
Phenomenal Woman

by: Maya Angelou

Pretty women wonder where my secret lies. 

I'm not cute or built to suit a fashion model's size 

But when I start to tell them, 

They think I'm telling lies. 

I say, 

It's in the reach of my arms 

The span of my hips, 

The stride of my step, 

The curl of my lips. 

I'm a woman 

Phenomenally. 

Phenomenal woman, 

That's me. 

I walk into a room 

Just as cool as you please, 

And to a man, 

The fellows stand or 

Fall down on their knees. 

Then they swarm around me, 

A hive of honey bees. 

I say, 

It's the fire in my eyes, 

And the flash of my teeth, 

The swing in my waist, 

And the joy in my feet. 

I'm a woman 

Phenomenally. 

Phenomenal woman, 

That's me. 

Men themselves have wondered 

What they see in me. 

They try so much 

But they can't touch 

My inner mystery. 

When I try to show them 

They say they still can't see. 

I say, 

It's in the arch of my back, 

The sun of my smile, 

The ride of my breasts, 

The grace of my style. 

I'm a woman 

Phenomenally. 

Phenomenal woman, 

That's me. 

Now you understand 

Just why my head's not bowed. 

I don't shout or jump about 

Or have to talk real loud. 

When you see me passing 

It ought to make you proud. 

I say, 

It's in the click of my heels, 

The bend of my hair, 

the palm of my hand, 

The need of my care, 

'Cause I'm a woman 

Phenomenally. 

Phenomenal woman, 

That's me.

Much Madness is Divinest Sense--- 

---Emily Dickinson

Much Madness id divinest Sense--

To a discerning Eye--

Much Sense--the starkest Madness--

‘Tis the Majority

In this, as All, prevail--

Assent--and you are sanen--

Demure--you’re straightway dangerous--

And handled with a Chain--

A Work of Artifice: 

Marge Piercy

The bonsai tree

in the attractive pot

could have grown eight feet tall

on the side of a mountain

till split by lightning.

But a gardener

carefully pruned it.

It is nine inches high

Every day as he 

whittles back the branches

the gardener croons,

It is your nature

to be small and cozy,

domestic and weak:

how lucky, little tree,

to have a pot to grow in.

With living creatures 

one must begin very early

to dwarf their growth:

the bound feet,

the crippled brain, 

the hair in curlers,

the hands you

love to touch.

Ethics 

by: Linda Pastan

In ethics class so many years ago

our teacher asked this question every fall:

if there were a fire in a museum

which would you save, a Rembrandt painting

or an old woman who hadn’t many

years left anyhow?  Restless on hard chairs

caring little for pictures or old age

we’d opt one year for life, the next for art

and always half-heartedly.  Sometimes

the woman borrowed my grandmother’s face

leaving her usual kitchen to wander

some drafty, half-imagined museum.

One year, feeling clever, I replied

why not let the woman decide herself?

Linda, the teacher would report, eschews

the burdens of responsibility.

This fall in a real museum I stand

before a real Rembrandt, old woman,

or nearly so, myself.  The colors

within this frame are darker than autumn,

darker even than winter--the browns of earth,

though earth’s most radiant elements burn

through the canvas.  I know now that woman 

and painting and season are almost one

and all beyond saving by children.

SYLIVIA PLATH

Mirror

I am silver and exact.  I have no preconceptions.

Whatever I see I swallow immediately

Just as it is, unmisted by love or dislike.

I am not cruel, only truthful--

The eye of a little god, four-cornered.

Most of the time I meditate on the opposite wall.

It is pink, with speckles.  I have looked at it so long

I think it is a part of my heart.  But it flickers.

Faces and darkness separate us over and over.

Now I am a lake.  A woman bends over me,

Searching my reaches for what she really is.

Then she turns to those liars, the candles or the moon.

I see her back, and reflect it faithfully.

She rewards me with tears and an agitation of hands.

I am important to her.  She comes and goes.

Each morning it her face that replaces the darkness.

In me she has drowned a young girl, and in me an old woman 

Rises toward her day after day, like a terrible fish.

Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good Night

by: Dylan Thomas

Do not go gentle into that good night, 

Old age should burn and rage at close of day;

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Though wise men at their end know dark is right,

Because their words had forked no lightening they

Do not go gentle into that good night.

Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright

Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay,

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight,

And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way,

Do not go gentle into that good night.

Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight

Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay,

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

And you, my father, there on the sad height,

Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray.

Do not go gentle into that good night.

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

