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The woman in the mirror brushes through tangled locks,

a secret ritual of midnights,

e

“sorta poetry of motion”

"%r naé%é comzs mar[é (n l‘é warm air’,

“‘more handsome than Adonis”,

or Aphrodite.
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I look into her eves in awe,

“a waking fluttering of breath”,

“a Sensuaﬁmérstanaéfzg wz’fgc;ut enf’,




My eves [lv elsewhere,

in fear of what this recognition might bring.

I travel back to the past.




I picture my mother,

chopping the onions that float in her tears,

“with automatic precision the knife rose and fell”,

repeating with each cut

D My job is the home,

e¢choing her mother’s whispers.

g f
] i
i i ]
i i y \
i
i
i { iy .
i ! L v
: bW i ol L s
' r e
! s
.....
."t -
1
o]
P i
FEFy
e




She tried to quench that

trbalbnt, madding
- K(:tf aéwst Sz’énf— passz’on,
and i o speat thvst
sl drank g the ocan andwas droomed”




The knife’s rhythm vibrates through the body,

and trying to ‘bring order out of the chaos of my mind”,
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“j ﬁ;ﬁé ﬁrezgn s%c'zme f éz’ng unmawz’ea/’,‘

“still uppermost in the ruffled reservoir of my emotions”.




“It gets into her stomach and causes havoc there”,

a cataclvsm of whispers by people who don’t know her,

but who know better that (/
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“L‘Ae. crop f)/[;my%wers must [c; proc&cec/ {qgre (ts autumn,”
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‘54"1
“the sunshine from it shall penetrate \\ '/m:\‘\!“
W SN
: > B ORSE N ..
all the coming years of sadness.” 7/ ‘/'ﬂ R SR AT |
—ICSASIDNIE D |




A

C




Ah, the past, the past!

“W@ c{c/ L?c.u‘ér ét fé chys rave anc/;iever (ntervene \‘A&\
Their passion was divine providence, hers banished her from supper. v |
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You left me erving on my bedroom’s floor until I learned to be uiet,

then let me out to do the dishes.




“No matter, your sin against me has bound us together for all eternity.”

I cried, “and from the torture of my mind,”

“I made poetry.”
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The room became my fortress.

The room unfolding through the mirror, :

Became my silky cocoon.




Tearing its threads with his big forceful hands,
She howled and kicked and clawed at him,
Undul he was no bigger than a t(rembling beete,

Running to flee through the drain.




I stare back at the woman,

and through her eves, I see stretching

“té L%z@ wcz% wz’té.z’ts great stars anc/i'fzeg(:tée,”

+ ‘a greaf %ﬁzca. 7







“j gfww every A;ur g[;%e' nzgé
cm/z'fé meanz’ng g[z;é wz’tcés’ Sa [ chztész
wén fé ﬁf moon séng/é;erceé on tée' ng Ke.[z’;c/sea.

I am the sea, and the moon,

She is the sea and the moon.

ﬂ woman w% %c;s gzown evewt&n&
cjeamfséc[ trem %g wz’t[ ecsta{g,
Bgomz’ng wz’t{ a prﬁunq&y,

cjn L‘Azjs true, this é&%ﬂ é{;

We argjgee ‘tz’[mnrzfse.”




Devanny, J. Sugar Heaven, Vulgar Press, 1936.

Langley, E. The Pea Pickers, Angus & Robertson, 1942. ‘ 4/‘
Stead, C. For Love Alone, Melbourne University Pub., 1944. "/
"'&7//

Source of Artworks: Pinterest '—‘

| S VAN a2 ‘.\
Quotes taken from: J 'v ,'




