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​ Gaia

for centuries

I scraped the Sistine Chapel

where God reaches out,
                touches,

                          transfers,


and Adam is born.

flake by flake,

layer by layer,

(one has to be careful

to leave the original intact)

the work was slow,
               tedious,


painful.


                       but
eventually

through ages of oil and acrylic

I uncovered the truth:

a tiny head
crowning
           between
warm soft thighs.

•

Gaia is the Greek goddess, Mother Earth,
believed to be the Creator.

~~~

​
Narcissus

she unwraps the traditional gifts:

first, the brush-comb-and-mirror set,

pale pink marbling

with gilded edges—

they lie heavy in her hand;

then the jewelry box,

gold and cream

lined with velvet—

it plays “Fascination”

the new thirteen-year-old

hands them back to her mother and says

“Narcissus was a man.”

•

Narcissus was a man who fell in love with
his own appearance—he spent all of his time gazing at his
reflection in a pool of water.

~~~

​
Pandora

everyone thinks yours is
just another Eve story
    the first
woman
    punished for
desiring knowledge
    and for
disobedience

but people forget you were created by the gods

as a gift of revenge for men,

all beauty and mischief—
    no, not
‘and’
    but
‘therefore’:

    it’s boring to be bait:
    after a
minimal amount of effort and imagination
    to maximize
god-given qualities
    (the male
sexual response being far from complex,
         this
was far from challenging)
         what
is there?
         it’s
not easy to be satisfied with attracting
men
    as a raison
d’être—

so that’s why.

•

As a punishment for the possession of fire,
Zeus ordered that a beautiful woman be made and given to
mankind—she was named Pandora, ‘the gift of all’. Each of the gods
had given her some quality that would prove ruinous to man. In one
version, these ‘gifts’ were her incredible beauty, her goodness,
and her youthful, shy, demeanour, which alone destroyed man for
their power to distract and delight. In another version, the gods
put the ‘gifts’ in a box and forbid her to open it.

~~~

​
Daphne

     —had to keep running—he was right behind
me—
     I tore
through the forest,
     bounding over rocks and roots,
     his
breathing pounded heavy in my ears,
     but I
was strong and fast,
     I
imagined him—pressing himself onto me—
     forcing himself into me—
     anger
surged through my muscles,
     stronger, faster,
     one
more uphill, I caught sight of the river,
     felt
his step still one stride behind,
     I knew
I’d made it—

suddenly her
legs     felt
numb     wooden

her knees locked     she
staggered     on

her arms     stiffened

confused clumsy

she stumbled

tripped

he grabbed at her tunic

and a leaf came away in his hands.

     who? whose ego did this?
     Zeus?
was it too much for a half-mortal
     to
escape from a god? no, then
     Peneus? it was bad enough not having a
son,
     was it
too much to bear
     your
only daughter choosing celibacy
     denying you a chance for, at least, a grandson?

     or Apollo, symbol of youthful
manhood,
     was it
too much to handle
     my not
wanting you?
     or is
defeat to a woman
     too
much for your image?

he thrust both hands toward her

and grabbed a handful of leaves

delighted, he laughed,

and plucked from her, leaf by leaf

—while she stood rooted bound unable to move—

until she was naked.

lazily he wove them into a wreath

and set it upon his head;

it caught on and soon

all the men of achievement

sported a laurel wreath:

her humiliation was their honour

—it became tradition.

•

Daphne was an independent woods-lover who
was not at all interested in men—mortal or otherwise. This
distressed her father, Peneus the river god, who very much wanted a
grandson. One day Apollo saw her, wanted her, and pursued her
through the forest. Just before she reached her father’s river and
safety, she was turned into a laurel tree. Apollo declared then ‘at
least you shall be my tree—with your leaves my victors shall
wreathe their brows’.

~~~

​
Daedalus

I thought you would’ve learned—

all of you at Los Alamos,

and the rest of you

all over the world.

why was my story saved?

why is it told and retold

if not for that?

do you see in it

just a lesson in ingenuity?

were you as blind to the
deaths

of those 14 Athenians

year after year

as you were to the 140,000 Japanese
       years

after year—

of course I tried to destroy it

but I couldn’t get close enough!

they had taken away my security clearance

and it was too well-guarded!

then I tried to
amend

(to amend—   how could
i?)

I saved Theseus and the others

one year
     (one
year!)

DOES IT MEAN NOTHING TO
YOU?
     the
same government I helped, then—
  I was of no further use,
then—

I was a threat then—


            so
when they come to you
            with
money, for research and a lab
            with
anthems
            with
arguments, about the lesser of two evils
            with
threats
                  please—

            say
to them
             no

            it
cannot be done.

•

Daedalus was a great inventor, asked by King
Minos to build a labyrinth in which the Minotaur would live—and in
which seven young men and seven young women from Athens would be
left to die each year, unable to find their way out. One year
Daedalus helped the youths escape; for this he was punished by the
King, who left him and his son in the labyrinth of his own making.
They escaped, using wings Daedalus created, but Icarus (his son)
flew too near the sun, the wax of the wings melted, and he fell to
his death.

The reference to the Japanese is a reference
to Hiroshima: it is estimated that initially 70,000 were killed and
70,000 injured; subsequently (and consequently) another 140,000
have died.

~~~

​
Ismene

the first REAL woman:

we are women, you said, we must obey,

our position depends on it, besides

we have no strength to defy the state

—and so you didn’t

then seeing your sister, Antigone,

succeed in an act of civil disobedience

in an act of justice, honour, strength, love—

you regretted and tried to retract

to change your position

to come forward with her

—but it was too late

and you were never mentioned
again.

•

When her sister, Antigone, sought her
assistance to bury their brother (an act forbidden by law because
he had fought against the city), Ismene refused. So Antigone did it
herself, risking a death sentence. When Antigone was caught, Ismene
regretted her earlier refusal and tried to stand with her sister.
But Antigone declared that she alone was responsible; she was led
to a heroic death and Ismene disappeared from further mythological
accounts.

~~~

​
Poseidon

yes, I lost the
election,

no, I did not flood the land

the sea was a bit turbulent for a while,

but that’s all—I was angry!

to lose because of incompetence is one thing

but to lose just because I’m a man—

well that’s so stupid!

who wouldn’t be angry?

•

In an election for ruler of Athens, all of
the women voted for Athena and all of the men for Poseidon, but
since there was one more woman than there were men, Athena won.
Poseidon then flooded the land and the men took the vote away from
the women.

~~~

​ Athena and
Orestes

In the Supreme Court today

a precedent was set

that will change the world.

The unusual case of Orestes was
presented

and recorded by the court

as the first in which

the accused suffered from guilt

and sought purification.

Judge Athena, presiding,

responded to the particulars of the case

by instituting a new law

of mercy and forgiveness.

As a result

the Office of the Furies,

until now merciless avengers

zealous for justice, fair and square,

became the Office of the Eumenides,

benign powers

capable of compassion.

•

Orestes avenged his father’s death
(Agamemnon) by killing his murderer (Clytemnestra, Orestes’
mother), then spent years in guilt and suffering seeking atonement
and absolution. Eventually he came before Athena for judgement.
Contrary to custom, which demanded justice by his death, she
decided he was to be forgiven. She persuaded the Furies (who were
pursuing him to enact this justice), and they became instead the
Eumenides (The Kindly Ones).

~~~

​ Circe

typical:

the woman is blamed

for the man’s behaviour

as if he has no control

over himself.


           maybe
it all stems from his dick:
           one
thing beyond his control,
           and
unhappily for him
           (and
stupidly, I might add)
           the
one thing he has vested
           his
entire manhood in;


           so
no wonder he develops this complex:
           he
compensates with this ridiculously
           no,
dangerously
           distorted
need to control
           and
becomes, as an entire sex,
           dominating
and domineering
           always
seeking, taking, seizing control—
           while
at the same time
           denying
control
           and
charging the woman
           (who
tempted, who provoked)
           with
full responsibility
           for
what happens

they say you turned them all into
swine:

but we know better—

when a group of men

comes upon a woman alone,

we know what they act like.

•

Circe lived alone on an island, and turned
every man who approached her into a beast; notorious was the band
of men sent by Odysseus—they were turned into pigs.

~~~

​
The Muses

We are the nine forgotten
muses:

Selemon, muse of sculpture and ceramic,

Amacles, muse of songs of love,

Dextrete, muse of gymnastic and artful athletic,

Prytes, muse of painting,

Caleus, muse of numbers and their meaning,

Florus, muse of botany and all of nature’s beauty,

Arachles, muse of tapestry and weaving,

Ataeus, muse of physic,

and Hestor, muse of alchemy
  that most magic art and
science.

We too can delight and inspire

like the Nine who are the gods’ gift to men

we are their gift to women.

•

The Nine Muses (daughters of Zeus and
Mnemosyne) have been popularized as sources of inspiration to
artists. Thalia is the muse of comedy, Melpomene of tragedy, Clio
of history, Urania of astronomy, Terpsichore of dance, Calliope of
epic poetry, Erato of love poetry, Polyhymnia of songs to the gods,
and Euterpe of lyric poetry.

~~~

​
Omphale

you were my slave and my stud

and when I didn’t want you

I didn’t want you around.

you were stupid, insensitive, boring, immature

so I kept sending you away—

you thought it great fun

to get blood and shit all over your hands

each joe job an adventure, a challenge,

and since someone had to do it

who was I to tell you different—

to tell you that what you did

was no more Herculean than

working on an assembly line

in a slaughter-house plant,

or trudging with toilet brush and scrub rag

after carefree vacationers

in a 26-storey five-star hotel—

jobs also done by no-names

who are also being fucked by their employers.

•

Omphale was the queen of Lydia—she chose
Hercules as her slave and sex object. Between sexual sessions, she
sent him out on what became known as ‘the twelve labours’ (which
included killing the lion of Nemea, killing the nine-headed Hydra,
cleaning out the Augean stables, and picking up the droppings of
the Stymphalian birds) (from Elizabeth Gould Davis, The First
Sex).

Regarding the reference to ‘no-names’,
‘Hercules’ (a version of ‘Heracles’) is as anonymous as ‘Mrs.
Bailey’: son of Hera, like wife of Bailey.

~~~

​
Hyacinth

it was a legal tackle—

it’s not as if football is a dangerous sport,

sure you have your injuries,

but it’s not like boxing

where the guys walk around brain-damaged,

or look at hockey,

they have more fights than goals,

I mean even in skiing

a non-contact sport

you fall, you get hurt,

or your knees don’t last past thirty

it was a legal tackle—

Boomer was running with the ball

it was twelve-seven

we really needed this game

and I knew I could take him

we played in college together

it was just a quirk

a
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