OBSIDIAN Streaty 223

Sojourner: Daughter of Eden

She glides

dark angel

White wings strike
reddened sky

Bronze arms

braided hair

words like garland

in wind

She breathes, “Aint1...”

Eyes fixed fire

Tight pupils now ashen fists
A cavernous mouth

pours, “Aint1...”

Curved body
An anointed rib
Adam’s seed
broken, dropped

A secular womb cries, “Aint1...”

Thunder mounts

Lightning sears new horizons
Women sing purple songs
now, forever

to themselves

Ain’t I a Woman?



