wrong will be rightly judged wrong


as long-told mistruths loose tight holds on closed minds,



that “remembering” may be gently heard,



op’ning them full...and like a bird


with words sent forth, teach its song, the Oath.


I am Me, yet always She...


 
since We began to remember.


Then, now, next, ever...

 
tho’ generations sever, 



rend (dis-member-ing!)...



I  / She / We will there still be...

 
let never end “remembering”.



[written by one I once was, maïa-not-yet-to-be: JVT1992]

OATH OF LIFE

for 

WOMBANKIND*

This Lifeform, incorporating my physical, mental and spiritual state, is mine and mine alone.   In grateful return for such a sacred gift, I willingly accept full and exclusive responsibility for how it shall be used. 

I will cherish life in any form; show honor and respect to/for all that is provided for my use/enjoyment in this life; and lovingly provide my most diligent care and protection to my Planet Home’s bounty/resources and to all other Lifeforms from whom I may derive sustenance, comfort, or pleasure.

Thankful for this Gift of Life, and for all afforded to me in it, I make these Promises:
1.  I will not waste my inborn powers, a moment of my life, nor anything occurring in it;

2.  I will see the beauty in all things and in all of life’s moments; 

3.  I will value all others' rights no less than mine & never take pleasure or comfort at the expense of another; 

4.  I will not lie to myself/another, accept/excuse any lie, nor allow lies to adversely affect my life or another’s;

5.  I will take no more than my fair share of all things, nor will I envy that of others;

6.  I will give as much as or more than I take/am given, in kind or in trade according to my talents and ability;

7.  I will allow all children/fellow creatures to live in comfort, safety, and good health, always knowing love;

8.  I will neither harm nor eat any fellow creature;

9.  I will be a loving friend to all who follow these ways, will do my best to enlighten all who do not. 

These 9 Promises I vow to keep as long as I live, safeguarding their observance with all my life-given strength, as the inherent rights and responsibilities of any living being, doing my utmost at all times to fulfill my purpose in this life and whatever may come after.

Signed: _____________________________________




[*More apropos than “mankind” (at least for humans)... for any sentient life that has/comes from a “womb”?]

PART II:  Along the Road



Dead-Ends & ONE-WAY Streets
M.I.A.:  Casualties of Men’s War Against Their Women & Children

who will fill a soul’s empty sockets


where once the lights-of-my-life glowed bright?

what can line a heart’s bare, slack pockets


that loved one’s loving used to fill tight?

wars for power by law courts’ dockets


wounded—left missing—all that was right

who will put memories in each head


where now live cruel lies that killed pure love?

what can replace words we never said


with truth you don’t want the burden of?

as nothing can raise the living dead,


neither will a hawk become a dove

what must take place before we who’re lost

are freed from the dark where we’ve been tossed?

the wars come to a stop

you’ll still come out on top

regarding who bosses and who’s bossed

but...is what you win really worth the cost?

we’ve been lovers, not fighters— 

not made to use swords,

our “arms” hug, can’t harm

but you, our lords

and masters of men

have more love for death

and the smell of blood

than for life’s breath

or a flower’s bud!

missing in action

are our hearts, never treasured

the loved and the loving we never measured,
wasted untasted—they’re gone with no word

leaving us sighing, crying... 

unheard!

Federal Meddling Atrocity

Federal Marriage Amendment - H.J. Res 56:

Marriage in the United States shall consist solely of the union of a man and a woman. 

Neither this Constitution, nor the constitution of any state, shall be construed to require 

that marriage or the legal incidents thereof be conferred upon any union other than the 

union of a man and a woman.
FMA’s the latest sure thing…

offers all government can bring

to needy citizens who’d thought

they already had all their votes bought

to keep them free from tyrants’ rule.

That’s what you figured?  You poor fool!


With FMA in force, you’ll see



rebirth of marriage…but only



for men and women, not all of those



who’d spit at God, His laws oppose,



by pairing up as A & As,



those sinful, lawless, same-sex gays!



Or, so the righteous Christians claim,

who make man’s laws in one god’s name,

to strengthen their own power base,

weaken the freedoms we embrace,

make all kneel to Bible and cross…

Christ’s win is Constitution’s loss!


Who made one group gods over all,



to say who stands and who must fall?



This republic, our motherland,



was formed for all, not just one brand



of zealots, bullies, would-be tsars,



who’d dishonor our flag’s proud stars!
What’s next for these divinities?

Much more personal perfidies!

We’ll be arrested, if we dare

divorce half of our enforced pair,

until divorce is made a crime…

which will happen, in jig time!


And then, the next Amendment’s words



will make Americans caged birds,



who’ll be observed all day and night,



to make sure all they do is ‘right’…



sex performed missionary style,



never, ever more versatile!
Soon after, none will be allowed

to stay single, unbound, unbowed.

And couples all must procreate

according to the approved rate

per “nucular” unit’s fair share,

2 kids each, a boy and girl pair!


Oh, FMA’s so good for life,



will make all of us man or wife,



whether or not we want to be,



so kids will have a family



and be raised as the Bible said…



at least, those who don’t end up dead!

FMA’s big glaring hole

is human’s lack of self-control

and, when forced to do something,

their worst nature will often spring

free of the laws and do great harm,

with fist, or a knife, or firearm!


Farfetched, you say?  Well check the facts…



marriage is no guarantee of pax…



murder, spousal abuse, incest,



go right along with all the rest



of what matrimony will bring…



despite acts of Congress or “king”!

Adam’s Rib Update:  Sick Humor Gone Wrong

Little as I like the way men are, the things they do, the horrors they bring upon us and damage they do, I have to admit I’m none too happy with the current version of womankind, either.  Watching them in action—such as it is—I’m far more frequently ashamed of being one than I am proud.  Like African-Americans, though, I must grant women the benefit of doubt, since without generations of being kept enslaved—in females’ case, millennia—they most likely wouldn’t be as they are today. Still......  

  
So many older wives I see interacting with their husbands have a cartoon-like quality.  Stereotype of stereotypes, I have to wonder which came first, cartoon or live caricature?  They’re my age, for crying out loud!  Why aren’t they thinking?  Why don’t they talk about important things?  What’s wrong with them, I scream silently, wishing I dared do it out loud and startle them out of their plodding stolidity.  How the devil do they do it?  Just sit there, hour after hour, day after day, doing absolutely zip!  This must be the vision of “retirement” society’s pitchmen sold them—and having bought it lock, stock and barrel, they’re damn well gonna do it and “enjoy it.”   Even if it bores them to death.  So they just quietly join their men in suspended animation.

   
If there’s such a thing as vacuity incarnate, then it is embodied in the American wife.  All ages qualify and I suppose Canadian inclusion would mandate a change to the “North American” wife.  A sweepingly, perhaps overbroad category, but necessarily so, even though some sub-sets are excluded, such as most of the professional-level working wives, due to their low-level wifing.  It’s that “career wife” in all her guises, who qualifies.  Though many hold down jobs of one sort or another, to keep groceries on the table or MC and VISA payments from getting too behind, these ladies all seem to have that bland nothingness hiding behind vacant faces.  Accents aside, even the voices have a sameness.  Like a second-grader reading aloud for the first time, the emphasis is on all the wrong words and the ups-and-downs are almost nursery-rhymish.

  
On that next-to-the-last point, may the gods help us but so many of TV and radio’s top news dispensers do that now too, that it may actually be a new strain of virus.  Can no one read or talk with expression—and accurately so—any more?  The problem is, no one really talks out loud much at all these days, what with TV and computers and so, when they do, it comes out all stilted and jerky, just like my poor, aging sedentary body does when I try to get up and walk.


Getting back to the women who aren’t there—conversational topics overheard run a mild gamut from relatives’ weddings ‘n marital muddles to Bingo winnings, current lotto jackpots and vacation plans.  Or detailed play-by-play accounts of past 2-weeks-worth of “not much happened,” depending on the time of year.  Not once did I hear a single word about Bosnia.  Not a hint that anyone knew what a Hutu or a Tutsi is—probably a guess on that would be some sort of oddball ballet costume.  No one spoke of the dire straits we’re in earth-wise.  None voiced compassion for endangered whales, elephants, healthy human babies or smoke-free teens.

  
In short, none of the countless women I studied closely, albeit in secret, was of this world.   Every one without exception, inhabited some unreal, detached place where “none of that” took place.  Or if it did, it didn’t matter, wasn’t allowed to affect the lives these people had created for themselves.  They appear to be only figments of their own imaginations!  The ones I’d test for any sign of vital signs, would look at me funny if I’d mention something globally vital, say something like “Oh well, we don’t pay any attention to all that.”  All that!  If I hear that stupid inane, un-living line one more time, I won’t be responsible for what I do to the nitwit who babbles it.  And smoke-free teens!  How can there ever be any, when most moms and grannies I see have the killing-things sticking out of their talk-a-lot-and-say-nothing mouths or dangling from fingers that simultaneously change the TV dial and tot up the lottery numbers?!

  
Nope.  Womankind today is a far cry from what it was way back when we were in charge of things.  Most of what “is” now, was done unto them, without their permission certainly, and yet I can’t help wishing there was at least a spark showing in these remnants, of what once were great and life-enhancing powers.  If only that spark is still there.  What a blaze we could kindle if we all stand together as we once did!  As hard as I look though, I find so very few sparks.  Only a little one here and there, do I detect among the ashes.  And often, as soon as it’s noticed, it will be poked back down out of sight- if not snuffed out for good.  Many just don’t want to bother being what they can be.  Too many.


Our time was simply too far back, I guess.  How hard it is to know something of what we were—and be able to guess much more—but to also know it’s too late to regain it.  To have to watch all that so sadly and horribly is, and know it didn’t have to be.  To know that if we’d been a little bit smarter or a lot stronger, or able to be somewhat “meaner,” we wouldn’t have had it taken from us.

  
I’m only able to feel pity for the women I see today, who’ve become vegetable matter and put their powers away for good.  For my sisters of long ago, I have respect and deep sorrow for what they lost.  For those like me with a spark still, I have nothing but regret that there aren’t enough of us to do any good.  Yet.
Then, there’s those stupidly…
Lewd, Skewed Priorities

“erectile dysfunction”

the latest euphemism

for “can’t get it up”

gets a billion-buck

TV blitz

 “warming lotion”

touted as the answer

to indifferent husbands’

waning attention toward

wives in heat

 “mature couples”

courting, cavorting

in kitchens, on the beach

old guy/young wife combo

in a cab

 “Bowflex” sets

other exercise gizmos

this supplement and that

make perfect bodies

bedtime musts

 “Viagra” and its clones

pushed like diet pills

all promote fun-fucking 

to be as necessary to life

as breathing

while the reason for “sex”

these animals’ young

are ignored, put last

not nearly as important as

“making love”!

[Pardon me, while I go pray to my porcelain god to give me the sexiest bod, the muskiest B.O., the most frequent, longest-lasting orgasms a living critter can manage… and keep the kids quiet and out of the way, while I do what I must, to stay alive, willya please!?]
Common Senses



blinded by your need of one, 

you fail to see you need another...



deafened by a Father’s silence,


you fail to hear a pleading Mother

so touched by the need of one,

you fail to feel the love you had...


tasting all that money bought


you fail to judge the good from bad

smelling fear’s rank scented breath,

you fail to savor what’s sweetly given...


common sense should tell you now,


that by others you’ve been driven 

what you’ve lost is so much more

than what you gained in all those years...


that you’d be blinded should you see,


by torrents of sad, too-late tears 

five senses we’re all provided with,

to see, hear, feel, to smell & taste...


five ways to know what’s going on,


five senses you let go to waste

a sixth is said to be there too,

in those whose sense of self is true...


you may feel lonely when I’m gone for good,


the child you once were would...


will you?

Misc. musings on men 'n wimmin:
In re "It Takes A Village":  once upon a time, in true African villages, the women cared for kids communally and the men provided for all—the too young and the too old, the too weak and the mothers did not go out in the bush to gather food!  kids were tended, watched over, loved by all—NOT HERE, HILARY!!! 

Way back when:  "love" was switched by males from between mothers and their offspring (which exists for the welfare of the offspring and the continuation of the species) to between male and female—at great loss to the welfare of offspring and the species—simply for reasons of control and power.  Elephants and whales still do it the old way, and it works!  Anyone see a lesson here? 

A man strutting around showing off his erection, is hilarious— ultimate proof of man’s inferiority, he has no control over his most important part!  Can’t do it mentally or physically.  It goes up when it wants, down when it’s done. It’s no proof of woman’s superiority, but it sure as hell negates his, don’t it?

Freud-fraud:  Forget any supposed women’s “penis-envy”—men are walking proof of “partum envy” when even many in their 20’s and most others, at some point, eat and drink themselves into growing the coveted breasts and bellies of a pregnant woman.  Ever driven to outdo us, some of their beer bellies’ girth exceeds that of a female uterus swollen with quints, in the 13th month.  So...show me all the women who’ve grown penises!

Before the Catholic Mass, wine was holy because we grew it, made it with the sun.  It celebrated our joy with the feeling it gave.  Wine and bread weren’t the body and blood of Jesus Christ, who wouldn’t be born for thousands of years yet, but of our Mother-Sun.  Grapes and grain were grown in Matera (means mother), the first agricultural community ever—in 12,000 B.C.!

It’s been said man is not native to this planet.  So…is woman? 

It’s not the ancient goddess-worship “religion” that we need to revive—but the collective memory of long-forgotten powers inherent in womankind (see poem, “Continuum”) that even the most primitive women once knew how to use—and some still do.  Envied by men, who hadn’t the equal strength of those powers, having only half the chromosomes that carry it, that jealousy caused them to deny its very existence in women and usurp the mantle of power from them. Complete control and domination of women was added to the equation, so as to never allow that power to regain its former might.

In this, men were woefully successful—until now.  Women, however, can “remember” together, though isolated from each other by man’s design.  By doing so, they can restore the rule of life men once reversed in their lust for power over all.  Their illicit dominion over our world has brought about its demise as surely as it had decimated mankind itself several times in the past, and as irreversibly as it has brought us close to the next cataclysmic end.  Woman alone can bring new life into a dead world...and it is almost time, I think.

Where’s the What?
“They’ve got things that dingle, dangle, dingle...as they go riding merrily along...”
When all else fails, men think they can fall back on biology.  He HAS to have sex whenever he wants to, because it's a “biological buildup” that has to be released or cause him pain, suffering and other strictly “physiological” consequences.  Women are made for this purpose, of course—look at the plug-in-socket construction, for crissakes!  All I can say is, “Where’s the POWER, dumbo—in the plug?”  Unh-unh.  The power’s inside the well-named “out-let,” guys.  With all those plugs just danglin’ there, and no power source to plug into, to “let out” the power, what would you all be?  Did I hear “powerless” whispered weakly, somewhere in the background?  Hm-mmm.

The fact that men (all male mammals) have nipples with no usable function proves man was made from woman, not vice versa!  Women do not have any male parts—claims that clitoris is an undeveloped penis are childishly false, ‘cause the penis is also the male’s urine duct and our clits ain’t!  And the penis delivers sperm and the clit is meant to do -0- but feel good!  Nat’l Geographic narrator re abortion and related topics (a woman, natch!):  “motherhood is costly...sperm is cheap!”
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Motherly Love:  Exercises in Futility


Each motherless child,

every childless mother...

I clutch you all to my ample breast

when war’s winds blow wild

and you have no other 

soft place for your head to rest.

Each poor butchered bone,

every eyeless socket...

I wash you all with my endless tears,

would happily loan 

what you need from my pocket,

but it’s been empty for years.

Each blackened tree limb,

every dying river...

I do what I can to restore your life 

but I can’t stop him..

“man,” that Indian-giver,

from putting you all to his knife.

Each love that ends,

every heart that’s broken..

I gather up in these mother’s arms

as my own heart rends

wishing words, just spoken,

could save you from his cruel charms.

Each of you dies

holding hands or alone...

I’m beaten down, 

my soul rage fills

when I hear your cries,

know no love of my own

can match man’s need for thrills...

so he kills...and he kills...

and he kills...

Chicken or Egg: Part I

I have to wonder

at the most “civilized”

of the planet’s nations

seeming to produce

the highest percentage 

of damaged minds.

Is it that America’s

way of life

leads to madness?

Or have the unhinged

fashioned an environment

best-suited to

self-propagation?

Chicken or Egg: Part II

“Cage and let the hens die,

so we won’t lose 

any at-risk eggs,”

say right-to-lifers who, 

with their next breath,

demand their right 

to shoot to kill 

in self-defense.

Guns are OK.

Abortions are not.

Women and hens are dispensable, guys…

just make sure you save all those could-be-rotten eggs!
He-Man:  She, Jane

[Intro to a proposed column for a women’s magazine]


"Real men" won't read this.  Forgone conclusion.  They won't read any of my stuff.  Why?  I'm a woman.  I don't hide the fact, though if I used a pen name like Curt Randall, or some other such manly handle, they'd actually be compelled to take in whatever I have to say.  Especially if the column or book sported a headshot of bronze-skinned, mustachioed masculinity.  It's stupid, but a fact of life.  The whole point of what I write is that we’re complete and utter fools to go on ignoring all kinds of "facts of life" while we tune in merrily to the fantasies we make of our lives.  No "real man" will "take that" from a woman.  They "don't have to!"


Not all of 'em will buy such a bill of goods from another guy either, but at least they'll read it first.  Now, you may wonder why I don't use a macho nom de plume to sucker the stubborn other sex into hearing what I have to offer.  The answer's simple.  A test question actually explains it best: why teach a trout to fish?  Or why teach a clam to think?  Why give car keys to a tree?  Why plug the computer into a potato?  All apply.  If any male members of our combined species can allow themselves to be so un-"manly" as to tackle my observations head-on, considering them to be no more "sexed" than the product of a working mind, more power to them.  And...welcome to the real world, men!


Why play symphonies to a rock; scratch an armadillo's back; put valuable tropical fish into an empty tank; describe the sunset to an earthworm; give speech lessons to army ants; or hand out condoms to high school boys?  Point?  Exercises in futility.  Counter-productive waste of useful material.  Screaming at the universe from the vacuum of space gets us nowhere.  Leaves us right where we were and with a sore throat, to boot.  Ears stopped up with their owners' fingers won't hear a thing down here on old terra firma, either.  As far as men not willing to expose themselves to important, if not vital, observations on life that happen to be made by a woman, can't say as I completely blame 'em.  After so much from Ladies Home Companion to Cosmo, compounded by "romance" writers' dreck, what can they expect?  Santayana?  Sartre?  Plato?  Betty Friedan sure didn't win the admiration of her counterparts in that closed-tight boys-only club of philosophers, did she?  Considering her topic du jour, it's no wonder!


The world our manly males throw us as a side-dish of scraps generated by the 17-course banquet they dish up for themselves, isn't fit swill for pigs, as few can argue successfully.  What they seem unable to grasp is that that their own fancy meal is poisoning them.  They're dying from lethal bacteria in the poorly cooked delicacies and from over-eating, at the same time.  Plus, they're choking to death from gobbling down too much, too fast, while still cramming all they can into their already-full mouths.  Too much is never enough.


So, why should I risk my own safety to give that life-saving hug, the Heimlich Maneuver, to this bunch of over-weight over-eaters who've kept me on a diet of rotten table-leavings all my life?  Do I owe them my ability to save their lives because I stayed alive on their castoffs anyway?  In spite of—not because of—their backhanded "generosity"?  It just doesn't make any sense at all to help your jailer put you back in the dungeon again, after you finally tunneled out.  That's what our male leaders did after WWI and they got WWII for their trouble.  Saving your oppressors so they can go on doing it, is just plain dumb.


It's time the not-so-dumb of us who remain—or who can emerge—got smart.  A little bit of freedom isn't any!  It's like pregnant.  Only "is" or "ain't" apply.  Not "partials."  The women who prefer to stay in their One Day to Live lives, where they never have to figure out what "Hutu" means, are of no use to us.  Neither are men of power, no matter how minor that power is.  Presidents, nor husbands with the right to veto, will ever want to see anything that challenges that "right."  They'll accept no ideas—no truths—that challenge their positions of power over others.  Why should they?  We must accept that.   We can walk right around it as if it's not there—if we realize that it's NOT, unless we allow it to be.  Once you refuse to recognize another's power over you, it has to disappear.  The physical trappings of slavery are chains.  The lack of freedom women have suffered under for so long was only mental.  Sure, laws and men's rules kept us from having some "things," but they can't ever keep anyone from being "free."  Only a jail cell or leash can do that.  Allow anyone any so-called "right" to have power over you, and they do.  Deny anyone that right and you will have freedom—if you want it.


The ideas & opinions I put here can possibly make some men's gender-blinded eyes see things—and all of us—as we really are.  What I propose can't be used against us by those who resist the unpleasant reality I hold up.  The worst that can happen is, it will be ridiculed or ignored.  So a natural selection of sorts will distribute these ideas to where they can do the most good.  Force never works on minds.  There has to be a willingness to be entered.  A welcome offered to any passers-by.  


Those who're "permeable" will take in whatever I turn loose.  The "pervious" will allow their thinking to be penetrated & perhaps opened up to new notions.  That's as it should be.  The closed can stay that way.  Breaking down their solid steel doors would do no good, anyway.  Force of all kinds got us in this mess.  I doubt any can get us out of it.  What can be freely shared, however, with those of you who will allow yourselves the freedom to reason, may just help some of us survive what comes next.  If it turns out to be the end for the rest, at least we'll have a head start on a good new beginning.  And if struggle on we all must, at least a few of us will see where we're really going.



Free Lunch

Loving, sad to say, is most often like offering




oneself to a hungry shark.

Those you love, while you’re helping them with this ‘n that,



help themselves to chunks of you—




tearing, ripping, chomping off pieces at random,




seeming not to notice your inability to regrow them




or to replace your life’s blood as




easily as you are fed upon.


Or—more likely—aware, but unmoved by your plight,




“Hey, I was hungry!” they’ll cry.


To the complaint department:




I’ve loved whenever I could, 



lost a lot more than I should,




but given a chance, 



“Hell yeah, I’d dance!”—




my dumb heart’s not made of wood!
armed & dangerous



if my arms could hold all my heart does

I would cuddle the world in a hug

every woman and child who huddles in fear

would be safe and warm and snug

if my arms were as wide as the oceans

I would open them to all the poor

each refugee family whose hope is gone

would be sheltered and feel secure

if my arms were as strong as my will is

I would gather up every newborn

all the unwanted babies who’d rather not live

would sleep happily there ‘til morn

if my arms had the power of nations’

I would use it to disarm all men

any weapon turned loose in anyone’s hand

would never be fired again

if my arms could stretch ‘round this planet

I would repair the damage man’s done

all the trees and seas, air tainted and spoiled

would recover, one by one

if my arms could hold all my heart does

I would heal all in my embrace

each hurt body or heart to feel my touch 

would wear a smile on its face 

I’d billions enfold

their sorrows untold

comfort through the night

keep all close to my heart

stop tears when they start

fix every wrong in sight

and make everyone all right

if my arms could just hold

all my heart does...

Running STOP Signs
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Over My Head in the Deep End 

tears of sorrow or tears of shame?

knowing there’ll be no tomorrow,

wondering who’s to blame;





tears of parting and tears of pain.





reconciled to one loss, then starting





to love all over again;

tears of pride, then tears of joy

when a daughter becomes a bride,

a son’s first child is a boy;





tears shed by me join tears shed for me





as torrents of water warm and briny





surge like seas, wild and stormy.

all in all, it’s a good thing my dears,

one can’t drown in one’s own tears,

for like that far off Dead Sea (I think),





the water’s simply too salty to let us sink!

Man-Hater?

Plus ça change, plus reste la même!  As that says in French, things do stay the same the more they seem to change, you know.  The following piece was written in February or March of 1996 and, except for the then current news items, I can't see any difference in what is going on in our world of today.  Other than perhaps way too much more of the same.  Come with me back to the early part of 1996 and see what I saw then:



I saw a water buffalo being eaten by a lion while trapped in a bog—the hungry predator 
starting at the poor, unwilling food source's tail end, so death wouldn't have come at all quickly.



I also saw scenes of the school where death did come quickly to 16 British 5-year-olds and 
their teacher—at the gun-blazing hands of a known sexual deviant whose favorites for at least 20 years 
(that they know of) were young boys.  His slaughtering of those tots came only five days after the 
Queen got a letter from him that she and her staff should have noticed was a signal of some horror 
soon to come. 



Then, in a run-of-the-mill daily news item, the rather blasé newscaster informs viewers that 
around 110 million land mines are still in place all over the world's current and former war zones— 
most located where people live and children play!



Next, a video clip of Itzhak Rabin's assassin in court, cracking jokes and a mouthful of 
chewing gum as he awaited his sentence.



The sports section featured the story of a healthy, attractive young man's lifelong dream/goal 
to make it into the highly combative bloody sport of ice hockey that ended after only 11 seconds of 
play in his first college game in the glory-gaining "big time," which left him paralyzed from the neck 
down...for life.



Interspersed between these enlightening peeks into our world's state of being, commercials 
informed me that "Predators and Their Prey" is being "aired again, by popular demand" on Discovery 
Channel and "100 Years of War" with its 16 video tapes full of destruction and death, is selling like 
hotcakes!

There are some who, after reading my work, tell me I must hate men—but do these judges of my inner spirit also suppose I hate the lions who ate—while still alive—a helpless buffalo?  Can they assume I hate every beautiful wild animal and sea creature who eats another?  No.  If they do, they're wrong!  I love each for its beauty and have only an incurable sadness about a stately marabou stork gobbling up tiny baby birds, one after the other, right out of their nests, then downing their parents on the wing as they rush to save their young from his hunger.  How can I hate the products of some unknown creator's design for merely acting as they were made to—for just fulfilling their role in nature's web?  No, I can't hate them for being what they are any more than I can hate all men collectively for most of them acting as they were made.


But I can and DO, however, hate with unbridled passion whatever creative power fashioned so much beauty into a "natural" panorama of non-stop death and destruction just to satisfy some undeniably evil appetite for blood and suffering.  As that lion who took the first bite of a trapped and terrified meal was not flawed, but perfectly enacting his role, so too is the predatory, war-making, blood-sport-loving man.  Those who have studied the human race and consider its rapists, murderers, torturers, genocidists, enslavers and other brutes to be flawed exceptions of mankind are wrong.  Look at the true numbers (if you dare look into the hearts, minds, hidden corners of all) and you will find that it is only the very few who do not fit into a pattern of aggression and violence.  These are the flawed ones—not "men" as men must have been meant to be by their maker.


So...me a man-hater?   Me, who fell in love for the first time at only fourteen—and loved truly and well, several times in the next 40 years?  That's not to say there aren't a couple in that lineup I could despise for the damage they did to my children, who hadn't the ability to recover, as I seem to have.  Aside from this very personal (and well-earned) enmity though, "hate" is not the right word to describe my feelings toward men in general, as well as all the women who've accepted them that way.   


What do I feel?  Contempt?  Disgust?  Distrust and a self-protectively prudent suspicion?  Anger?  Exasperation perhaps above all—even a touch of pity.  Hatred, raw and pure and as all-consuming as our mother earth's own core, also blazes away in my center, to be sure.  But I don't waste it on the pawns in this chess game that's been set up with our lives—it's reserved for the players themselves.  But who are they?  Maybe some warped, creative entity is playing a solitary game—moving both sides in a can't-lose tournament from which we can never withdraw.  Whether Good and Evil in a never-ending championship playoff, or Evil alone at its favorite pastime, there's where my hate finds a home. 


It would be so much easier to just hate men.  I could fight them and battle against what they do, rally my forces to end what's been so long-established that it all seems "natural."  They, like us, can be killed, subjugated, enslaved—controlled—in time.  What made them, and whatever we were in the far away beginning, can't be, I think.  Sci-fi aside, computers can't control their creators—nor can we.  I'd hate men if it would do any good.   But it won't, will it?
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Open Wounds
Sweet mother earth, I know how you feel...

pummeled by fist, stomped on by heel,

bitten by those you once suckled and fed,

turned on by all whose lives you had bred...

used and abused, they then cursed you as well,

when the home you provided turned into a Hell

not fit for the living nor grave for the dead.

Destroyers all, they accuse you instead!

On a small scale, I’ve known much the same...

given my all, gotten the blame,

sneered at for staying while those I loved left,

punished for trying, finally bereft...

bruised and accused, they then cursed me like you

when the love I provided lost its value
without all the dollars and gold others had.

Betrayers all, they denounced me as “bad”!
Sweet mother earth, I know how it feels...

shedding sad tears, hearing their spiels,

knowing that those we once nurtured and raised

have nothing left of the values we praised...

using, abusing, their greedy hearts cold,

though the place we provided had riches untold

with comforts and pleasures enough for each one.

Beloved all, they now leave us undone.

Sweet mother earth, I know how you feel...

and though neither of us will ever heal...

giving in’s never been part of our deal. 






love ‘n hugs,  








maia
Mother Nature’s Balancing Act

First mad cows and now bird flu

when will they learn the evil men do

lives after them,

their bones interred with their victims, who

they boil, broil, bake, and barbeque?

No good comes from killing things

that live like them, though having wings

or hooves and horns

or fins and such, but from mother springs,

as do they all, from slaves to kings.

Something eating of its own,

slaying the children that it’s grown,

to dine on their

flesh, use their skin, feathers, fur and bone,

one day may find itself all alone.
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What Part of "NO!" Do You NOT Understand?
"a . bor . tion:  induced termination of pregnancy before the fetus is capable of survival as an individual"


The issue is not "saving" lives not yet begun, but one of "controlling" lives already in progress—the lives of the only ones of us who were given the right to make these decisions.  It is within the bodies of women that babies are conceived.  Or not.  Brought to term and born.  Or not.  It is not within the collective, alterable minds of men—or women—controlled by religions' or politics' need to control, that these things take place but inside each, individual pregnant woman's body.   A body that only she has any right to control!  How can anyone, for any reason, believe that a man-made law should be able to invade the nature-made body of another?  Were these bodies God-made, as many claim, the sin of interfering with the way He made them is all the greater.  Would anyone today dare propose laws to restrict women in their choice of who they have sex with?  If abortion laws are passed, why not force all child-bearing-aged women do all that's possible to bear a child every time she has sex?  Or be committing a crime for "killing" her monthly egg?  Ditto for anyone using condoms, spermicide, diaphragms, BC pills and such.  Cloning's too damn close for comfort and you're still hung up on abortion?!


Think about passing a law to prevent men from jacking off.  Or to not let a man decide for himself, how he wants to "spill his seed" or who he wants to spill it into and when.  What if a law said no guy could fornicate with any woman who would not conceive and bear a child, as the result of his using his life-igniting material?  The principle is the same, even if the process differs somewhat.  No one human or group of humans has any right to control the bodily functions of another!  That's as plain and simple as it gets.  Oh, the group—society—may make itself a case for controlling the actions of one being in regard to others, such as in killing, beating, raping for instance.  That's reasonable in light of humans' need to protect themselves from each other's darker side.  But, regardless of any possible negative consequences to society, or the needs of the group, who would propose regulating by law a man's shaving?  Or anyone's other and even more "natural" body functions?  A law to keep a fat man from eating?  Another to force a bulimic girl to eat more—and shit less?  One to deny a husband with serious heart disease the right to have sex with his wife (or mistress)?  All those laws would "save" lives, too.  Why then, do we not enact them?  It's simple.
BECAUSE WE HAVE NO RIGHT TO INTRUDE IN PEOPLE'S PRIVATE LIVES!


Then, why is it thought to be OK to force a woman to do or to not do things with her body, but not a man?  A woman is arrested and charged with a crime if she chooses to accept payment for what she willingly does with her bodily parts—and almost always, the men involved in the transactions aren't.  Who gives anyone the right to stop people from doing what only affects them and no one else?  People controlled by various religious laws, that's who!   They impose some religion’s do's and don'ts upon all of us, in a country that started out specifically separating church from state, knowing all too well, the danger to individual freedom such a coalition poses.  Many of them came here and founded our country just to get away from that brand of enslavement.  Today, some seek to re-impose it—in much worse fashion!


Those who propose enacting abortion laws—or any law dictating to a woman how she can use her own body—are reverting to the "women are disposable chattel" concepts of ages thankfully long past.  We must not let them!  We must not let religious concepts become laws that enslave half our population.  The big half!  In the "good ol' days" women often died in childbirth, even when attended by decent physicians.  Why?  If the truth were admitted, probably because more attention was paid by the doctors to "saving" the baby than saving the mom.  Mothers—women, wives—were easy to replace.  And usually were, speedily.  The bereaved husband could, with little trouble, find a replacement to mother his motherless offspring.  And produce more.  A second—even a third—wife dying in labor was way too common for comfort, back then.


We must not allow those dark times for women to be resurrected.  Women must not allow themselves to be re-designated "disposable"—second in importance to the life only they are capable of producing!  Doesn't even make sense, practically speaking.  After all, what factory owner would jeopardize the future of his entire factory operation for the sake of just one of his products?  Well, that's exactly what this nation will be doing if any type of law is passed to control women's rights to their own bodies.  But with one glaring exception— no one owns our "factories" but each one of our selves.  Take it to the next step, for a real horror-flick scenario:  

Suppose a law is passed to regulate abortion.  

It's illegal to abort such & such a fetus under such and such conditions, time-frame, whatever.  

A woman chooses not to carry a gestating life inside her to term (her reasons don't matter). 

She arranges for an abortion.  

She's finked on...and what?  

Is she arrested?  Is she—pregnant—tried, convicted and jailed?  

Is she forcibly confined until her time of confinement?  

Is she to be then forcibly delivered of a child she was forced by law to carry and give birth to?  

Who's responsible for the child's life—the enforced mom?  The "father" (if he's around)?  The court?  
What happens when there's one of those unforeseen hitches and the court-appointed and supervised doctor can only save one life—
either the woman's or a baby she was forced to have? 

Is she to be "killed" by law, to "save" a child that wouldn't 
have been born if she hadn't been forced to have it? Guess!    


I get chills just thinking about all the "what comes next"s that no one else seems to be paying attention to.  We'll be right back where we started.  Disposable.   Chattel.  Slaves to the men who impregnate us and second—last—in importance, are our lives.  "Men, women and children" is the usual order, isn't it?  Well, "men, children and women" is how it goes, in real life.  And that's as bass-ackwards as anything can be, 'cause in life's cycle, it's "women, kids...and men."  In the equation of life, men are the least necessary factor!  Just think.  There's enough viable sperm in storage banks right now, for us to erase every single living man from this planet and still maintain the human race.  Boy children we raised could then see women as something more than disposable fun-zones and baby factories at the mercy of male impregnators, male and female lawmakers...and male gods.

The women who misguidedly and shortsightedly back the back-to-the-Dark-Ages "right to life" movement are kind of tossing out the baby with the bathwater.  They have been led to believe in a male god-figure's male-interpreted order to sanctify all life as extending even to "life" not capable of being born yet.  And with total disregard for the only "life" that was given control over the one to come, by virtue of her own already-functioning body.  So in this instance, they're tossing out the dirty water and even the tub—while the baby's still in it.  To carry an obscene absurdity to its logical cause/ effect source, why don't these right-to-life proponents advocate no-sex-without-babies laws and strike right at the heart of "life" as they see it?  And as the Bibles, Torahs and such they're following, order!  If abortion is made illegal in any circumstance, so should having sex be.  Intercourse, which was custom-designed for procreation, should then be illegal unless procreation is its indulgers' intent.  Why not same sauce for goose and gander?  If aborting her body's contents is to be a crime, or allowed to be prevented in any way by society, then a woman's impregnator must be held accountable for causing an unwanted pregnancy in the first place.  Or stopped from indulging in any act that might cause it.  Why not?  It still takes two, dammit! 


Why stop at only the "product" of an unwanted pregnancy, which is a pregnant woman?  Why not punish both ends of the cycle?  Why is only one would-be "waster" of that life punished by curtailing her freedom and enslaving her very body, and not the other—the cause, the igniter of that unwanted new life?  No one wants to look at the answer to these questions since no one wants to consider the obvious consequences, if fair and equilateral judgments were to be made.  Imagine a man who caused an un-wanted pregnancy being judged guilty of bringing about the need for an abortion—which is every woman's personal right to not bear a child.  À la Arnie's "Junior," what if the guy were forced to carry the transferred fetus to term instead of the woman (it's really feasible!)?  How many male legislators or male judges, preachers, rabbis, priests and such would demand THAT means of preserving life "at all costs"?  The issue would be dropped like a handful of live lava, faster ‘n you can say "right to life," fellas! 


When the boys submit to laws telling them where they can put their peckers and when and how—and telling them when they can't—then they can talk to us about abortion.  Till then, they'd better keep their lips—and their flies—zipped tight, or they might find they've painted themselves into a corner they can't get out of.  Silly women who think others' right to choose should take a back seat to what some religions' control-factor laws say is a right to life, better picture themselves p.g. under what to them, would be unbearable circumstances, locked up and maybe even forced to give up their own life to give birth!  Even if they think they'd gladly sacrifice their own life for the iffy life-to-be, none of them have any right at all to make that decision for another person who is already fully alive.


You just can't have it both ways!  Either all of us humans—men and women—are individuals, entitled to an inalienable right of personal freedom like the Constitution says or we're all slaves of any who care to assume power over us for any reason of their own.  Which is it to be?  The question of who can allow abortion is the single most vital issue in our country today.  Upon it rests the entire concept of freedom vs. slavery.  If the women of America allow their most intimate, most fundamental function to be ruled by others, then we might just as well lie down, spread our legs and try to "enjoy" being raped.  When our rights to our selves, our very lives' form and nature, are curtailed, then our spirits—our souls—are raped.  Forced to take part in acts we do not willingly choose, whether it be intercourse or childbirth, we are being raped! 


If no man would similarly submit to such a violation of his sacred "manhood", why on this should-be-sacred earth should any woman submit to the violation of her equally sacred "womanhood"?  Men:  unless you're invited in—get out of our bodies!  Women:  stop inviting your body's and your soul's rape, by allowing anyone to think for even a minute, that what you do with that body is anyone's business but your own!  Nature (God, if you like) gave you the ability to nurture or to expel a new life within you.  It is your right alone.  No one else—man or woman—can tell you when to do one or the other.  The only "right to life" that is at issue here, is each woman's right to direct her own life.  Each woman was born with the biological freedom to make her own choices regarding any life her body creates.  How dare anyone interfere!? 


Past normal childbearing age myself, I did more than my share of it, having had seven.  As a woman however, I'll fight to the death any who dare grab the mantle of whatever god they worship and try to impose slavery upon my six daughters, my daughter-in-law, my ever-growing number of granddaughters—or any of my sisters in wombankind.  I advocate removing from office any who'd pass such laws and the censure of any government supporting such a plan.  Were enough of my kind to join me, I'd encourage them to remove from power—by force, if we had to—any who wish to have that kind of power over us.  Long ago, this nation was divided and a war fought, ostensibly over the issue of slavery, though we who can face reality, know it was really only economics.  It's enough though, that slavery's end was an outcome.  In truth, only black male slaves were freed.  Black, white and other color womenfolk were still owned outright for a good long time afterward.  And despite advances since, we may be "free" today, but still have little true "freedom"!


Rather than see all women made to live under the judicial axe of a "selective" kind of slavery that abortion laws would bring about, I would raise a battle cry and do my utmost to bring down those who're so diligently forging our shackles.  I would do all in my power to incite a civil war to end all civil wars.  A war to be won without guns or cannon.  A war with no piles of dead bodies and hordes of the maimed.  Without bombs at clinics.  A war that we women can wage with the very parts of ourselves that you right-to-life-pushers would like to see under your control.  We still do control our bodies, despite many men's refusal to accept our right to do so.  We can still say "No!" without being criminals—"no" at least, to what causes unwanted pregnancies.  There are laws that make rape a crime, aren't there?  Well, just picture six months of American men doing without any sexual contact with "their" women.  A lot of them, anyway.  Refused by all the ones who will hear what I say and realize how desperate a spot we're in, at least.  That should be plenty.  Enough to do the trick.  


How long do you suppose it would take before men give up attempts to impose abortion or any other controlling laws on women, that aren't equally as restrictive to men?  Probably not too long.  How long would they be "able" to go without sex?  How many women, not at first caught up in the revolt, would soon see they can get away with it, too, while so many others are—and join right in?  As the "needs" of the refused men got stronger, the longer they had to go "unserviced," demands on gals who were still "doing it" would become greater and greater, leading many "doers" to "don't", thus leaving fewer and fewer doers, and so on.  Snowball down a steep, bare hill, kids.  Piece of cake for us little women, boys!


Thinking a little further about the overall state of women's—and their children's—lives in these United States and elsewhere, I just might go ahead and start things up right now, anyway.  Why wait till an evil law's ready to be shoved down our throats and up into our privatest parts, before calling the sisterhood to arms?  Or, more appropriately, "out of arms"—men's, that is.  "Preemptive strike" is what those kill-happy military-male minds like to call it.  A "strike" is sure what it would be.  Anyone remember the movie, "Never On Sunday"?  The more I think about it, the more I'm thinking "now" is always better than "never"—almost always better than "later."

What you have just read might just be the first shot fired in what will be a shooting-less war.  The only weapons deployed will be those uniquely indefensible ones men carry in such a ridiculously, dangerously exposed position.  And they'll end up shooting blanks, if my hunch is right.  You see, I think there's all kinds of women all around the place—north, south, east, west, rich, poor, young, old, whatever—who've finally had just about enough of all this nonsense.  And I think just maybe, they'll fight it to a standstill with the best weapon of all.  Their womanhood.  Or, better yet, the refusal to share their womanhood with those who want to control it in any way, shape or form.  Gals, you'll hear from me again.  Soon.


Gentle(?)men...start your engines, as they say at Le Mans and Monaco. The race is on.  I never bet, except on a sure thing, and I'm betting the natural powers of women will best the usurped and misused powers of men in this contest.  Is it coincidence we are called the human "race"?  No coincidences, no accidents.  Just Fate. Destiny.  It's time to test our powers of self-control against your need to control others.  I think a woman's destiny is built into her natural entity—each single egg can reproduce.  And now, we know we they can do it even without being fertilized!  A man's destiny may rest in his entity, also—and it wastes billions or trillions more sperm than is ever needed.  Who is truly disposable?  Who needs to be controlled?  Who needs to be forced to revere life and delights in finding more and more ways and reasons to end it?  Can this off-course ship of life ever be brought about?  Well, we'll see.


We'll see...what we can see.  "Oh, say can we see..."?  What do we see in this "...land of the 'free' and the home of the 'brave'"?  We see "free" men but only semi-free women!  We see "brave" defenders of our nation's flag, who out of cowardice, want to keep its women bound by laws those brave men would never let themselves submit to!  What we see is hypocrisy run rampant.  What we see is millennia of wrongs that must finally be righted.  Even the dawn's early light is enough to see clearly what needs most to be done.  Women do not need the rockets' red glare of death and destruction brought upon others of our humankind by which to see.  Through our tears, we can even see without distortion.  What we see, we can believe.  What we feel, we can trust.  What we were born to do freely, we can reclaim our right to—just by not doing it for a while.  IT WILL ALWAYS BE OUR CHOICE AND NO OTHERS'!  


Anyone has a problem with that, go complain to your own particular male god.  Or whatever else made us all.  See where that'll get you. But till He or She or It changes things around, each woman owns the only key there is to her "right to life."  So, drop all your locks, chains, collars and legal chastity belts, 'cause we won't let you put them back on.  We won't go quietly back into slavery—'cause you good ol' boys soon won't own any part of us "little" women any more.  And never will again.
Ladies, are you ready?  Freedom's right over here.  You don't have to follow me—we can each find our own trail, or walk there together. It's YOUR body.  YOUR choice.

Dare to Live Right!

Dare to say, "NO!"  Not just to you or your kids using drugs, drinking, smoking, riding in cars with drunks, but to all WRONG things.  What are "wrong" things and how can you tell?  It's not hard at all.  It's easy.  Simple as breathing.  Anything that's not GOOD is a wrong thing.  You are the only judge.  But, no lying allowed.  "There are two sides to every issue:  one side is right and the other is wrong but the middle is always evil," a wise philosopher once wrote.  Ayn Rand knew that the middle is where we lie to ourselves.  Where we tell ourselves we're not hurting anybody by doing something we know isn't a totally good thing.  Being just a little bit bad can't ever be considered being good.  Being mostly good, if you still do any bad things is still being bad.


Smoking is a WRONG thing:  it makes others suffer when you do it.  It kills.  No two ways about that.  Booze in any form is a WRONG thing:  wine, beer or hard stuff, it all causes suffering and death all over the place.  From the personal pain of a hangover, to families torn apart, babies banged to death in drunken rages and lives smashed by drunken drivers, no lasting good whatsoever comes from anything with alcohol in it—when it's swallowed.  All violent forms of "entertainment" are wrong things.  Ask the family of a subway ticket seller set on fire in his booth what they think's good about hit movies like "Money Train" where the actors did that very same awful thing.  It took that poor real man six months to die!  What do Roadrunner and Sylvester and Bugs teach our kids?  Nothing but 1,001 ways to torture, kill, maim, and laugh about it!  Video and computer "games"?  More and technologically more exotic and effective ways of killing, maiming, etc., without guilt.


Football?  Soccer?  Hockey?  Kids suited up right after their diapers come off, wear safety gear so they can hurt each other as much as possible and hopefully, live through it.  Learn any values there, besides kick, knee and gouge the other guy first?  Team spirit?  Sure—wipe out all the other guys first!  Make sure we/you win.  Which means someone else has to lose.  What is it but war?!  Loving moms and dads who'd fight like heck to keep Junior or Sis from becoming war dead can't wait to get them onto a playing field or court where they do the exact same thing as on any other real battlefield.  Wear uniforms and "beat" someone.


Dare to say, "NO!"  Dare to stop watching those "games" for the same reason you quickly change channels, go get a snack or just turn away when stacks of dead African, Serb and Croatian bodies show up on your TV screen.  Dare to recognize your own outright lie when you sputter, "But it's different!"  It's NOT, and you know it.  Dare to know it.  Be daring enough to figure out how much of your life and your livelihood you spend on the suffering, torture and horribly cruel deaths of other living beings.  Real or make believe.  Add it up.  How many movies have you gone to that had any violence to a fellow human or a fellow animal in it?  How much of your life's time and money was spent on them?  Do the same with TV—from cartoons to movies to ball games, hunting and fishing specials, races, cops-at-work and thriller series.  Add in the cost of cable/satellite service, etc.  And how many toy versions of killing and hurting things have you played with and bought for others to "play" with?


Add all the time and money spent on any form of booze and cigarettes, gambling or other "harmless" things that your doing keeps going, that contributes directly to all the harm they cause others.  Look at all you do in your life and all you've done since birth and you'll find even more wrong stuff to add to the list.  Add it all up and, guess what?  Had you said, "NO!" to all those un-GOOD things all your life so far, you'd have one whole heck of a lot more than you do now, wouldn't you?


Well, unless you're 98 years old and on your way out as you read this, it's not too late to start.  Why not start spending your money and what life you have left to live, on "right" things?  Un-hurtful to anyone and anything things.   Things that only make good stuff happen, not pay for or cause bad stuff.  Afraid you may be bored to death if you give up death, destruction, mayhem and bodily damage of all sorts?  No way, Jose!  You'll find out how much you've been missing, is all.  Just explaining to your friends and curious others why you chose to lead an other-way of life will fill some of your spare time.  Beating down all their arguments with your basic, bottom-line rightness rationale can be lots of fun.  Better than a Bruce Willis or Jean Claude Van Damme epic, and could be just as explosive!  Figuratively speaking, of course.  Coming to blows over this would be against the main goal, wouldn't it?


Wondering what you can do with your kids, friends and loved ones, if you rule out all entertainment-cum-killing substitutes?  Try making more things together.  Play around with "stuff".  Let the kids take things apart—instead of other kids—and figure out how they work.  Build a swing set.  Make up new games, ones without smashing, crashing and crunches.  Turn cartoon/TV time into book time.  Radical idea!  Read?  Why not?  Sew, cook, build, plant.  All things you can enjoy more when you do them together.  Try 'em.  They're great fun, harmless to others, satisfying to the soul and they leave you with something tangible.  Compared to a bottle of wine, six-pack of Bud, the Super Bowl or hours' worth of soaps or death screams on screen, the return on your investment of time, energy and money is enormous.


You'll be surprised to find there's some pretty neat movies and TV shows that don't depend on crimes against nature, our fellow man or fellow creatures for a good story.  Who of you think the ancient Romans' favorite entertainment was "moral" or "harmless"?   Who'd have volunteered your sons for gladiator school?  Yet you can't wait for them to get out on the football or soccer field.  Look at all the blood-hungry crowds in any Hollywood historical spectacular, compare them with a World Cup Match's—or your school's home-coming game crowd when the other team has the ball and there's only a few seconds left to grab victory from the jaws of defeat.  The voices and faces are the same..."Kill 'em!"  Fans rejoice when the "enemy's" finest "gladiator" is beaten into the ground.  Good, clean fun?  Or just simulated (often all too-real) punishment and death for the entertainment of those who merely love to watch?


Dare to be different in a way that can make the human race be the most it can be, not the least.  Dare to rise above the lowest aspects of our nature.  Enjoy instead, the loftiest.  Dare to turn your back on all that is wrong with us and dare to be RIGHT!  What can you lose?  Whether life's a game or not, wouldn't it be smart to be on the "right" side for a change?  

The Ginseng Gang

Average age, 67 or 8

they amble along, gaits sedate,

two by two like Noah’s crowd...

singles are, it seems, not quite allowed.

What happens to all the other halves left

when partners “went south” leaving them bereft?

They sure don’t stay out on the open road

where none but I’ve always soloed.

In RV parks’ and campgrounds’ sites

all those I see are at the heights

of their careers as living things

but wasting the boons that living long brings.

Instead of playing pinochle or gin

all day long, day out, day in,

they could be using all they learned...a lot...

and giving back something  for what they got.

But no, they vegetate, let themselves grow old

while all around them, our  world grows cold,

kids go hungry, wars are fought, blood’s spilled...

our “elders” by  their own webs, caught...& stilled.

Why bother living longer, having more time?

There seems to be no reason, no rhyme

why no one bothers to share or give

just a little of that extra they’re lucky to live.

Long ago our elders didn’t rest

just ‘cause with longevity they were blest...

it didn’t give them the right to quit

when wisdom-wise they’re the most fit.

The older, the better in knowing what

windows to open, what doors to shut,

they made life work in rightful ways...

right up until their final days.

They didn’t go off on vacation trips

that only end when the “Reaper” rips

away their last chance to do some good...

as if they care...as if they would!

Retirement means, these seem to think,

just time to sit & eat & drink...

not a bonus with which they might

help our threatened world overcome its plight.

How can I get them to change their ways, 

show them how better they can end their days

by paying back some measure of 

what they were given with Our Mother’s love?

They could teach the youngest how to read,

help the helpless, plant a seed

of knowledge where none might grow...

that is, if our elders decided to show

that the older they grew...

they became that much wiser, too

 [Dedicated to the elders of earth’s indigenous peoples who do use every drop of life 



allotted to them.]
get your t-shirts here!

mother, wife,

mate not quite for life,

lover under cover,

or in plain sight...

been there, done that

might’ve done more,

for all I cried...

suicide?

yeah, tried that, too

a time or few

(not always meant), 

sent back to rack up

more time in stir...

a fur-lined, gold-plated

well-fed hell

most would sell

their first-born for

earlier years well-awash 

in tears,

fears for self

and offspring’s

safe passage through

new trials and old...

not bold at first when

stuff was worst,

then, too brave to save

face, so

black-eye-graced...

kids’ wet beds,

chewed hair, nightmares...

therapy?

you’re kidding me!

once we’d got away, 

no child support

or one thin dime

chimed in

to pay the fees

welfare checks paid less

than sex with friendly

menemies

off my knees now,

since litter’s grown...

sewn up the hurts...here, take the shirts! 

PART III:  HOME BEFORE DARK
[image: image25.png]



To Go Anywhere...You Can’t Stay Where You Are
Ingrates



we were healthy once—
we lived in the sun

and drank the rain,

earth fed us sweet corn

and golden grain,

fruit from her vines

and each burgeoning tree—
but never can we 

go back again

to when 

we and our home were well—
we’ve turned Paradise into Hell.

we were wealthy once—
we possessed pure souls 

and loving hearts, 

life led us to fair,

far distant parts,

rich, fertile fields

and the primeval sea—
but poor now are we

who’ve sullied this

and miss

what was ours before—
we’ve turned nurturer into whore.

she is stealthy now—
she hides what is left

and gives us none

for she is bereft

of all we “won,”

found, stole, destroyed 

on her maternal breast—
so, to save the rest,

she’ll be discreet,

secrete

what’s left, a grim war wage—
we’ve turned earth’s mother love into rage.

Get Mad...and Get Even!

People don't get angry enough often enough—or at all—at the right wrong things.  They never did.  Sadly, they probably never will.  And that's why so much is so wrong in this world we've made.  "It's no use getting' mad" or "Being angry doesn't do any good" are phrases everyone tosses around just so they can have something to hang onto besides the truth.  The truth that, without anger wrongs never, ever get righted and wrongful behavior will continue to plague mankind in general, as well as each one of us in various personal ways. Someone's beating up on you—you want him to stop, he wants to go on pounding you to a pulp.  What will stop him from killing you?  A nice, calm, friendly, "Pretty, please?" or getting angry—either at him for attacking you or at yourself for letting him?  Angry enough to fight back.  Angry enough to want to live, despite his wanting you dead.


Most people stupidly fear anger in others or in themselves, even though as one great human said, "The only thing we have to fear is fear itself."  That is truth distilled.  Purified and condensed into the very essence of simplicity.  Fear and anger go together, in a way.  A negative sort of way, for fear can cancel out anger—while just a spark of anger, stoked and fanned into flame, is capable of overcoming the strongest, most paralyzing of fears.  Just as a mother protecting her children from attack fears all and yet nothing—as her anger at whatever dares to harm her young will surge to ignite a level of action far more compelling than any fear that might otherwise immobilize her.  Without anger, we are all victims!  Victims of whatever and whomever we are afraid of.


Ask any medical professional who works with the terminally ill or fatally injured.  They'll agree that one emotion alone can keep a dying human alive.  Not fear, which leads to panic and so to an even quicker death.  Nor love, which sends the sinking one toward despair, depression, death.  Certainly not anything mild like pleasure or pity for loved ones.  No...only anger will set loose the adrenalin and other chemicals the brain has in its arsenal of defense weapons.  Anger at dying.  Anger at being killed.  Anger at death, itself!


So...anger, which can stop even death, cannot by any stretch of the imagination be considered always a "bad" thing, can it?   There is sense in us "getting' mad."   Being angry does do good.  "Good" anger is the only thing that can counter "bad" anger.  No bully will be deterred by pleas for peace.  Any force can only be negated by an equal force—an established law of the universe.  A magnet can't be dislodged by just asking it nicely to let go, any more than a Gila monster's or a bulldog's gripping teeth can.  Force of greater strength must be exerted against the holding force or NO CHANGE WILL TAKE PLACE.


The same holds true for good and evil.  And only anger, rage— wrath of the good directed at the bad—is an equally strong, at best hopefully can be a stronger power capable of defeating all the "wrong" in our world.  But because religions and governments (both of which control by fear of badness) have instilled and maintain this "anger's a bad thing" aversion in us, the bad will always win. "Good" sad to say, is just too gol-darned good for its own good.  And that really ticks me off!  Anyone else???  

Now, here’s something that makes me really mad…
War of the Words: “Molest!  Molest!”

In re “mo.lest” vs. “rape” the usurpers of this great land still speak with forked tongues, a habit their first unfortunate victims have experienced ever since meeting them.  Having both passively and actively raped the land—plus many of its resident women and children—the descendants of those who wielded that Manifest Destiny, along with many later-comers, today still commit the same outrage upon the most precious resource of all, our children.  Their OWN children!  White, black, any shade; Republicans’ or Democrats’; Catholics’, Buddhists’, Baptists’ and Muslims’; from politically correct nuclear families or single welfare moms’, American children are being raped at such a horrifyingly high rate that no one has guts enough to calculate it honestly.


Nor does anyone in power of officialdom or the media have guts enough to call it what every victim knows it is.  It is R-A-P-E, not “molestation,” that way-too-mild, toothless, easier-to-shrug-off euphemism for daddies’, pastors’, teachers’, neighbors’ & strangers’ vicious, forcible, painful sexual penetration of tender young bodies.  Not “abuse” either, though it’s sure an abuse of power an adult has over a child. “The South Bay Molester” was such a monster.  He made the news when four 6-to-10-yr-olds were kidnapped and raped, by something the southern California newscaster daintily called a “serial child molester” who was then quickly given a catchy nickname, so obligatory to major crime.  


But check out this major difference.  “Butcher of Treblinka,” “Jack the Ripper,” “The Boston Strangler” and “The Zodiac Killer” are just a few other media nicknames.  Now, how does “molester” hit you, compared to “butcher,” “ripper,” “strangler” and “killer”?  Which act would you choose to be a victim of on the basis of those words alone? It’s “just a matter of semantics” all the blame-dodgers claim.  Oh, yeah!?  NOT to the 6-year-old whose vagina is so brutally torn and whose uterus and soul are so bruised, that she’ll never enjoy making love as a woman, nor have the babies she may want if she does anyway...if her too-”loving” daddy lets her live that long.  And NOT to a young boy whose anal regions are so badly scarred from years of use by Daddy and Grampa, that he’ll need major surgery as an adult, not to mention feel “different” for the rest of his life which, more likely than not, will end early in suicide because HE feels guilty!  


The word defines the act—and the crime—and in America both need to be ignored by a public so guilt-ridden by its own complicity that they have to pretend it’s something less than the horror each victim knows it is.  No one would dare try calling a woman’s forcible rape just “being molested” nor her rapist merely a “molester” these days, would they?  At least they wouldn’t get away with it if they did, as women’s groups, advocates and other victims come down on the down-players of those act like a ton of bricks.  That’s fine for the women finally, but...who’ll speak for the children, goddammit?!


I’m not anyone the all-important “public” and powerful public figures will ever listen to or even hear, for blank-sakes, but I shout as loud as I can on behalf of those poor, innocent torn-up bodies and souls all over the place.  There is a way that catch-all word can be used properly:  America is a nation of “child molesters.”  ‘Cause “molest” means to “harass, interfere with, annoy and inconvenience,” to “vex.”  Allowing what is done to them to be done to them, then letting the doing be painted pastel pink rather than the bloody deep, crimson red it is to those raped children, is as vexing as it gets.  To “harass” is to “disturb or irritate persistently” to “wear out, exhaust, enervate by repeated attacks” and comes from Old French for “to set a dog on,”  And we set the dogs/rapists on our children every single time we allow what is being done to them to be misnamed.


What’s wrong with America is that destructive, degenerative disease left over and handed down by some of its first intruders, the Puritans.  Distorting nature’s insurance policy, sex—by fear and guilt—is the underlying cause of our children’s rape, just as much as it’s the grounds for lowering the verbalized charge from awful rape to mild abuse or molestation.  There’s no hope for the victims, nor for all yet to be violated, until the “grown-ups” who run things can say the ugly words for those ugly deeds out loud. Until they can show pictures of parts of the body “good” people keep hidden away in shame, while those same parts of our littlest ones are being looked at, photographed, poked, played with and tortured.  The most graphic, accurate words anyone can use to describe the rape of a child are nothing compared to photos of scars in a sodomized boy’s rectum, or the bright red clitoris and vagina of a 2-year-old who was subjected to her daddy’s vibrator—or the inner scars his penis left behind.  


What price “shame”?  Who’s shame?  NOT these child victims’!  They had shame trained out of them by their rapists, so they can go on raping them!  The shame belongs to all of you who’re too ashamed, too embarrassed to look at an ugly truth.  Open your too-delicate eyes and ears!  Open your too-Bible-blinded minds!  Sex between two willing adults is a nice thing none of us would be here without.  Not a sin to be controlled by governments or from pulpits, but natural—provided by whatever caused us to be.  And sex of any level or any kind with any child is nothing but ugly, illegal and evil.  Look at it.  See it.  Call it what it really is—and stop it.  Or consider yourself equally guilty of the crime.


I speak for sexually violated children everywhere.  “Leave us alone!” they cry.  But who believes a kid?  They’re told, “Daddy and Grampa wouldn’t do that to you, honey!”  Or, “Your mama told you to say that, didn’t she?”  Child victims and their protection/justice-seeking moms are most often accused of “over-reacting” or lying.  Social workers, shrinks, judges who themselves were “molested” as kids and/or are into kiddie porn, or so afraid of their own sexual selves that they won’t look at evidence or believe it, let most of the rapists go on having free access to their little victims.  Disgustingly, the exception is the child who is saved!  

“Protective” agency personnel and heads alike are way too busy protecting their own asses from well-deserved censure to dare admit the horrors still going on under their “protection.”  A mother whose little girl I once tried to save was actually put on trial for “witchcraft” by a child protection agency she went to for help—in Connecticut—300 years after such trials were finally outlawed!  The only ones protected from harm in America are the monsters who do these awful things to our babies, our toddlers, our teens.  Who’ll stop it?  No one who can has guts enough to or is innocent enough to want to.  If I had the power to put them all away, there’d soon be a lot less for little ones to worry about.

Molesters are those guys who pinch you in elevators, folks.  Rapists/ravishers of children don’t deserve to live.  Stop confusing the two and protecting the no-good, evil-doing slime!  Go get raped yourself, all of you with your eyes so comfortably closed!  See if it feels like being “molested.”  Compare notes with that little 6-yr-old girl I tried for 4 years to rescue from her father/rapist and her convicted-rapist uncle, or with the 10-year-old boy I couldn’t get away from his pa and grandpa, even after I proved the shrink and judge who give him back to them was in cahoots with the “bleeps.”  Ask them and hundreds of thousands of others kept in sexual slavery just like them.  But take the plugs out of your ears, first.  You need to hear their screams, like I do.  


The only ones who don’t scream are like little JonBenet.  Duct tape kept her quiet.  You tape your ears and eyes to avoid the ugly words and ugly world of her rapist/killer and all the others like him—and keep their ugly acts a secret.  You keep our children from ever being safe.  Stop yelling at the Denver cops for letting one child’s rapist/killer get away with it—and start stopping this atrocious habit that probably goes on right next door to you or across the street.  Or maybe even in your own homes’ kept-hidden corners.  

[To the little girl in Connecticut and the little boy in Kentucky I worked in vain for—for 5 years—to save:

I’m so awfully sorry I couldn’t get you away from your raping, torturing daddies and back to your mommies, kids.  I tried real hard, but just like with you, no one would listen to me or do anything to help.  The “nice” ones just say they’re sorry, say they’ll pray for you.  I’d come and get you, but we’d be caught, I’d get put in prison and you’d just have to go back to being raped more often than young lovers make love—while all those nice folks out there just pray.  I love you, kids... I know...that doesn’t help, either.]  

(In) Vain Glory 
I couldn’t save a 7-year-old boy from his dad, grandpa, the system or courts.

I couldn’t save a 5-year-old girl from her daddy, the system or courts.

I couldn’t save my own children from others’ lies or reach them with the truth.

But...somehow I reach strangers I pass

 like ships in the night, with an idea

 here and there—a truth of small size

 perhaps, but which leads them to THINK,

 so they’ll be able to discover other truths of

 greater importance 

and 
 I can save with a smile or some insignificant

 but needed gift from my heart to theirs, some

 piece of Self that helpless, hopeless ones had

 long done without, bringing to life a tiny spark of love. 

I can’t save our mother, earth.
I can’t save the entire human race.

I can’t reach my own loved ones with truth.

But...I can go on writing it and telling it and showing

it to all I come across in my wandering,

and at least 

I’ll reach a few here and there...

and maybe

I can save just one?

Better than none! 

     
...or is it?

Kentucky:  A “Hillbilly” State Plays Ostrich on Incest!
(Note:  this article was meant to be first in a series examining “The State of Children’s Rights in These United States”)


“Justice” is depicted as a blindfolded woman.  In some of these United States, the blindfold is appropriate, but the gender appears to be wrong.  A cloak of denial and secrecy keeps child sexual abuse and incest (for sickening reality, read “rape”) in states like Kentucky, shrouded in the dark—an inescapable horror for countless children of all ages and the grownups who listen to them, believe them  and try to save them.  More so than elsewhere, states where moonshiners plied their trade, family blood feuds raged and white-sheeted terror reigned, still seem dedicated to protecting their natives’ generations-old tradition of incest as a private “family right,” their children being considered only possessions.  


As in post-war Germany, where not a single citizen would admit to knowing of or being a Nazi, most likely a significant number of families in Kentucky and its neighbors also have something or someone to hide and so, must deny publicly that incest ever occurs; and, most importantly, must conspire to bring down anyone who dares try to expose it.   Late in 1991, in next-door Mississippi, it took a federal judge’s intervention to save a little girl from the state court-ordered custody of the father she said used her sexually, after a doctor’s exam concluded that the child was being so abused.  The state’s courts simply refused to consider the doctor’s report!

An ostrich may hide its head in the sand and no one is the worse for it but the one with his head buried.  But when an entire state’s judicial system, up to and including its highest level of appeal, the Supreme Court does it, as happened in Kentucky, the damage to others is incalculable. There, where incest also is, historically, a way of life—and in a sad variation of the Mississippi case—a barely three year old little boy told his doctor that his daddy was doing bad things to him.  His doctor, mind you.  Not his mother!  One would think a doctor would be more easily believed than just a mother, but none of the three were.  More than three years and innumerable court “decisions” later, the now seven-year-old is, by court order, with his daddy and his daddy’s daddy—who, the child cries, is abusing him as well.

If, as in Mississippi, the federal government also has to step in to save Kentucky’s sexually abused (raped!) children from their home state’s self-protective, “good ol’ buddy” system of “justice,” that state will only continue to provide a view to the world of a place where the tired old high school joke is too tragically true, and “‘Kentucky virgins’ are whatever ten-year-olds can outrun their daddies, brothers, and grandpas.”  That’s how this writer heard it way back when, but I guess these days, we have to change “ten-year-olds” to “two or three-year-olds”!   

Ostriches, despite their friendly look, are very dangerous birds.  They can kill easily with their feet—even with their heads buried.  Just like unseeing people do.  After an exhaustive review of more than three years of hearings, appeals, grand jury “findings” and assorted, repetitively negative “conclusions”—around twenty pounds of paper—even the unanointed, devoid of any law degree or judicial robes, can see holes bigger than the one in our ozone layer over Antarctica, in the Kentucky Supreme Court’s “reasoning” in handing down its decision on the mother’s appeal for relief.  She appealed for protection of her son, based on a judge’s finding that the father sexually abused the child, who was then taken away from his mother by another judge who ignored the first, as well as doctors’ testimony and evidence and allowed the father’s custody hearing to go through.  

Sickeningly significant is the fact that the father had made no request for a change in custody until after the child reported sexual abuse to his doctor, and at about the same time the mother asked a court simply for neutral supervised protection of the boy while with the man he said was his abuser.  In a supposedly civilized society, it is inexcusable—morally reprehensible and clearly with a blatant disregard for the basic tenets of any system of justice—for Kentucky’s Supreme Court to state “...a complete review...is unnecessary” in a case where even the remotest possibility exists of danger and harm to an innocent child!  

What is the function, the raison d’etre—we dare inquire—of a Supreme Court, if not for “complete review” of the cases before it?  And then, that same court incredibly went on to “finish” by baldly stating, “…from our review (which they opened by saying they would not bother doing completely) we find no indication ... and nothing ... required for .... relief.”  Now, how can nothing be found anywhere, when it’s not looked for in everything?  There seems to be a basic law of the universe broken here if not several other kinds. 

The rape of a child by an adult leaves evidence... not all of the time, but at least some of the time.  When that evidence is there, and isn’t even looked at and taken seriously by those who are charged with the safety and protection of a little boy, their fellow Kentuckian, their neighbor, their fellow human being—the state’s highest court—what justice is there in that state? 

The standard excuse, given all too often and practically never true, is that in “custody” cases, “vindictive, calculating and manipulative” mothers (as the mother in the case above was outrageously vilified by the judge, who was on first name terms with her attorney ex-husband) will charge the fathers with abuse “just to make trouble.”  That’s like claiming all raped women are guilty for “dressing provocatively” and “asking for it”!   The incidence of it being true is just about as rare, too—much as many men don’t ever want to admit that, either.



Illustrated above, and in the court records of this mommy and her little boy’s trail of trials and tribulations, is a rubberstamped, outmoded judicial network from “down home” circuit riders to a buddy system where all the good ol’ boys stick together and it’s them agin’ the world.  They don’t like what’s put in front of them?—why, they just chuck it out the door like hog slops, pass the jug and tell another story!  It’s a kinship of men.  And women and kids are to be seen and used, but won’t be heard if they dare speak when not spoken to—or about things no one else wants known!

The truth is that, as in this case, more often it is the fathers, when accused by their victims, who use legal custody wrangles as weapons, to intimidate the mothers who are simply trying to save their children from further harm.  Thus, the retaliation of drawn-out custody battles, which can seldom be successfully funded by the mothers, is an effective surety for continual sexual abuse of children who so often are getting tossed right back into the fondling hands of their abusers, by the courts.  Like the boy we’ll call “Troy” was.


And, regardless of the few cases that might truly be manufactured, saving one child from the continued horrors of sexual attack is still more important than shielding 100 grown men or women from false charges.  Innocent grownups can defend and protect themselves in open court—innocent children can’t protect themselves from sexual abuse, pain and injury done to them in the dark of closets, in grandparents’ bathrooms and in their own beds!  

If the federal government insists on involving itself in fetal rights (as yet unborn children) to the extent of intruding its powerful arms inside the very bodies—into the wombs—and into the private lives of women, why can it not then, reach only into the public courtrooms and inside the judges’ chambers, the offices of its own states, to save our country’s children—to protect and save children already among us and suffering?  Our babies, our toddlers, our little girls and little boys who are our future, should not have to be at the “mercy” of the whims of any particular state’s judicial spider web.  They all have an equal right to be safe, to be just children, not victims!  It is long past time for those states that we all know to have a history of slavery—of bondage and abuse that, though forbidden by law since Lincoln, is still seen as “private rights” by a significant portion of that society to give up that notion.   

A child and a mother in New York or California shouldn’t have a better chance to be heard and protected than a child and a mother in Kentucky or Mississippi does.  That child in Kentucky shouldn’t be ignored, shouldn’t have his doctors and his mother and police reports ignored, then be ordered to go live with the very person he says is raping him (that’s what sodomy is—no less a horror to a boy than rape is to a girl!).  He shouldn’t have any less chance of being protected someplace safe, while the so-called “custody” battle rages.   But, that’s the way it is in Kentucky.   At the moment, anyway.


I suggest a campaign based on the one in which missing kids were finally given the attention they needed—with their photos on milk cartons and mailers—to wake up a peacefully sleeping public and confront them with the plight of these poor, tortured, ignored, disbelieved tots and kids who endure the very worst kind of assault, day after day, year after year.  An assault on the most private of their bodily places by the most loved and trusted ones in their lives—their own family members.


The good and kindhearted among the American people must take off their blindfolds, see the true, horrifying scope of this blot on all humankind, and then demand an equal justice in our country.  Only a national standard by which these heinous crimes can be equally ascertained and measured, will suffice to stop this physical and judicial abuse of our children.  

Reliable figures produced by several studies and widely cited by authorities in the field, show that some form of incest happens to about one American in three before the age of 18! We are just beginning to accept the terrifying truth of AIDS, the tenacity of substance abuse and its crippling effects, and the wide spread of other unpleasant realities of this age we live in.  This particular “unpleasantness” is a reality of Hell for each of the children trapped in its hidden grasp.  

 Yes, theoretically, “Justice” should be blindfolded, weighing in the balance only the evidence presented, with no prejudicial knowledge that might tip her scales unfairly.  It is proper that she be blind to those who approach her seeking redress for human frailty’s wrongs.  It is proper except in this... when children cry out for justice—for help, fairness, deliverance from their torments—the blindfold must be removed.  She must see our nation’s children standing there legally helpless, bound and gagged by those who have to hide the crimes they’ve committed against them.  They are all crying out to all of us, as well as to the courts, their supposed protectors and their tormentors.  They are screaming, “Please stop—it hurts!”  How can we not listen?

2004 update:

Shortly after writing this piece, back in the 80s, I was approached by another mother who was trying to save her 5-year-old little girl from ongoing, never-ending, incestuous rape that started when she was a infant.  The shocking difference was she lived in Connecticut!  I subsequently learned from much research and years of pro bono work done for these two moms, that this horror knows no state or national boundaries.  The same disgusting, unfair scenarios are played out daily in courts of every state, even in every province of our neighbor to the north.  So, it’s not just a hillbilly mentality that spawns this evil.  It’s something far worse, far more difficult to combat.  Despite those who would try to even the field by noting the incredibly rare exceptions, it happens wherever there are men.  What can we do about that?!?          

In America, justice is not only blindfolded, but all too frequently handcuffed, gagged…and blindsided!
IN CASE OF EMERGENCY:
If I had my druthers—not to mention, unlimited funds—I'd just keep traveling all over the place.  I'd go anywhere and everywhere, urging each and every woman I meet to "TAKE OVER YOUR OWN LIFE! before it's too late and earth goes tits up.”
 I'd tell them all:
= Only women give birth—men invented torture and death—and sperm banks hold enough of all shapes, sizes 
and colors for us to make all future generations without the ones here now, who resist all efforts to 
improve our species.  You really don't need them.

= Prepare yourself!  Don't count on any man (or government) for protection or help when our planet strikes 
back.

= Stockpile survival supplies (food, medicines, equipment, etc.) and keep handy for quick getaway (i.e., boxed 
in garage, labeled "Xmas decorations" or "old baby stuff" or "mementos").

= Form groups of 3 if you can't "go it alone"—choose 2 women ou can trust who have skills &/or resources 
you lack—pre-arrange departure/destination plan.

= Study survival basics (library; magazines; free gov't pamphlets; videos; Rambo-like flicks; Hopi, Inuit, African 
bushmen, Aussie aborigine ways)—take classes or train on 
own w/ your group for fitness, non-lethal 
self-protection.

= Work with group-mates or on own, on identifying & improving any & all latent or suspected/known 
paranormal "powers" you may have [see “Woman-Power Questionnaire” in Part I of this book].

= Keep informed on all local/global conditions; exchange soaps and sitcoms for CNN and "fluff" mags for 
Sunday's NY Times & local Sunday editions.

= Pay attention to signs, signals, hunches, "gut" feelings, all things that "put themselves together"—even if they 
seem weird! 

= Ignore all rules ‘n regs, traditions, religious laws, society, marital and gov't do's & don'ts that don't make 
sense to you or feel 100% RIGHT.

= Believe in yourself and your genetic superiority—and your woman's right to assert your rights for self and 
children AT ALL COSTS (short of killing, so we won’t be like them)!

If the hand that rocks the cradle STILL ruled the world, it wouldn't be on its deathbed. Which of us still sucks teats, huh?  The babies're runnin' the nursery, ladies! 

On the State of Motherhood in My Neighborhood

On the farm where I live, 

a nanny has three cute little kids.

They gambol about without a care,

go maa-maa-maa-ing everywhere…

till they’re fated to roast on a spit.

On the farm where I live,

a red cow has two pretty tan calves.

They’re a sweet and gentle bovine pair,

go moo-moo-moo-ing here and there…

till they’re sent to the Bar-B-Q pit.

On the farm where I live,

several hens have such dear little chicks.

They flock daily at my kitchen stair,

come cheep-cheep-cheep-ing rain or fair…

till they’re food-sized, for the axe to split.

On the farm where I live,

if I had my way…

there’d never be another killing day!

A Woman's Place. . . a look at maia and what she sees      
 














Where is a woman's place?  Anywhere in the universe she has a purpose for being. . . doing anything she sets her mind to. . .as she was meant to, by whoever / whatever made her to create new life with her own. 


A woman's place should be that ever-living spark in the hearts and souls of all who want life to continue without the dark pall of fear and sorrow or the endless eclipse of suffering and death that man's hand has laid upon his own kind and this earth. . .and would, if allowed, spread throughout the farthest galaxies.  


What is a woman's place?  It's a safe place. . .a warm, healthy haven where love isn't sex, help isn't a handout, strength isn't muscle and life is never cheap.  It's her womb, where we all come into being, that no test tube or laboratory-designed incubator can duplicate.  It's her loving heart, the beat of which each infant must feel and hear, without which it will sicken and die. . .or, live soul-bent, handicapped, having been cheated of a mother's bond.  It's her milk-giving, life-fueling breast, that no man-made and mandated, lace-trimmed armor can improve.


A woman's place is where, once born, no man can ever go. . .nor ever replicate.    And can never, ever endure without.  He invaded it at his own great peril, for we are close to denying him access for ever more.  A woman's place must be built in by the maker. . .or sanctuary there earned by any wishing to visit.  Forceful capture and occupation of such hallowed refuges will negate a naturally nurturing spirit, turning love's fertile warmth to a glacier's slow but deadly devastation of all life in its path. 


Such is now a man's place. . .this barren, dying, war-windswept world we have been brought to today by man, who once we were foolish enough to trust.  Mate turned into master as he left only lust alive when man's need to kill other living beings killed woman's love, wounded her heart and enslaved her soul. 


A woman's place?  Where in this world of ours is that?  It's time to reclaim it. . .if any other than me want to bother!  













A Woman’s Place
Dear mother earth,

and sister spirits above or below or beyond,

do your once and long ago times yet linger

in some memory deep-implanted in us?

Faint shadows now,

but ragged remnants, threadbare and not fit to be used,

are what's left of womanhood's peak, yet something stirs, 

still lives inside, sleep-enchanted in us.

A woman's place?

What place is not then, when Nature is still called Mother?

Although men may imagine themselves our keepers,

kept safe, we've the powers She granted, in us.



Letter from a homesick traveler...

Oh, sisters... how I miss you so,

knowing I’m not of this place!

How I wish that I could go

to be with those of my own race.

For, none who live here seem to me,

beings of the highest kind,

and from all that I can see,

there’s little good in all I find.

Oh, Mother, I will do your will

willingly, as I was meant...

and my purpose I’ll fulfill,

to go wherever I am sent.

But, when from this world, I take leave, 

grieving for the wretched place,

I’ll try hard to make believe

I’ll be rejoining my true race.

Oh, sisters... how I miss you so,

Growing old so far from home!

How I wish that I could go

back where I’m from, no more to roam.

If I must stay among them here,

nearing death, as I must be,

I’ll leave this life not in fear,

Oh, no... with gratitude and glee

that mother finally set me free...

from studying humanity!!!



Love and hugs to all, maïa

Meddling: An Epitaph

Homo Sapiens Sapiens:  Beloved Children of Gaea

0-300,000

Rest In Peace 

(at last)

They never could leave well enough alone,

leave no stone unturned,

no prize unearned,

nothing left ungained

for ventures never deigned.
They ever would be an arrogant breed,

be decreed the best,

enslave the rest,

sure they’re in the right

to conquer all in sight.

They never would heed the voice of reason,

heed seasons’ warning signs,

pay the parking fines

they let lie ignored,

while with each other warred.

I never could leave mother love aside,

leave my pride and joy,

each girl and boy

to learn on their own

what their bad seeds had sown.

I ever would attempt to show them how…
how I dreamt they’d be

worthy of me,

by being the good

children I knew they could.

I never would have thought they’d go so far…
far and fraught with pride,

set love aside,

self-asphyxiate…
let greed seal their fate.

 “Except for our meddling, the earth is the most stable organism we can know about, a complex system, a vast intelligence turning in the warmth of the sun, running its internal affairs with the near infallibility of a huge computer.”  Lewis Thomas, The Fragile Species
The Sixth Sign

The GOOD “god”’ who’s guiding me,

a maternal force I call “mother,”

has to be a Virgo...

her sign can’t be any other!

 ‘Cause if “the devil’s in the details”

as is most commonly believed,

then that heavenly source, 

true perfection has achieved.

For the most minute particulars

of each thing that I must do,

she’s always “got covered”...

t’s all crossed, i’s dotted, too.

Like when I’m down to just a dollar,

haven’t got a prayer for more,

took my very last tummy pill...

someone’ll take me to the store.

A caring friend or total stranger— 

won’t matter who it be—

will ask my help just then,

and then insist on helping me!

So, mother’s another Virgo,

just like this daughter here.

We both want all to be perfect...

we each shed many a tear

at the state of the human species,

sadly knowing we’re

not able to help them lose hate and fear,

or be loving and kind. 

their race warlike Ares’— 

not gentle, Virgo-signed!  

Mom’s Waiting Up
Excerpts from: “A Mother’s Guide to Clean-Living in a Dirty Universe”
To:  The Wombankind of the Universe (all Life-Bearing Beings anywhere)...  
~  Do you want a better life for yourself, your children and your planet home?

~  Do you recognize the failure of your kind's other gender to live in harmony with your gender, your children and 
your planet home?

~  Do you know (or sense) it was not meant to be that your kind's other gender control your life, that of your 
children, and that of your planet home?

DO YOU WANT TO DO SOMETHING ABOUT IT?
YOU CAN !
Just follow:

 " A Mother’s Guide to Clean-Living In A Dirty Universe"
[Includes]

Oath Of Life

On Stopping EVIL

The Essential Trinity 

Guidelines for Clean-Living

Are Sentient Males Necessary?

Declaration Of Interdependence

We who create life with our own, have the POWER to change the universe:

Together, we can change LIFE back to what it was meant to be;

Together, we can win the battle EVIL wages against GOOD;

Alone, we lose all that's GOOD to all that's EVIL.

You are NOT alone!!!

"Nothing is impossible...until you quit and nothing is possible...unless you start!"

Dear "Sisters" (if such a single-gendered race of sentient beings in fact exists),

Let me explain why I wrote "A Mother's Guide to Clean-Living in a Dirty Universe" for you—not that I knew at the time it was for you.  No, at first I foolishly believed it was meant for this race I was born into, not realizing yet how much too late and much too inapplicable it is in regard to humans.  But, after many years of studying millennia of their history and more than five decades of experience being one, it finally became unignorably apparent, that as long as there are two parts to them, no remedy is possible.  That, as long as the half armed with a biological weapon designed to harm even as it aids the creation of new life exists, there will be no cure for the evils its creation spawned.  No cessation of those evils’ ever-increasing variety.  No end to the despair, pain, suffering and death they have been bringing about unceasingly since the first man was made out of woman in a fit of envy.  Or something worse.


I first thought if a few carefully selected women and children not contaminated by humankind's norm could be saved out of the billions who so well-earned extinction, they might have a chance to start over and get it right, for a change, after an Endday that seems imminent.  But, sad to say, the more I studied, read, thought, saw, the more my doubt this could take place became a certainty.  A single serpent in that next garden of Eden—just one male human left alive—would inevitably tip the scale again in EVIL's favor.  And, if any of the other violent, inter-species-feeding "lesser" animals were left to share the planet’s remains with them, their example of harming, killing, eating each other would once again spread to ones who would know better, but might be too weak to resist emulating what they see all around them as "natural" behavior.


So, I asked, who or what is this Guide I’ve been “directed” to write for, if not for humans?  Who is meant to benefit from all this knowledge I was led to acquire?  Surely not anyone/anything I’ve thus far tangibly encountered.  No one whose existence I’ve hard evidence of, at any rate.  The apparent answer (from a set of magnetized words that seem to choose themselves and a pendulum that exerts a will of its own affirming or rejecting their "rightness") was surprising, yet no less believable than having all my earthly needs mysteriously met for over five years, with no effort on my part whatsoever.    


This handbook/guide for any with determination enough to combat EVIL with an exclusively GOOD-doing life is, I’m "told", intended as a primer for a single-gendered species of female sentient beings (or surviving half of a previously 2-gendered race), who somehow know of it and are awaiting its completion. Supposedly, to be in time for their exodus to a pristine planet where they will be enabled, with this Guide’s help (how acquired, I’ve no idea!), to establish a way of life that EVIL cannot taint.


Do such "sisters" (as I've taken to calling them) exist beyond the boundaries of my perhaps over-fertile, too-easily-overfed imagination?  With no proof they don't, it's entirely possible that they do, isn't it?  In view of all that the human species is responsible for, they surely have just as strong a chance of being real as does this bunch of unbelievably bad lifeforms.  That other "others" ("aliens" / "ET's") also inhabit the universe, interacting in various ways with at least the self-styled terran ruling species, can’t be doubted in view of daily crop circles, UFO sightings, etc.  That these others aren’t all white-hatted good guys can't be disputed given the countless documented cow/deer/cat mutilations and so many abduction horror stories that some of them just have to be true.
  
Thus, with so much villainry about, and all things having an opposite, there must be a counter-balance.  And what best offsets bad-guys?  Good-gals!  “Sisters” seemed plausible enough to me.  Much research, study, thought, observation and writing on the subject, led me to conclude that no 2-sexed race can be free from a preponderance of EVIL.  In her inhumanity-illuminating novel “The Final Hour,” Taylor Caldwell asked, “Who can know the truth about mankind—and live?”  Now knowing, and not able to waste the life given me, I have no choice but to go on living, but while forced to live among humankind, I can still refuse to be “one with it”. There must be something better, and if the "sisters" aren't real, they should be!  

      This then, is for you who are, or ("mother" willing) sometime, somewhere may be, with love and belief in GOOD—that it may prevail, after all...from your sister, maïa.   
Dedication:

In loving memory of Diana Spencer, Princess of Wales, but queen of ordinary hearts and Mother Theresa, patroness/saint to the sick and dying, and to the continuation of all to which these archetypical human women dedicated their lives...loving and comforting of the least fortunate, those most beloved children of our eternal great mother...with the most determined pledge that my work will somehow make sense of theirs, so that their loss may become a gain for all, without which, none deserve to outlive them.

Mother Theresa, at 87, had filled the many decades of her life with the joy of unattached giving.  Owning nothing and childless, hers was nevertheless the wealthiest of souls for possessing all the best that a mother's love epitomizes and the world's worst-off were the most loved of her foster brood.

Diana, in the fullest bloom of human womanhood, the most needed years of her motherhood, shared all she was unfortunate to be burdened with; gave to all she reached, the love she had in such abundance as she matured; grew ever lovelier and wiser; yet remained the child who loves all, needing only to be loved in return.  

Maiden/mother and mother/crone...together, the three forms of the triple goddess.  If anything can show self-contaminated sentientkind the way of living females once guided, perhaps it is these two paradigms.  Human in the most personal of ways, one unignorably plain—the other a legendary beauty; one the most humble in the material sense walked a beggar's path—the other, born to privilege, dwelt in the lonely rarefied air of monarchs' aeries; one lived and worked quietly, with no personal life to complicate her work- the other, never allowed such privacy, went about her charitable work discreetly, using the notoriety forced upon her to further it.  

By their lives and by their deaths, those still living in this universe can no longer ignore how we were all meant to live.  If we fail to take their lessons to heart, changing ourselves drastically enough to bring our worlds back into balance, these two exceptional beings will have lived and died in vain.  In that event, I will curse my own kind and all others blessed with sentience, until and with my dying breath, for being evil, self-deluding, self-serving fools who wasted all the best we were ever given.     

Mother Theresa, “sister” Diana, guide me with your sense of purpose and strength of will to complete this work I started while you still lived.  Let me finish it as either or both of you might have, had you more time here.  As you both knew so well, it all starts with—love...












maia   11 January 1998
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