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Sandra Cisneros 
 

from The House on Mango Street 

 

Cathy Queen of Cats 

She says, I am the great great grand cousin of the queen of France. She lives upstairs, 

over there, next door to Joe the baby-grabber. Keep away from him, she says. He is 

full of danger. Benny and Blanca own the corner store. They’re okay except don’t 

lean on the candy counter. Two girls raggedy as rats live across the street. You don’t 

want to know them. Edna is the lady who owns the building next to you. She used to 

own a building big as a whale, but her brother sold it. Their mother said no, no, don’t 

ever sell it. I won’t. And then she closed her eyes and he sold it. Alicia is stuck-up 

ever since she went to college. She used to like me but now she doesn’t. 

Cathy who is queen of cats has cats and cats and cats. Baby cuts, big cats, skinny cats, 

sick cats. Cats asleep like little donuts. Cats on top of the refrigerator. Cats taking a 

walk on the dinner table. Her house is like cat heaven. 

You want a friend, she says. Okay, I’ll be your friend. But only till next Tuesday. 

That’s when we move away. Got to. Then as if she forgot I just moved in, she says the 

neighborhood is getting bad. 

Cathy’s father will have to fly to France one day and find her great great distant grand 

cousin on her father’s side and inherit the family house. How do I know this is so? 

She told me so. In the meantime they’ll just have to move a little farther north from 

Mango Street, a little farther away every time people like us keep moving in. 

 

Meme Ortiz 

Meme Ortiz moved into Cathy’s house after her family moved away. His name isn’t 

really Meme. His name is Juan. But when we asked him what his name was he said 

Meme, and that’s what everybody calls him except his mother. 

Meme has a dog with grey eyes, a sheepdog with two names, one in English and one 

in Spanish. The dog is big, like a man dressed in a dog suit, and runs the same way its 

owner does, clumsy and wild and with the limbs flopping all over the place like untied 

shoes. 

Cathy’s father built the house Meme moved into. It is wooden. Inside the floors slant. 

Some rooms uphill. Some down. And there are no closets. Out front there are twenty-

one steps, all lopsided and jutting like crooked teeth (made that way on purpose, 

Cathy said, so the rain will slide off), and when Meme’s mama calls from the 

doorway, Meme goes scrambling up the twenty-one wooden stairs with the dog with 

two names scrambling after him. 

Around the back is a yard, mostly dirt, and a greasy bunch of boards that used to be a 

garage. But what you remember most is this tree, huge, with fat arms and mighty 

families of squirrels in the higher branches. All around, the neighborhood of roofs, 

black-tarred and A-framed, and in their gutters, the balls that never came back down 

to earth. Down at the base of the tree, the dog with two names barks into the empty 

air, and there at the end of the block, looking smaller still, our house with its feet 

tucked under like a cat. 

This is the tree we chose for the First Annual Tarzan Jumping Contest. Meme won. 

And broke both arms. 

 

Louie, His Cousin & His Other Cousin 

Downstairs from Meme’s is a basement apartment that Meme’s mother fixed up and 

rented to a Puerto Rican family. Louie’s family. Louie is the oldest in a family of little 

sisters. He is my brother’s friend really, but I know he has two cousins and that his t-

shirts never stay tucked in his pants. 

Louie’s girl cousin is older than us. She lives with Louie’s family because her own 

family is in Puerto Rico. Her name is Marin or Maris or something like that, and she 

wears dark nylons all the time and lots of make-up she gets free from selling Avon. 

She can’t come out–gotta baby-sit with Louie’s sisters–but she stands in the doorway 

a lot, all the time singing, clicking her fingers, the same song: 

 

Apples, peaches, pumpkin pah-ay. 

You’re in love and so am ah-ay. 

 

Louie has another cousin. We only saw him once, but it was important. We were 

playing volleyball in the alley when he drove up in this great big yellow Cadillac with 

whitewalls and a yellow scarf tied around the mirror. Louie’s cousin had his arm out 

the window. He honked a couple of times and a lot of faces looked out from Louie’s 

back window and then a lot of people came out–Louie, Marin and all the little sisters. 

Everybody looked inside the car and asked where he got it. There were white rugs and 

white leather seats. We all asked for a ride and asked where he got it. Louie’s cousin 

said get in. 

We each had to sit with one of Louie’s little sisters on our lap, but that was okay. The 

seats were big and soft like a sofa, and there was a little white cat in the back window 

whose eyes lit up when the car stopped or turned. The windows didn’t roll up like in 

ordinary cars. Instead there was a button that did it for you automatically. We rode up 

the alley and around the block six times, but Louie’s cousin said he was going to 

make us walk home if we didn’t stop playing with the windows or touching the FM 

radio. 



The seventh time we drove into the alley we heard sirens ... real quiet at first, but then 

louder. Louie’s cousin stopped the car right where we were and said, Everybody out 

of the car. Then he took off flooring that car into a yellow blur. We hardly had time to 

think when the cop car pulled in the alley going just as fast. We saw the yellow 

Cadillac at the end of the block trying to make a left-hand turn, but our alley is too 

skinny and the car crashed into a lamppost. 

Marin screamed and we ran down the block to where the cop car’s siren spun a dizzy 

blue. The nose of that yellow Cadillac was all pleated like an alligator’s, and except 

for 

a bloody lip and a bruised forehead, Louie’s cousin was okay. They put handcuffs on 

him and put him in the back seat of the cop car, and we all waved as they drove away. 

 

The Earl of Tennessee 

Earl lives next door in Edna’s basement, behind the flowerboxes Edna paints green 

each year, behind the dusty geraniums. We used to sit on the flowerboxes until the 

day Tito saw a cockroach with a spot of green paint on its head. Now we sit on the 

steps that swing around the basement apartment where Earl lives. 

Earl works nights. His blinds are always closed during the day. Sometimes he comes 

out and tells us to keep quiet. The little wooden door that has wedged shut the dark for 

so long opens with a sigh and lets out a breath of mold and dampness, like books that 

have been left out in the rain. This is the only time we see Earl except for when he 

comes and goes to work. He has two little black dogs that go everywhere with him. 

They don’t walk like ordinary dogs, but leap and somersault like an apostrophe and 

comma. 

At night Nenny and I can hear when Earl comes home from work. First the click and 

whine of the car door opening, then the scrape of concrete, the excited tinkling of dog 

tags, followed by the heavy jingling of keys, and finally the moan of the wooden door 

as it opens and lets loose its sigh of dampness. 

Earl is a jukebox repairman. He learned his trade in the south, he says. He speaks with 

a southern accent, smokes fat cigars and wears a felt hat–winter or summer, hot or 

cold, don’t matter–a felt hat. In his apartment are boxes and boxes of 45 records, 

moldy and damp like the smell that comes out of his apartment whenever he opens the 

door. He gives the records away to us–all except the country and western. 

The word is that Earl is married and has a wife somewhere. Edna says she saw her 

once when Earl brought her to the apartment. Mama says she is a skinny thing, blond 

and pale like salamanders that have never seen the sun. But I saw her once too and 

she’s not that way at all. And the boys across the street say she is a tall red-headed 

lady who wears tight pink pants and green glasses. We never agree on what she looks 

like, but we do know this. Whenever she arrives, he holds her tight by the crook of the 

arm. They walk fast into the apartment, lock the door behind them and never stay 

long. 

Those Who Don’t 

Those who don’t know any better come into our neighborhood scared. They think 

we’re dangerous. They think we will attack them with shiny knives. They are stupid 

people who are lost and got here by mistake. 

But we aren’t afraid. We know the guy with the crooked eye is Davey the Baby’s 

brother, and the tall one next to him in the straw brim, that’s Rosa’s Eddie V. and the 

big one that looks like a dumb grown man, he’s Fat Boy, though he’s not fat anymore 

nor a boy. 

All brown all around, we are safe. But watch us drive into a neighborhood of another 

color and our knees go shakity-shake and our car windows get rolled up tight and our 

eyes look straight. Yeah. That is how it goes and goes. 

 

Marin 

Marin’s boyfriend is in Puerto Rico. She shows us his letters and makes us promise 

not to tell anybody they’re getting married when she goes back to P.R. She says he 

didn’t get a job yet, but she’s saving the money she gets from selling Avon and taking 

care of her cousins. 

Marin says that if she stays here next year, she’s going to get a real job downtown 

because that’s where the best jobs are, since you always get to look beautiful and get 

to wear nice clothes and can meet someone in the subway who might marry you and 

take you to live in a big house far away. 

But next year Louie’s parents are going to send her back to her mother with a letter 

saying she’s too much trouble, and that is too bad because I like Marin. She is older 

and knows lots of things. She is the one who told us how Davey the Baby’s sister got 

pregnant and what cream is best for taking off moustache hair and if you count the 

white flecks on your fingernails you can know how many boys are thinking of you 

and lots of other things I can’t remember now. 

We never see Marin until her aunt comes home from work, and even then she can 

only stay out in front. She is there every night with the radio. When the light in her 

aunt’s room goes out, Marin lights a cigarette and it doesn’t matter if it’s cold out or if 

the radio doesn’t work or if we’ve got nothing to say to each other. What matters, 

Marin says, is for the boys to see us and for us to see them. And since Marin’s skirts 

are shorter and since her eyes’ are pretty, and since Marin is already older than us in 

many ways, the boys that do pass by say stupid things like I am in love with those two 

green apples you call eyes, give them to me why don’t you. And Marin just looks at 

them without even blinking and is not afraid. 

Marin, under the streetlight, dancing by herself, is singing the same song somewhere. 

I know. Is waiting for a car to stop, a star to fall, someone to change her life. 

 

 



Darius & the Clouds 

You can never have too much sky. You can fall asleep and wake up drunk on sky, and 

sky can keep you safe when you are sad. Here there is too much sadness and not 

enough sky. Butterflies too are few and so are flowers and most things that are 

beautiful. Still, we take what we can get and make the best of it. 

Darius, who doesn’t like school, who is sometimes stupid and mostly a fool, said 

something wise today, though most days he says nothing. Darius, who chases girls 

with firecrackers or a stick that touched a rat and thinks he’s tough, today pointed up 

because the world was full of clouds, the kind like pillows. 

You all see that cloud, that fat one there? Darius said, See that? Where? That one next 

to the one that look like popcorn. That one there. See that. That’s God, Darius said. 

God? somebody little asked. God, he said, and made it simple. 

 

Hips 

I like coffee, I like tea. 

I like the boys and the boys like me. 

Yes, no, maybe so. Yes, no, maybe so .. 

. 

One day you wake up and they are there. Ready and waiting like a new Buick with the 

keys in the ignition. Ready to take you where? 

They’re good for holding a baby when you’re cooking, Rachel says turning the jump 

rope a little quicker. She has no imagination. 

You need them to dance, says Lucy. 

If you don’t get them you may turn into a man. Nenny says this and she believes it. 

She is this way because of her age. 

That’s right, I add before Lucy or Rachel can make fun of her. She is stupid alright, 

but she is my sister. 

But most important, hips are scientific, I say repeating what Alicia already told me. 

It’s the bones that let you know which skeleton was a man’s when it was a man and 

which a woman’s. 

They bloom like roses, I continue because it’s obvious I’m the only one who can 

speak with any authority; I have science on my side. The bones just one day open. 

Just like that. One day you might decide to have kids, and then where are you going to 

put them? Got to have room. Bones got to give. 

But don’t have too many or your behind will spread. That’s how it is, says Rachel 

whose mama is as wide as a boat. And we just laugh. 

What I’m saying is who here is ready? You gotta be able to know what to do with 

hips when you get them, I say making it up as I go. You gotta know how to walk with 

hips, practice you know–like if half of you wanted to go one way and the other half 

the other. 

That’s to lullaby it, Nenny says, that’s to rock the baby asleep inside you. And then 

she begins singing seashells, copper bells, eevy, ivy, o-ver. 

I’m about to tell her that’s the dumbest thing I’ve ever heard, but the more I think 

about it  

You gotta get the rhythm, and Lucy begins to dance. She has the idea, though she’s 

having trouble keeping her end of the double-dutch steady. 

It’s gotta be just so, I say. Not too fast and not too slow. Not too fast and not too slow. 

We slow the double circles down to a certain speed so Rachel who has just jumped in 

can practice shaking it. 

I want to shake like hoochi-coochie, Lucy says. She is crazy. 

I want to move like heebie jeebie, I say picking up on the cue. 

I want to be Tahiti. Or merengue. Or electricity.  

Or tembleque! 

Yes, tembleque. That’s a good one.  

And then it’s Rachel who starts it: 

 

Skip, skip, 

snake in your hips. 

 wiggle around  

and break your lip. 

 

Lucy waits a minute before her turn. She is thinking. Then she begins: 

 

The waitress with the big fat hips 

who pays the rent with taxi tips ...  

says nobody in town will kiss her on the lips  

because ... 

because she looks like Christopher Columbus!  

Yes, no, maybe so. Yes, no, maybe so. 

 

She misses on maybe so. I take a little while before my turn, take a breath, and dive 

in: 

 

Some are skinny like chicken lips.  

Some are baggy like soggy band-aids  

after you get out of the bathtub. 

I don’t care what kind I get. 

Just as long as I get hips. 

 

Everybody getting into it now except Nenny who is still humming not a girl, not a 

boy, just a little baby. She’s like that. 



When the two arcs open wide like jaws Nenny jumps in across from me, the rope tick-

ticking, the little gold earrings our mama gave her for her First Holy Communion 

bouncing. She is the color of a bar of naphtha laundry soap, she is like the little brown 

piece left at the end of the wash, the hard little bone, my sister. Her mouth opens. She 

begins: 

 

My mother and your mother were washing clothes. 

My mother punched your mother right in the nose. 

What color blood came out? 

 

Not that old song, I say. You gotta use your own song. Make it up, you know? But she 

doesn’t get it or won’t. It’s hard to say which. The rope turning, turning, turning. 

 

Engine, engine number nine,  

running down Chicago line. 

If the train runs off the track 

do you want your money back?  

Do you want your MONEY back? 

Yes, no, maybe so. Yes, no, maybe so… 

 

I can tell Lucy and Rachel are disgusted, but they don’t say anything because she’s my 

sister. 

 

Yes, no, maybe so. Yes, no, maybe so ... 

 

Nenny, I say, but she doesn’t hear me. She is too many light years away. She is in a 

world we don’t belong to anymore. Nenny. Going. Going. 

 

Y-E-S spells yes and out you go! 

 

[1984] 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 
Pat Mora 

 
Sonrisas 

 

I live in a doorway 

between two rooms. I hear 

quiet clicks, cups of black 

coffee, click, click like facts 

     budgets, tenure, curriculum, 

from careful women in crisp beige 

suits, quick beige smiles 

that seldom sneak into their eyes. 

 

I peek 

in the other room seńoras 

in faded dresses stir sweet 

milk coffee, laughter whirls 

with steam from fresh tamales 

     sh, sh, mucho ruido, 

they scold one another, 

press their lips, trap smiles 

in their dark Mexican eyes. 

 

(1986) 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



ASIAN AMERICAN LITERATURE 

 

Amy Tan 
 

from The Joy Luck Club 

The old woman remembered a swan she had bought many years ago in Shanghai for a 

foolish sum. This bird, boasted the market vendor, was once a duck that stretched its 

neck in hopes of becoming a goose, and now look!–it is too beautiful to eat. 

Then the woman and the swan sailed across an ocean many thousands of li wide, 

stretching their necks toward America. On her journey she cooed to the swan: “In 

America 1 will have a daughter just like me. But over there nobody will say her worth 

is measured by the loudness of her husband’s belch. Over there nobody will look 

down on her, because 1 will make her speak only perfect American English. And over 

there she will always be too full to swallow any sorrow! She will know my meaning, 

because 1 will give her this swan–a creature that became more than what was hoped 

for.” 

But when she arrived in the new country, the immigration oficials pulled her swan 

away from her, leaving the woman fluttering her arms and with only one swan feather 

for a memory. And then she had to fill out so many forms she forgot why she had 

come and what she had left behind. 

Now the woman was old. And she had a daughter who grew up speaking only English 

and swallowing more Coca-Cola than sorrow. For a long time now the woman had 

wanted to give her daughter the single swan feather and tell her, “This feather may 

look worthless, but it comes from afar and carries with it all my good intentions.” And 

she waited, year after year, for the day she could tell her daughter this in perfect 

American English. 

 

[1989] 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

QUEER LITERATURE 

 

 

Leslie Feinberg 

 
from Stone Butch Blues (1993) 

 

 
Dear Theresa, 

 

I'm lying on my bed tonight missing you, my eyes all swollen, hot tears 

running down my face. There's a fierce summer lightning storm raging 

outside.  

Tonight I walked down streets looking for you in every woman's face, as I 

have each night of this lonely exile. I'm afraid I'll never see your laughing, 

teasing eyes again. 

I had coffee in Greenwich Village earlier with a woman. A mutual friend 

fixed us up, sure we'd have a lot in common since we're both "into politics." 

Well, we sat in a coffee shop and she talked about Democratic politics and 

seminars and photography and problems with her co-op and how she's so 

opposed to rent control. Small wonder – Daddy is a real estate developer. 

I was looking at her while she was talking, thinking to myself that I'm a 

stranger in this woman's eyes. She's looking at me but she doesn't see me. 

Then she finally said how she hates this society for what it's done to "women 

like me" who hate themselves so much they have to look and act like men. I 

felt myself getting flushed and my face twitched a little and I started telling 

her, all cool and calm, about how women like me existed since the dawn of 

time, before there was oppression, and how those societies respected them, 

and she got her very interested expression on – and besides it was time to 

leave. 

So we walked by a corner where these cops were laying into a homeless 

man and I stopped and mouthed off to the cops and they started coming at me 

with their clubs raised and she tugged my belt to pull me back. I just looked at 

her, and suddenly I felt things well up in me I thought I had buried. I stood 

there remembering you like I didn't see cops about to hit me, like I was falling 

back into another world, a place I wanted to go again. 



And suddenly my heart hurt so bad and I realized how long it's been since 

my heart felt – anything.  

I need to go home to you tonight Theresa. I can't. So I'm writing you this 

letter. 

I remember years ago, the day I started working at the cannery in Buffalo 

and you had already been there a few months, and how your eyes caught mine 

and played with me before you set me free. I was supposed to be following the 

foreman to fill out some forms but I was so busy wondering what color your 

hair was under that white paper net and how it would look and feel in my 

fingers, down loose and free. And I remember how you laughed gently when 

the foreman come back and said, "You comin' or not?" 

All of us he-shes were mad as hell when we heard you got fired because 

you wouldn't let the Superintendent touch your breasts. I still unloaded on the 

docks for another couple of days, but I was kind of mopey. It just wasn't the 

same after your light went out.  

I couldn't believe it the night I went to that new club on the West Side. 

There you were, leaning up against the bar, your jeans too tight for words and 

your hair, your hair all loose and free. 

And I remember that look in your eyes again. You didn't just know me, 

you liked what you saw. And this time, ooh woman, we were on your turf. I 

could move the way you wanted me too, and I was glad I'd gotten all dressed 

up.  

Our own turf.... "Would you dance with me?" 

You didn't say yes or no, just teased me with your eyes, straightened my 

tie, smoothed my collar, and took me by the hand. You had my heart before 

you moved against me like you did. Tammy was singing "Stand By Your 

Man," and we were changing all the he's to she's inside our heads to make it 

fit right. After you moved that way, you had more than my heart. You made 

me ache and you liked that. So did I. 

The older butches warned me: if you wanted to keep your marriage, don't 

go to the bars. But I've always been a one-woman butch. Besides, this was our 

community, the only one we belonged to, so we went every weekend.  

There were two kinds of fights in the bars. Most weekends had one kind or 

the other, some weekends both. There were the fist fights between the butch 

women – full of booze, shame, jealous insecurity. Sometimes the fights were 

awful and spread like a web to trap everyone in the bar, like the night Heddy 

lost her eye when she got hit upside the head with a bar stool. 

I was real proud that in all those years I never hit another butch woman. 

See, I loved them too, and I understood their pain and their shame because I 

was so much like them. I loved the lines etched in their faces and hands and 

the curves of their work-weary shoulders. Sometimes I looked in the mirror 

and wondered what I would look like when I was their age. Now I know! 

In their own way, they loved me too. They protected me because they 

knew I wasn't a "Saturday-night butch." The weekend butches were scared of 

me because I was a stone he-she. If only they had known how powerless I 

really felt inside! But the older butches, they knew the whole road that lay 

ahead of me and they wished I didn't have to go down it because it hurt so 

much. 

When I came into the bar in drag, kind of hunched over, they told me, "Be 

proud of what you are," and then they adjusted my tie sort of like you did. I 

was like them, they knew I didn't have a choice. So I never fought them with 

my fists. We clapped each other on the back in the bars and watched each 

other's backs at the factory.  

But then there were the times our real enemies came in the front door: 

drunken gangs of sailors, Klan-type thugs, sociopaths and cops. You always 

knew when they walked in because someone thought to pull the plug on the 

jukebox. No matter how many times it happened, we all still went "Aw..." 

when the music stopped and then realized it was time to get down to business. 

When the bigots came in it was time to fight, and fight we did. Fought hard 

– femme and butch, women and men together.  

If the music stopped and it was the cops at the door, someone plugged the 

music back in and we switched dance partners. Us in our suits and ties paired 

off with our drag queen sisters in their dresses and pumps. Hard to remember 

that it was illegal then for two women or two men to sway to music together. 

When the music ended, the butches bowed, our femme partners curtsied, and 

we returned to our seats, our lovers, and our drinks to await our fates. 

That's when I remember your hand on my belt, up under my suit jacket. 

That's where your hand stayed the whole time the cops were there. "Take it 

easy, honey. Stay with me baby, cool off," you'd be cooing in my ear like a 

special lover's song sung to warriors who need to pick and choose their battles 

in order to survive.  

We learned fast that the cops always pulled the police van right up to the 

bar door and left snarling dogs inside so we couldn't get out. We were trapped 

alright. 



Remember the night you stayed home with me when I was so sick? That 

was the night – you remember. The cops picked out the most stone butch of 

them all to destroy with humiliation, a woman everyone said "wore a raincoat 

in the shower." We heard they stripped her, slow, in front of everyone in the 

bar, and laughed at her trying to cover up her nakedness. Later she went mad, 

they said. Later she hung herself. 

What would I have done if I had been there that night? 

I'm remembering the bust in the bars in Canada. Packed in the police vans, 

all the Saturday-night butches giggled and tried to fluff up their hair and 

switch clothing so they could get thrown in the tank with the femme women – 

said it would be like "dyin' and goin' to heaven." The law said we had to be 

wearing three pieces of women's clothing. 

We never switched clothing. Neither did our drag queen sisters. We knew, 

and so did you, what was coming. We needed our sleeves rolled up, our hair 

slicked back, in order to live through it. Our hands were cuffed tight behind 

our backs. Yours were cuffed in front. You loosened my tie, unbottoned my 

collar, and touched my face. I saw the pain and fear for me in your face, and I 

whispered it would be alright. We knew it wouldn't be. 

I never told you what they did to us down there – queens in one tank, stone 

butches in the next – but you knew. One at a time they would drag our 

brothers out of the cells, slapping and punching them, locking the bars behind 

them fast in case we lost control and tried to stop them, as if we could. They'd 

handcuff a brother's wrist to his ankles or chain him, face against the bars. 

They made us watch. Sometimes we'd catch the eyes of the terrorized victim, 

or the soon-to-be, caught in the vise of torture, and we'd say gently, "I'm with 

you honey, look at me, it's OK, we'll take you home."  

We never cried in front of the cops. We knew we were next.  

The next time the cell door opens it will be me they drag out and chain 

spread-eagle to the bars. 

Did I survive? I guess I did. But only because I knew I might get home to 

you.  

They let us out last, one at a time, on Monday morning. No charges. Too 

late to call in sick to work, no money, hitch-hiking, crossing the border on 

foot, rumpled clothes, bloody, needing a shower, hurt, scared.  

I knew you'd be home if I could get there. 

You ran a bath for me with sweet-smelling bubbles. You laid out a fresh 

pair of white BVD's and a T-shirt for me and left me alone to wash off the 

first layer of shame.  

I remember, it was always the same. I would put on the briefs, and then I'd 

just get the T-shirt over my head and you would find some reason to come 

into the bathroom, to get something or put something away. In a glance you 

would memorize the wounds on my body like a road map – the gashes, 

bruises, cigarette burns. 

Later, in bed, you held me gently, caressing me everywhere, the tenderest 

touches reserved for the places I was hurt, knowing each and every sore place 

– inside and out. You didn't flirt with me right away, knowing I wasn't 

confident enough to feel sexy. But slowly you coaxed my pride back out again 

by showing me how much you wanted me. You knew it would take you 

weeks again to melt the stone.  

Lately I've read these stories by women who are so angry with stone 

lovers, even mocking their passion when they finally give way to trust, to 

being touched. And I'm wondering: did it hurt you the times I couldn't let you 

touch me? I hope it didn't. You never showed it if it did. I think you knew it 

wasn't you I was keeping myself safe from. You treated my stone self as a 

wound that needed loving healing. Thank you. No one's ever done that since. 

If you were here tonight ... well, it's hypothetical, isn't it? 

I never said these things to you. 

Tonight I remember the night I got busted alone, on strange turf. You're 

probably wincing already, but I have to say this to you. It was the night we 

drove ninety miles to a bar to meet friends who never showed up. When the 

police raided the club we were "alone," and the cop with gold bars on his 

uniform came right over to me and told me to stand up. No wonder, I was the 

only he-she in the place that night.  

He put his hands all over me, pulled up the band of my Jockeys and told 

his men to cuff me – I didn't have three pieces of women's clothing on. I 

wanted to fight right then and there because I knew the chance would be lost 

in a moment. But I also knew that everyone would be beaten that night if I 

fought back, so I just stood there. I saw they had pinned your arms behind 

your back and cuffed your hands. One cop had his arm across your throat. I 

remember the look in your eyes. It hurts me even now.  

They cuffed my hands so tight behind my back I almost cried out. Then the 

cop unzipped his pants real slow, with a smirk on his face, and ordered me 

down on my knees. First I thought of myself, I can't! Then I said out loud to 

myself and to you and to him, "I won't!" I never told you this before, but 

something changed inside of me at that moment. I learned the difference 

between what I can't do and what I refuse to do. 



I paid the price for that lesson. Do I have to tell you every detail? Of 

course not.  

When I got out of the tank the next morning you were there. You bailed me 

out. No charges, they just kept your money. You had waited all night long in 

that police station. Only I know how hard it was for you to withstand their 

leers, their taunts, their threats. I knew you cringed with every sound you 

strained to hear from back in the cells. You prayed you wouldn't hear me 

scream. I didn't.  

I remember when we got outside to the parking lot you stopped and put 

your hands lightly on my shoulders and avoided my eyes. You gently rubbed 

the bloody places on my shirt and said, "I'll never get these stains out." 

Damn anyone who thinks that means you were relegated in life to 

worrying about my ring-around-the-collar. 

I knew exactly what you meant. It was such an oddly sweet way of saying, 

or not saying, what you were feeling. Sort of the way I shut down emotionally 

when I feel scared and hurt and helpless and say funny little things that seem 

so out of context.  

You drove us home with my head in your lap all the way, stroking my 

face. You ran the bath. Set out my fresh underwear. Put me to bed. Caressed 

me carefully. Held me gently.  

Later that night I woke up and found myself alone in bed. You were 

drinking at the kitchen table, head in your hands. You were crying. I took you 

firmly in my arms and held you, and you struggled and hit my chest with your 

fists because the enemy wasn't there to fight. Moments later you recalled the 

bruises on my chest and cried even harder, sobbing, "It's my fault, I couldn't 

stop them." 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 


