




Train  
by Jennifer Jean  
 
We’re not like them. Phone-sex girls tease  
men on the wire 
for nickels on the minute,  
for fractions of a penny on the word.   
Their masterminded words  
like vaginas, like wormholes, like succubi,  
like the fingers of the animated 
dead pushing men in little wagons  
over a little hill. The men give a weak weeeeeeeeeee.    
Then crawl out the transport 
still lonely. We’re not like them.   
At least, say the phone-sex girls  
about streetwalkers, stiletto-stomping down the block, 
who follow through on the threat — 
give a B.J. for a 50, a backdoor for a Benjamin —  
who choose to quick-kill       
desire. They don’t know the body  
is the soul. We are not  
like them, whisper the streetwalkers about the slaves  
brought up from Tenancingo, from Odessa,     
from Portland. Tricked  
and trafficked, locked up by fist, 
by force-fed dope,        
by “mamchkis” or “boyfriends” or blockbusters 
like Pretty Woman. We’re not like  
them, think some old slaves  
about those tight slaves  
pimped by parents,  
the little girls ripped  
apart. The daughters who moan, Mommy . . . 
while a “train” of men shout, Shut your fucking mouth. 
 

From VEILS, HALOS, AND SHACKLES: International Poetry on the Oppression and 
Empowerment of Women (2016) 

 
 



Two Moths  
by Aimee Nezhukumatathil 
 
Some girls        on the other side of this planet 
 
                   will never know        the loveliness 
 
       of   walking      in a crepe silk sari.      Instead, 
 
they will spend        their days                          on their backs 
 
   for a parade               of   men           who could be       their uncles 
 
       in another life.         These girls memorize 
 
                    each slight wobble                  of   fan blade as it cuts 
 
       through the stale       tea air and auto-rickshaw 
 
                     exhaust,        thick as egg curry. 
 
Men         shove greasy rupees        at the door 
 
                      for one hour         in a room 
 
      with a twelve-year-old.                One hour —               One hour — 
 
             One hour.            And if   she cries afterward, 
 
   her older sister       will cover it up.         Will rim 
 
              the waterline             of   her eyes                 with kohl pencil 
 
                       until it looks like                        two silk moths 
 
                                have stopped      to rest       on her exquisite     face. 
 

 
From Poetry Magazine (November 2013) 



On Violence Against Women  
by Linda Pastan 
 
when Adam took  
that second bite 
he said 
 
you’ll get what  
you deserve 
and spat out the pits 
 
and led Eve  
in lockstep 
from the garden 
 
and oh  
the sweetness 
of blame 
 
continues 
toxic  
down the ages 
 
 
 
 

From VEILS, HALOS, AND SHACKLES: International Poetry on the Oppression and 
Empowerment of Women (2016) 

 
 

Additional Reading:  
“Power Play” by Jennifer Jean, from Waxwing Journal: 

http://waxwingmag.org/archive/07/writing.php?item=331 

 
 
 
 
 
 



Child Exploitation  
by Meg Eden 
  
Lovely window girl with your smeared eye 
shadow, puffed red lips — you wouldn’t win 
any kid pageants, but can I ask — 
how many men have bought you tonight?  
 
You look too real, too fake — like a doll 
tossed in the sand and aged. Like the kind 
in antique shops, used and discarded.  
The glass makes you look afraid, even as 
you stand upright and defiant. You look even more doll-like 
in your encasing.  
 
If men weren’t hunting 
for your child body, I’d say you look  
beautiful, maybe — like a girl preparing 
for a ballet recital, who stole her mother’s 
make-up, trying to be what the magazines say 
girls should be.  
 
I want to be the mother who wipes 
the blue from your eyes, the rouge from your cheeks, 
You don’t want that nasty stuff on, I’d say, cleaning 
the remnants of man off your legs.  
 
But first, I’d take a rock from the ground, 
tell you to step back. I’d shatter your case. 
 
 
 

From VEILS, HALOS, AND SHACKLES: International Poetry on the Oppression and 
Empowerment of Women (2016) 

 
 
 
 
 



On Being Brought from Africa to America  
by Phillis Wheatley  

 
'Twas mercy brought me from my Pagan land,  
Taught my benighted soul to understand  
That there's a God, that there's a Saviour too:  
Once I redemption neither sought nor knew.  
Some view our sable race with scornful eye,  
"Their colour is a diabolic die."  
Remember, Christians, Negros, black as Cain,  
May be refin'd, and join th' angelic train 
 
 

From Poems on Various Subjects, Religious and Moral, 1773. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



To Phyllis Whetley’s Mother 
by Cornelius Eady 

I, young in life, by seeming cruel fate 
Was snatch’d from Afric’s fancy’d happy seat: 
What pangs excruciating must molest, 
What sorrows labour in my parent’s breast? 
—Phillis Wheatley 

 

They say your daughter is a rare orchid. 
She lives in a fancy house on a high street. 
They named her after the ship 
Which bore her, wild (they claim) 
Across the waves. 

They say your daughter is a coo-coo’s egg. 
She walks the street in English garb. 
She did not fill the sharks belly. 
She does not sweep, hoe, or breed. 
She stood just once upon the block. 

Your daughter is as exotic as white pepper. 
She reads, she travels, and when she dreams 
A clean head kisses a starched pillow. 
She can cradle the owner’s spell book 
‘tween her dark hands. 
She has learned to sing in robbers’ tongue. 

Your daughter’s quill makes patriots blink. 
Her black skin, spooled 
Parchment, poem, bill of sale. 
God has given her a kingdom 

You can hardly pronounce. 
Sometimes, in her famous book 
A line will slip, 

 



 
 
 

And she is returned, unrefined, 
Before Mrs. Wheatley scooped 
The sickly child, 
Fed her broth and bound books. 
Alas-my dusky mother, she writes. 
If only she knew: the first note 
Of mercy 
Is pain. 

From Harvard Review (January 25, 2018) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Two Poems by Sterling A. Brown 

Old Lem 

 

 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



After Auschwitz  
by Deborah Kahan Kolb 
 
I am vague I am hazy I am indistinct  
 
I am bodiless – 
but my black Romani blood river runs  
boils and bubbles and  
pushes up Piotr’s daisies 
I am faceless – 
but my non-Aryan features glow searing hot 
my crippled mouth and communist eyes  
coal to cinder 
fuel to Himmler’s furnaces 
the fog of my Jewish bones  
blurs Wladyslaw’s farmhouse 
my homosexual tongue a licking lapping flame 
a hideous gape, a burning yawning mask 
my embers smolder in the wake of the Zyklon B 
that fumigated my lungs 
and left me breathless, voiceless, mute.  
Silent. 
 
…so I am nameless… 
I am vague I am hazy I am indistinct  
 
Write me, Paul Celan 
  –your neighbor from Czernowitz 
Write me, Nelly Sachs 
  –your neighbor from Berlin 
Write me, Miklós Radnóti 
  –your neighbor from Budapest 
 
Give me a body and fill me in and grant me life. 
Birth me – 
for oblivion awaits 
Birth me – 
lest I disappear  
from the awareness of humanity  
into the amnesia of history 
…vapor and ash… 
 
Adorno was wrong – there must be poetry. 
Write me. 

From Voices Israel Anthology (2015) 



Testimony 
by Dan Pagis 

No no: they definitely were 
human beings: uniforms, boots. 
How to explain? They were created 
in the image. 

I was a shade. 
A different creator made me. 

And he in his mercy left nothing of me that would die. 
And I fled to him, rose weightless, blue, 
forgiving – I would even say: apologizing – 
smoke to omnipotent smoke 
without image or likeness. 

 

From Holocaust Poetry, Hilda Schiff (Ed.), St. Martin's Griffin, New York 1995 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



{Tattoo}  
by Carine Topal 
 
They pulled off my coat. It was not yet spring.  
 
Snow covered the willow beside the guard tower.  
 
Unforeseen, to find beauty here. 
 
 
They offered me a seat then took my left hand as though 
 
separate from my body, knuckles downward. 
 
My wedding band had already been taken. 
 
 
The officer with beautiful teeth glanced at my arm 
 
and got to work, gripping a wrist that was no longer mine. 
 
I made myself look hard at this, 
 
 
the man beginning with number 3, staying there until it turned green, 
 
and I bled and knew I was human, and knew the arm was mine. 
 
It was good, that pain, so I stole another look in the hope 
 
 
that more numbers would come, and they did, and the man threw back his  
head to laugh, 
 
the needle neatly imbedded in my skin, his teeth 
 
a perfect fence. He looked at the tattoo, 
 
 
blew tenderly on the wound. 
 
Silence fell upon him and he looked up at me  
 
like someone who suddenly had something to say.  
 

From Tattooed (Palettes & Quills, 2015) 



After Auschwitz 
by Anne Sexton  

Anger, 
as black as a hook, 
overtakes me. 
Each day, 
each Nazi 
took, at 8: 00 A.M., a baby 
and sautéed him for breakfast 
in his frying pan. 
 
And death looks on with a casual eye 
and picks at the dirt under his fingernail. 
 
Man is evil, 
I say aloud. 
Man is a flower 
that should be burnt, 
I say aloud. 
Man 
is a bird full of mud, 
I say aloud. 
 
And death looks on with a casual eye 
and scratches his anus. 
 
Man with his small pink toes, 
with his miraculous fingers 
is not a temple 
but an outhouse, 
I say aloud. 
Let man never again raise his teacup. 
Let man never again write a book. 
Let man never again put on his shoe. 
Let man never again raise his eyes, 
on a soft July night. 
Never. Never. Never. Never. Never. 
I say those things aloud. 
 
I beg the Lord not to hear. 



 
   

  

 


