


























Sunday Thoughts 

for my mother 

this morning 
I woke up thinking 
of pecan trees 
the smell of honeysuckles 
corn growing 

lite a cigarette 
eat breakfast with my mother 
and observed, out our window, 
another Black family on their way to church 
:dressed beautifully: 
some things never seem to change 

the thoughts on my mind 
are old, 
unoriginal, 
learned, heard, 
inherited. 
My ancestors had to come over on slave ships 
pick cotton and die for their "freedom." 

what truths I know 
were gathered mostly from books 
filled with contradictions; 
people : relationships : people 
who didn't fulfill their promises 
or live up to their potential 

Malcolm, your words are on the sides of 
burning buildings 

in the minds of junkies 
I have seen them 
wandering down 125th Street 
cold dead in southern towns 
in search of you. 
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Black is 
a question we 
to ask again 
and again 

This is not just " 
there are no men _ _
and I am still WOD1
if the old ways 
(better? NO) 
I would have at 
�, 3, 4 children 
my life with 
husband gone: 
the welfare dep 

but this way
there are no c 
and no one seems 
that I and alot of 
continually unempl, 

And 
what is a poem? 

yes ••• yes 
everyone says they 
"It's a small matte 
the lives of Blac:Jui • women, 
Blacklesbianwomen 
have always been ha 

"Don't you know ••• 
Joanne Little putt 
the white man 
that dared assume 






























