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        Phenomenal Woman 
           Maya Angelou 
Pretty women wonder where my secret 

lies. 

I'm not cute or built to suit a fashion 

model's size 

But when I start to tell them, 

They think I'm telling lies. 

I say, 

It's in the reach of my arms 

The span of my hips, 

The stride of my step, 

The curl of my lips. 

I'm a woman 

Phenomenally. 

Phenomenal woman, 

That's me. 

 

I walk into a room 

Just as cool as you please, 

And to a man, 

The fellows stand or 

Fall down on their knees. 

Then they swarm around me, 

A hive of honey bees. 

I say, 

It's the fire in my eyes, 

And the flash of my teeth, 

The swing in my waist, 

And the joy in my feet. 

I'm a woman 

Phenomenally. 

Phenomenal woman, 

That's me. 

 

Men themselves have wondered 

What they see in me. 

They try so much 

But they can't touch 

My inner mystery. 

When I try to show them 

They say they still can't see. 

I say, 

It's in the arch of my back, 

The sun of my smile, 

The ride of my breasts, 

The grace of my style. 

I'm a woman 

 

Phenomenally. 

Phenomenal woman, 

That's me. 

 

Now you understand 

Just why my head's not bowed. 

I don't shout or jump about 

Or have to talk real loud. 

When you see me passing 

It ought to make you proud. 

I say, 

It's in the click of my heels, 

The bend of my hair, 

the palm of my hand, 

The need of my care, 

'Cause I'm a woman 

Phenomenally. 

Phenomenal woman, 

That's me. 
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Old Woman Rap 
Gwendolyn Brooks 
 

Peg 

 

Things are different now. 

I’m not strong. 

I don’t wanna go out in the yard 

To see what’s wrong. 

 

I don’t wanna mow grass, 

For the sun to scorch. 

I don’t wanna govern the gutter 

Nor paint the porch. 

 

I just wanna curl myself into 

A little-old-woman ball. 

Or smile to myself, or eat cherries or catfish 

In a clean room away down a hall. 

When I or Else 
June Jordan 

 
when I or else when you 

and I or we 

deliberate I lose I 

cannot choose if you if 

we then near or where 

unless I stand as loser 

of that losing possibility 

that something that I have 

or always want more than much 

more at 

least to have as less and 

yes directed by desire 
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Then It Was 
June Jordan 

 
Then it was 

our eyes locked slowly 

on the pebble wash 

of humus leaves and 

peeled the plummet belly 

of a thundercloud 

 

You bent your neck 

beneath a branch my 

arms enclosed 

and slipped your shadow 

over me 

 

Soon we had bathed  

the sun fell at our feet 

and broke into the sliding 

ferment of our warmth 

 

we were an early evening 

Moody  
Alice Walker 

 
I am a moody woman 

my temper as black as my brows 

as sharp as my nails 

as impartial as a flood 

that is seeking, seeking, seeking 

always 

somewhere to stop. 

 

forgiveness 
Alice Walker 

 
each time i order her to go 

for a ruler and face her small 

grubby outstretched palm 

i feel before hitting it 

the sting in my own 

and become my mother 

preparing to chastise me 

on a gloomy saturday afternoon 

long ago. and glaring down into my own sad  

and grieving face i forgive myself 

for whatever crime i may  

have done. as i wish I could always 

forgive myself 

then as now. 
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On Stripping Bark from Myself 
(for Jane, who said trees die from it) 

Alice Walker 

 
because women are expected to keep silent about 

their close escapes I will not keep silent 

and if I am destroyed (naked tree!) someone will 

 please 

mark the spot 

where I fall and know I could not live 

silent in my own lies 

hearing their “how nice she is!” 

whose adoration of the retouched image 

I so despise. 

 

No. I am finished with living 

for what my mother believes 

for what my brother and father defend 

for what my lover elevates 

for what my sister, blushing, denies or rushes 

to embrace. 

 

I find my own 

small person 

a standing self 

against the world 

an equality of wills 

I finally understand. 

 

Besides: 

 

My struggle was always against 

an inner darkness: I carry within myself 

the only known keys 

to my death—to unlock life, or close it shut 

forever. A woman who loves wood grains, the color 

 yellow 

and the sun, I am happy to fight 

all outside murderers 

as I see I must. 
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July 
Sonia Sanchez 

 
the old men and women 

quilt their legs 

in the shade 

while tapestry pigeons 

strut their necks. 

as i walk, thinking 

about you my love, 

i wonder what it is 

to be old 

and swallow death each day 

like warm beer. 

 

After the Fifth Day 
Sonia Sanchez 

 
with you 

i pressed the 

rose you brought me 

into one of fanon’s books. 

it has no odor now. 

     but 

i see you. handing me a red  

rose and i remember 

my birth. 

 

 

 

Haiku 
Sonia Sanchez 

 
your love was a port 

of call where many ships docked 

until morning came. 


