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Translations 

Adrienne Rich 

You show me the poems of some woman 

my age, or younger 

translated from your language 

Certain words occur: enemy, oven, sorrow 

enough to let me know 

she’s a woman of my time 

obsessed 

with Love, our subject: 

we’ve trained it like ivy to our walls 

baked it like bread in our ovens 

worn it like lead on our ankles 

watched it through binoculars as if 

it were a helicopter 

bringing food to our famine 

or the satellite 

of a hostile power 

I begin to see that woman 

doing things: stirring rice 

ironing a skirt 

typing a manuscript till dawn 

trying to make a call 

from a phonebook 

the phone rings unanswered 

in a man’s bedroom 

she hears him telling someone else 

never mind. she’ll get tired— 

hears him telling her story to her sister 

who becomes her enemy 

and will in her own time 

light her own way to sorrow 

ignorant of the fact this way of grief 

is shared, unnecessary 

and political 



 

 

 

Jessie Mitchell’s Mother 
BY GWENDOLYN  BROOKS 

Into her mother’s bedroom to wash the ballooning body.    
“My mother is jelly-hearted and she has a brain of jelly:    
Sweet, quiver-soft, irrelevant. Not essential. 
Only a habit would cry if she should die. 
A pleasant sort of fool without the least iron. . . . 
Are you better, mother, do you think it will come today?”    
The stretched yellow rag that was Jessie Mitchell’s mother    
Reviewed her. Young, and so thin, and so straight.    
So straight! as if nothing could ever bend her. 
But poor men would bend her, and doing things with poor men, 
Being much in bed, and babies would bend her over, 
And the rest of things in life that were for poor women,    
Coming to them grinning and pretty with intent to bend and to kill. 
Comparisons shattered her heart, ate at her bulwarks: 
The shabby and the bright: she, almost hating her daughter,    
Crept into an old sly refuge: “Jessie’s black 
And her way will be black, and jerkier even than mine.    
Mine, in fact, because I was lovely, had flowers 
Tucked in the jerks, flowers were here and there. . . .” 
She revived for the moment settled and dried-up triumphs, 
Forced perfume into old petals, pulled up the droop,    
Refueled 
Triumphant long-exhaled breaths. 
Her exquisite yellow youth . . . 

 

Combing 
BY GLADYS  CARDIFF 

Bending, I bow my head 
and lay my hands upon 

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/gwendolyn-brooks
https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/gladys-cardiff


her hair, combing, and think 
how women do this for 
each other. My daughter’s hair 
curls against the comb, 
wet and fragrant— orange 
parings. Her face, downcast, 
is quiet for one so young. 
 
I take her place. Beneath 
my mother’s hands I feel 
the braids drawn up tight 
as piano wires and singing, 
vinegar-rinsed. Sitting 
before the oven I hear 
the orange coils tick 
the early hour before school. 
 
She combed her grandmother 
Mathilda’s hair using 
a comb made out of bone. 
Mathilda rocked her oak wood 
chair, her face downcast, 
intent on tearing rags 
in strips to braid a cotton 
rug from bits of orange 
and brown. A simple act 
Preparing hair. Something 
women do for each other, 
plaiting the generations. 

 

Poem: Dignity 
B Y  A U T H O R  O N  S E P T E M B E R  2 1 ,  2 0 1 5  •  (  L E A V E  A  C O M M E N T  )  

By: Mohammad Jashim Uddin 

 

Cloud, dark cloud everywhere 

As light is off and oil is up. 

But throwing hands and legs 
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They have been shouting now and then, 

“Have we lost our dignity?” 

Oh! Nowhere is it found. Why? 

Though fishermen threw nets 

To the ash and found burnt coal. 

Bravo! Bravo! Carry on 

Until you are being oiled much. 

You are mine and mine is yours. 

This is extra marital course, isn’t this? 

Let’s die as you are hated 

As you yourself spoiled your dignity. 

 
 

When You Pass Me on the Street: a Poem About 

Disability 

 
Rachel Cantrell  

When you pass me on the street, you always try to turn away and avoid my 

searching eyes 

When I attempt to speak to you, you merely give me blank stares and 

overly frustrated sighs 

When I opt to sit at the table next to yours, you rise and move to another 

one much farther away 

When I dare to ask you a question, you do not even try to understand me 

and hear what I have to say 

https://themighty.com/u/rachel-cantrell/


If, by chance, you do somehow glance my way, your eyes are so often filled 

with disgust and fear 

And you simply do not care to see the pain that you cause while, from my 

eye, escapes an unseen tear 

Sometimes, I feel as if nobody can actually see me for the person I am; 

perhaps, I’m truly invisible 

Why must you choose to either totally ignore me or judge me with eyes so 

piteous and miserable? 

Why do you view me with such a glacial heart and not see the real person 

who is living inside? 

You cannot see the way in which you treat me makes me want to find a 

dark place to hide 

Why is it that you look upon me as being so different than yourself and as 

such a mysterious alien? 

Is it possible for you not to judge me and see that I’m just like you, a 

common Homo sapien? 

Am I so grotesque to you that you cannot stand, for an instant, to simply 

smile and look at my face? 

Are you really that uncomfortable to see me outside of my proper position 

and accepted place? 

All you notice about me is how my words are so unintelligible and how my 

movements are so erratic 

You see me through your biased lens of intolerance and assume that my 

head is full of senseless static 



My bent and twisted frame blinds you to the fact that I have genuine 

feelings and a sensitive heart 

It is impossible for you to see that your cold and condescending stares are 

tearing my self-esteem apart 

I just wish that you would only slow down and take the time to get to know 

me as a human being 

You might be surprised to discover the extent to which the experience 

could be liberating and freeing 

Just stop whatever it is you happen to be so busy doing and chat with me 

for a little while 

Perhaps, you would be pleasantly surprised to find that I might even bring 

to your face a smile 

And perhaps, I can make your long-held prejudices and preconceived 

notions come to an end 

And maybe, you might discover that I can be a kindred spirit and possibly 

even a lifelong friend. 
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