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Inspiration 

T h e  wom an of wo rds 
said the wor ld  wou l d  s p l it open 
if I to l d  the truth. 
She co m p i le d  al l  the poets 
who had wo rd s ins i d e  them 
l i ke b i rd s  in cages and 
m ad e  m e  fee l frustrated to be young. 
I have truths ins i d e  m e  
that d rop l i ke the a u b u rn leaves 
on the tree outs i d e  m y  wind ow 
and I th ink the h u m m ing b i rd 
cam e  b y  j u st to tel l m e  to write, too. 
L ike a s p i d e r' s  d ance, m y  fingers p ress 
each key to say one mo re thing 
and I say s p i d e rs now 
because the fem inist poets 
te l l  me to weave webs.  
But I l i ke the l i gh t  
that rad i ates each streak s i lve r 
on the s m a l l  woven s c h e m e  in a d iamond 
of m y  chain l ink fence. 
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