
Courting Myself in the 22nd Century 
  
Shame and I sit, in silence.  
sometimes it feels as if there is no escape from the  
white room that accompanies my body 
through thoughts of itself and it's urges.  
animal. 
  
there are things in my past that I still wouldn't share with my mother. 
swollen and diseased, my heart and these  
dirty white walls 
  
which recall the eagerness to be a woman, reflected 
in the eagerness of boys to make me a woman.  
   
there's a devil in most of us 
and a devil in some 14 year old girls-  

which with naivety and hopeless skill  
draws out the devil in 18 year old boys 

  
self-recognition slaps them both in the face in the end 
  
oh G-d, drag this knotted black cord from the depths of my throat 

I am sick with the memories of hands wanting 
  
they didn’t ask if I wanted them, they didn’t ask if it was the right thing to do 
  
I didn't ask if I wanted them, I didn't ask if it was the right thing to do 
  
I am sick of associating my heart 
with the ease with which I  
revealed it, and me 

as if I was nothing special.  
  
-and when then the spell broke  

and it was wrong 
and we both puked regrets  
onto the startlingly white  

walls of the inside of our brains… 
  
mom, it's complicated, to me and 
  
I would love my neighbor as I love myself so 
I need you to try to understand that I listened when 
the white walls whispered 
"give. if you’re good enough, at this, you will be loved"  
   
 



Love- an infinite word 
  
It leaves it’s scars 

-experience 
  
I trace old lines on these worn white walls,  
remembering- stories for good and for bad 
  
in both hands, I love myself, now- like the way I love G-d 
the way I love strangers like the way I 
sit with these walls 
  
-which were never meant to stay white 

 
better to be stained with love, and blood  
then left like a bone in dry wind 

 


