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How does she do it?
I mean, how does she keep her
Head so? Does she not hear the song
The town crier has taught the square,
Of a certain owl that was found
Under the skirt of a certain daughter of Eve?

How does she keep those tears back?
When as she walks down the street
Many lie in hiding holding 
Heated words cooked in the hearth 
Of anger to hurl at her.

Doesn't she hear the laughter of the children?
How it will not flow from the abyss of 
Their bellies until her shadow had 
Kissed their virgin heads!
How does she still walk with the finesse of 
A cat in her prime?

How?! 
Why is a smile there—
On the canvas of her face?
Doesn't her eyes catch the scar—
The one Brutus dagger etched below her eyes?

Tell me, how does she walk with those legs?
Didn't THEY say it was the cause,
The curse that put her on this course.
They say the legs were caught red-handed.
When anyone tries to stand behind her
They pull out from between their tongues
A detailed and clear photograph of the scene.

She has lost many that laughed 
And smiled and cried and mourned with her.
Their seats wear the stench of coldness 
The lips that sang her eulogies and joined her
Whenever her voice raises a dirge,
Now tell the market square of the smell of her fart
And the length of her phlegm.

Her kin, the skin she runs into for warmth
Has renovated their abode 
And in place of the cushion, they put thorns.
And when she would lift her voice to speak,
They will bring out the photo THEY showed them. 

Yet, she doesn't crack like the wall of a forlorn mansion
Instead, she bustles with life like the branches of an excited tree.

How does she do it?
I mean, how does she keep her
Heart so? Does she not hear the song
The singers have taught the square 
Of a certain roach that was found
In the wardrobe of a certain daughter of Eve?

How does she keep her voice back?
When as she walks down the street
Many lie in wait wielding
Watery words cooked in the hearth 
Of anger to hurl at her.

"the sea without is not the foe of the ship,
It is the sea within that kills her"
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