
T W O P O E M S B Y M I K E M I N E H A N 

Each T i m e I Ask Y o u 

each t ime I ask y o u for m y identi ty back 

y o u shake y o u r head 

a n d I r u n back to m y bottle a n d typewriter 

a n d y o u 

y o u say as I flee t h r o u g h the door 

perhaps another two weeks? 

another t w o weeks of what doctor? 

of l istening to J o a n tell of her m o t h e r 

w h o p o i n t e d a g u n at her head a n d missed 

of Peter w h o stammers 

a n d says his father beat h i m sol id for years 

another two weeks, y o u say? 

another two weeks of blues p l a y i n g 

of s t r iv ing for tears that w i l l not come 

of saying over a n d over 

I have n o t h i n g more to say 

I have b led enough 

see . . . those are m y stains r ight there at y o u r feet. 

Y o u have me, thief, r ight there 

inside that b u i l d i n g blue file 

I a m a character i n y o u r book 

I a m plag iar ized 

I a m raped 

but y o u have not r o u n d e d m e off 

f o u n d m e m y tristan 

p u t me i n m y place 

g iven m e a h a p p y e n d i n g 

checked curtains or a f r i l ly bedspread 

y o u have t a p p e d m e dead. 



another two weeks 

two weeks f r iend doctor 

a n d I shal l fa l l l ike red i n k f r o m y o u r pen 

I shal l be the ash y o u flick off your desk 

after m y visits 

the smoke d r i f t i n g f r o m your w i n d o w 

w h e n I s lam the door 

d a m n it a l l 

i 've travel led three thousand miles 

one e n d of the country almost to the other 

c u t t i n g y o u out of m y head 

i k n o w w h a t i w a n t to say 

i 've said it before 

w i l l y o u listen? 

look, lady, here i a m 

sti l l feeling the w a y i d i d 

four years ago 

w h e n y o u p i c k e d jasmine for m y h a i r . 

i 've w r i t t e n , w r i t t e n , w r i t t e n 

cajoled, laughed & cr ied 

gone on drunks i n frustrat ion 

d r i e d out i n strange wards 

i n stranger cities 

y o u r silence batters me to death ! 


