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H i d i n g i n n o o k s where shadows 
lay dark as s m o k e , 
l ittle w o m a n 
where w o u l d y o u he w i t h o u t history? 

S c a m p e r i n g away 
f r o m the male furies o f the system, 
(male, always worse t h a n the rea l ones) 
m e m o r i z i n g his p o e m s 
lest they get lost, 
w h e r e w o u l d y o u be 
w i t h o u t the muse-baiters 
a n d the witch-hunters 
a n d the ones w h o t u r n 
the free w o r d over the spit? 

S o m e p e o p l e n e e d to be f r a m e d 
by war a n d the r e v o l u t i o n , 
by the war again 
a n d the C h e k a ; 
the face as sorrow, 
history as f u n e r a r y r a i n m e n t . 

N o w y o u are the w i d o w o f a g e n e r a t i o n 
the w i d o w o f the shadow 
o f the r e v o l u t i o n . 
A n d since y o u l ived 
h a l f a century after he d i sappeared , 
surely we c o u l d ca l l y o u 
the w i d o w o f t ime, as we k n o w it, 
o f the b lack taper-end o f the e m b e r i n g m i l l e n n i u m . 
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