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POETRY KEY

Ifá – Yorùbá religion. Ifá is considered the word of almighty God or the true oracle. Ifá is also what someone has when they are initiated to the religion.

Olódùmarè – God in Yorùbá

Òrìsà – are manifestations of God that are worshipped and propitiated as a means of communicating with Olódùmarè. Many were essential elementals that came from heaven, others were human beings who, when they ascended, became elementals.

Òsun – one of the Òrìsà in the Yorùbá pantheon, Òsun is the Goddess of the river, also the maternal figure in Ifà, and was essential in the creation of all existence when God/Olódùmarè sent elemental Gods from heaven to create earth.

Esù – the intermediary between the two realms (heaven and earth/or Òrìsà to Òrìsà) who manages interference or blessings.

Ìyàmi – the great mothers, primordial femininity; witches, essential to the spirit realm.

Ògún – was a warrior who ascended, and is now the God of iron and steel.

Yemoja – called the mother of fishes. The Òrìsà that governs oceans and waters.

Sàngó – the Òrìsà of thunder and lightning, married to and working with Oya.

Oya – the Òrìsà of the wind, death and change; essential to the manifestation and tempering of Sàngó.

Egbé – astral spirits

Irúnmolè – all the Òrìsà

Odù – UNESCO named the Ifá divination system as a masterpiece of the intangible cultural heritage of humanity. Within the Ifá religion, casting of the sacred oracle is essential. Each of the sacred oral texts is classified as an Odù and when people are initiated to the religion, each person receives an Odù in the process of initiation that applies to them and their destiny.

Igbódù – the sacred grove used for initiation

Àse – prayer; similar to amen; spiritual energy

Haúsá – there are three major tribes in Nigeria: Haúsá, Ígbò, Yorùbá. The Chibok girls are mostly Haúsá.





ESSENTIALS OF MAN


Give me peace

Give me hope

Give me a soul

From which to stand





OSCEOLA


I dream

Of Africa

When I wake

And watch the sun

Refract beyond the large

Schoolyard Oak

Sitting West

Where the Ravens nest

And the Hawks seek their young

I dream of a strong woman

And solitude

The sounds of nature

Giving way to perspective

Nobility of spirit

Being recognized

By a strong man

Wanting debates

And nights of passion

As unafraid

Of female intellect

And post menopausal

Sensuality as

A great hunt





AS THE BOW BREAKS


As the bow breaks

I refuse to be broken

I have been beaten

Many times by men

By eleven

I knew it well

The feeling of steeling myself

Against the lies of others

Some fire of dignity

That has always lived within me

Far from the stretches of fear

Finally outpaced and trapped

you go small

as embers burn

Rage ignites

At the unfairness of that control

For I am not confused

I am able to accept being this clear

In the face of your confusion about me

Forced by survival to be silent

My certainty will haunt you

In whatever intuitive way you identify

When I have not relented

to your insecurity

and distortion

You want to beat me harder

But my knowledge will only deepen





NIGHT OF THE HAWK


Night of the black hawk

And the still bird

And the silvery moon

You Ìyàmi keep

Calling to me

When I have wandered

long enough

what am I still beholden to?

I have told you

All things

frozen

in time

Around us

I will give you what you want

In measure

In reason

There are obligations

I know this 

My Odù

For it is you that lives

In the Igbódù

It is you that lives

In the grave

and

In the souls of men

Possessed with greed

It is you that lives

To bring the bounty

To chase away death

To shower with crimson and gold

The recipient

Waiting for so long

Amber is the eye

That sees through the night

And chooses

Carefully picking prey

Or friend

Or foe

Appeased as you must be

Restored to your honor

Intermingled with your existence

Is the realm of life

and

Generosity





MY EXPERIENCE AS A POSTMENOPAUSAL WOMAN


Is we are ignored

Everywhere – even in poetry

Somehow not romantic or feminist

enough

Our wisdom excluded as undignified

As undignified as women running into the cold night with hot

flashes peeling layers

“We’re not helping men into the

conversation by making them feel

emasculated”I say

And experience a new version of “blame the victim.”

One in which there is no respect for the

elder authority of the endocrine system

and years of misogyny with no

conversation. Where we screamed into

the Grand Canyon that blew dust back

into our faces on the hot wind

I am told that I lack some insight that is

honored and reflected in youth rather

must reflect my inability as an

“old feminist” to differentiate between my

“internalized misogyny” and what is

unbalanced

To be told that you have no idea when

We paved the way

When I am standing on the shoulders

of my own mother

You don’t see me

And maybe that’s because you’re

Not looking down

To the foundation of my shoulders

To the years of my sleeves rolled up

And boots tied high

At rallies and secret activist meetings

Countless abuses of power

Soul changing assaults

I can see the context of our culture

Then and now

And am happy you are bashing

The door open

Breaking the

Glass ceiling

But it’s not because we didn’t try

Of course we did

Our height lets you touch

the glass with

your hammer





PEACHES


Dear Peaches,

Please stop killing yourself with shameful behavior. I saw the ass drums. I wanted to barf. I thought much more highly of you. You are the slimy lecherous guy on stage at spring break. Except you’re 60. I guess that makes sense. But what is going on? And you question my rituals?

Love,

Muñequita
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