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CHAINS ... 

I was born with the chains that rattle after me. 
Chains that remind me of my dark skin. 
Chains that remind me of my mother's tears, 

and of my father's silent anger. 
Chains that made us sing louder and louder 

to drown out the rattling sounds on the concrete. 
Chains that would be with me forever. 
I was born with the chains that limited my steps, 
Chains that defined my whole being 
Chains that destroyed the generation before me 

and would eventually destroy me. 
Chains that made me tolerant and passive 
Chains that taught me to hate. 
Chains that taught me to dream. 
Chains that represented my inferiority. 
Chains that I will bring to the grave. 

Eunice Senat 
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BEDSPRINGS 

One of my earliest childhood memories that I can recall happened when I was seven-years-old. 
My mom worked nights so my dad had to put my sister and me to bed. Instead of going upstairs 
with us to make sure we did everything and did not fool around and waste time, my dad gave us a 
list of things to do before and after we got into bed. We were supposed to wash our faces, brush 
our teeth, and then get into bed. My dad knew how much Kim and I liked to read, but it was late 
so he told us that it was too late to read and we were supposed to go straight to sleep. 

My dad had a gut feeling that we were going to disobey him so when Kim and I were in the 
bathroom, my dad snuck into our bedroom and laid down next to my bed against the wall. He 
waited. Sure enough, when Kim and I returned from the bathroom, Kim pulled out a book that 
she was reading. I asked her, "Should we be doing this? Daddy wants us to go right to sleep." 
She replied, "Daddy is too busy watching T. V. He will never come upstairs and check on us." So 
I pulled out my book and I started to read. 

A few minutes later, my dad pulled on one of the box springs to my bed and let it go. The bed 
made a funny noise and I laughed. Kim asked me what I was laughing at. I said, "My bed just 
went boom." Kim did not believe me. My dad waited a couple of minutes and then he did it 
again. I laughed and Kim asked me, "What are you laughing at?" I replied, "My bed went boom 
again." She said, "Go back to reading your book. You are just imagining it." My dad wait~ a 
few more minutes and then he pulled on my box spring again. I laughed, but this time my sister 
Kim came over to my bed and said, "Push over! Let me get into your bed and see what yo~ are 
talking about." My dad proceeded to pull the spring one more time and when he did it, mY_ sister 
peeked over the side of the bed and saw him. He roared which scared her. Her eyes got big and 
she jumped. He also made me jump. We never read when we were told not to again. 

Heather Jones 
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THE DARK 

She looks out the car window as if it were 
the frame around a picture. The g_olden land 
takes up the bottom third of the picture , then 
there's the sky. Blue sky. Clouds for . 
dreaming. Flying. She canfly. Sheflzes to 
the clouds. 

Tell me the story about when I was born, 
she said. 

You were a mistake, she said. Your f~ther 
left when you were born, you know. I cned for 
two weeks after you were born, rou know .. 
You just kept looking up at me with those big 
blue eyes. You knew I couldn't send you back, 
she laughed. The nurse tried to push Y<;m back, 
she said. You would have been born, nght 
there in my bed. I called the nurse. She pushed 
you back. It took a long time for the doct~r to 
come. It took a long time. It took a long time 
for you to come. 

I was going to call you Richar~ Truman 
Bums. Richard for Richard the Lion Hearted. 
Truman after Harry, and Bums for Bobby 
Bum s. He was a poet. You were going to be 
preside nt. You would drive the car when you 
were fifteen. You would wear a suit and take 
your sisters where they wanted to go. But you 
were a little girl. Your father asked me what I 
want ed to name you. I said, call it Penelope. It 
broke my heart . I cried for two weeks. 

** * 
Her sisters , twins, tried to sell her to 

stran gers. They left her to die when her foot 
got caught in the tracks and there was a train 
comin g. They turned the light off because she 
was a afraid of the dark. They tried to drown 
her on her eighth birthday. They hated holding 
her warty hands when they walked to church. 
They hated her feet. They laughed at her body 
when she had breasts and they didn't. They 
laughed when she started her period and she 
was scared. Serves the brat right, they said. 

They made her do what they said. They 
said they'd tell if she didn' t. They told anyway. 
She was so mad that she tried to punch one 
once . Her sister held her by the forehead at 
arms length. She couldn't touch her. She was 
furious. Her sister stills laughs about that, she 
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says. 
She looses track of the car, the motion. 

She is riding in the clouds. Making animal 
shapes in the clouds. Seeing armies about to 
clash, changing into lions and angels. Soft, 
floating clouds. Blue blue sky. 

Oh, look girls, the Lacombe Horne, she 
said. That's the place where children go who 
are bad. That's where they go when nobody 
wants them. Father, drive up to the Lacombe 
Home and show the girls where they will go if 
they are bad. 

What's bad? 
Mr. Black will come and take you away if 

you're bad. 
What's bad? 
Things happen to girls who are bad. 
What's bad? 
In July she took some money from her 

father's pocket. There was a lot of it there. 
And peanuts. How did he find out? There was 
so much of it there. It was her birthday in 
August. End of August. There was no cake. 
No card. No present. No party. No nothing. 

What's bad? 
. She was afraid of her grandfather's third 

wife. She mad scary sounds in her throat and 
she talked with her hands. Her grandfather said 
that he married her for peace and quiet. They all 
laughed. She was afraid. Afraid that the 
woman would touch her. Afraid that she would 
have to kiss her. She wouldn't eat anything the 
woman made for her. 

She was afraid of her cousin with the hump 
back. Rice Crispies with milk reminded her of 
her cousin's hump. Little pockets in the cereal 
filled up with the white milk like white skin 
falling off her cousin's white hump into her 
bowl. She tried eating it with her eyes closed. 
It was mushy like white mushy skin. It made 
her vomit. 

Bad girls don't eat what's put in front of 
them. 

Bad girls don't respect their elders. 
Bad girls don't do what they' re told. 
Oh, look girls, the Lacombe Home she 

said. That's where children go who ar~ bad. 
That's w~ere they go when nobody wants them. 
Father drive up and show the girls the Lacombe 



Home, where they will go if they are bad. 
She curls up on the back seat. The car 

stops . The door will open in a minute and they 
will take her away . She will be alone. It will 
be like the dark. She is always alone in the 
dark because she can't see anything. Terrible 
things could be right next to her and she can't 
see them. Things could get her. She wonders 
if her mama and daddy will come visit her 
ever. 

They left part of her there that day. Nobody 
ever did come visit. 

What's bad? 

*** 
I don't understand why you never come 

home. I don't understand why you never talk 
to us. I don't understand how you could be so 
nasty. I don't understand how you could do 
this to us. I don't understand why you never 
tell us where you 're going. If you would just 
ask . .. 

Mother, can I go spend the night with a 
friend? 

Ask your father. 
Father, can I go spend the night with my 

friend? 
Ask your mother. 

*** 
Things happen to girls who are bad, you 

know. 
What's bad? 
She called up to say she'd be home that 

night. It got late. She spent her last quarter on 
a cup of coffee. Home was a good five-mile 
walk, up hill, in the snow. 

You can call your father. You can always 
call your father ... Daddy, can you come get me? 
WHERE THE HELL ARE YOU? WHO THE 
HELL SAID YOU COUW GO THERE? 
WHY THE HELL DID YOU GO THERE 
WHEN YOU HAD NO WAY OF GEITING 
HOME? WHY THE HELL CAN'T YOUR 
FRIEND'S FATHER GO GET YOU? WHAT 
THE HELL ... DAMNATION. 

She asked a complete stranger for a ride . 
He was drunk. He was small. Short, no build. 
His truck had a flat tire. He couldn't loosen the 
lug nuts. They went to a cafe to call a cab. He 

wanted to pay for the cab. It was 3:00. a.m. 
Two cops came in. You're looking for me, she 
said. 

Look girls. This is a detention home. This 
is where girls go who are bad. This is where 
they go when nobody wants them. 

They took her to the hospital first. Need to 
see if you were raped, they said. I wasn't 
raped, she said. Need to see if this guy raped 
you, they said. He didn't rape me, she said. 
You're a minor, they said. I'm a virgin, she 
said. They stripped off her clothes ... Forced her 
on the table ... Splayed her on the table ... Put her 
feet in stirrups. Pried her apart. Jabbed her. 
Probed her. Hurt her. The instruments hurt 
her. The gloved fingers hurt her. The white 
hurt her. The light hurt her. It was cold. She 
was cold, except for the light on her skin ... the 
doctor's breath on her labia. 

It's all right, Mrs. Murphy, she's still a 
virgin, they said. She wasn't raped, they said . 

Oh thank God. My baby's still a virgin. 
She's a good girl. She cried. 

She felt cheap. And used. 
What's bad? 
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They did it for her own good , they said. 
Her mother. Her father. The judge. It would 
teach her a good lesson. Locking her up is a 
good lesson, it's a good lesson for her, they 
agreed. 

Look girl. The detention home. This is 
where you go when you are bad. This is 
where you go when nobody wants you. 

She sat straight up on the back seat. The car 
stopped. The door opened and they took her 
away. She was alone. It was like the dark. 
She was alone in the dark because she couldn 't 
see anything. Terrible things could be right next 
to her and she couldn't see anything. Things 
could get her. Come to think of it, her life was 
very much in the dark. 

Penelope Pritchard 



SONG OF MY SOUL 

Song of my soul, 
Be heard throughout the universe. 

Rejoice in the cry of amazon womyn. 
The fire burning inside me is millenniums old. 

I feel the spirits of my sisters, warming me, keeping me strong. 

Song of my soul, 
Be heard throughout the universe. 

My love, 
Touch me, our spirits unite and call to our ancestors. 

My soul now sings in harmony. 

Song of my soul, 
Be heard throughout the universe. 

The world is my home, may I never be homeless. 
Teachers, show us the way. 

Help us heal our dying Mother, 
So I may breathe in Life once again. 

Song of my soul, 
Be heard throughout the universe. 

Listen to the wind, 
It is the music to which we sing; 

It is the instrument of our flight into eternity. 

Elisa Lucozzi 
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MAPPLETHORPE 

Mapplethorpe, your work and talent lives on through your aesthetic awareness and ability to 
capture beauty, like a famished wild animal captures it's prey. Your subject matter is that of real 
life, with growth and progress. The things you did with color, shadows and light, are equal to that 
of things of p~e nature. To capture the only moment, that will never exis! again, is jus~ on~ step 
bel<?w perfection . It is one step below because of the fact that pure and ulumate per[ecti<:m is only 
attamable by GOD, and that GOD, is the one that has been so generous to you, havmg given you 
!he gift of seeing and being able to capture what and how you see, and sharing it with th?se that are 
incapable of obtaining your miraculous sight. I was enthralled by your superfluous subjects, and 
the way that you placed and portrayed them, each in their own moment of time. The millisecond 
that will never return was yours. You saw its importance and chose to save it, and also to share it. 
Even to show it off. If it hadn't been for you, there would not be a part of a lifestyle that would be 
available to the rest of the population. To hear of something is just not, and never will be, the same 
as viewing it in balance, and Black & White. There is so much life that is secret and kept from the 
masses. This is not good because it keeps them narrow. You have developed a way to show the 
~asses.about something, so that they can learn some thing that were thoug~t to be a_natomically 
rmposs1ble, are actually possible and practiced. You taught that how one VIews art 1s very 
connected to their upbringing and their past. I felt no remorse or anguish or shock by your 
subjects. I will admit that I enjoyed some works more than others. If felt that I was privileged 
enough to have had the opportunity to get an education by Professor Mapplethorpe. An education 
by Mapplethorpe is very pleasant at times and very unusual at times. You see, Professor 
Mappl_eth?rpe will teach you about the good, the bad and the ugly, and beautiful. And that is really 
~hat hfe is ~bout, isn't it? The life is not all good, or all bad, it is a mixture of both sides. Of all 
sides. He gives the whole truth and nothing but the truth. If a person does not want to gain 
further knowledge about the realities of life, then I don't recommend a class with Professor 
Mappl~th?rpe. If you want to learn, see, and experience some of the harsh realities of some 
~eople s lives, !11en by all means take a course with Robert Mapplethorpe. He teaches only about 
hfe, what else 1s there but death, and unfortunately that is where Mapplethorpe is now. I is a great 
loss to the world, as far as I'm concerned, and to the ART profession. The monster Aids h~s 
devoured yet another person who gave so much to this world, and our society. I feel the gnef of 
the lo~s. of one so rare as Mr. Mapplethorpe. One who was able to see, and feel the life that so ~ew 
are willmg _to take a chance at. Thank you, Mr. Mapplethorpe for letting us share your perspective 
and your gift. 

Sincerely, 
Janet Singleman 
September 14, 1990 
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CO:J,{I1?.]:B'll'I'02?.S 

Carol Bearse is a teacher and poet. She has been 
published in small literary journals and has been a poet 
in the schools for the past eight years. 

Alexandra Susan Campbell is a former student at 
Lesley College and currently studies philosophy at B.U. 
She adds, "In youth we learn; in age we grow to 
understand." 

Elizabeth Coates is in the Human Services 
Undergraduate Program at Lesley and is a member of the 
'"Womantfwugfi.t staff. 

Ali ssa Eisenberg, "the original Marge," has been 
wri ting poetry for nine years and is planning on a future 
career in Commercial Art & Design. 

Suzanne Finlayson is a graduate student in the 
Holistic Counseling Program who "loves life and 
people." 

Mike Galvin works in the Registrar's Office and looks 
up such words as "pssitaceous" and "accipitrine." 

Cathy Grace is a second year students in Threshold 
and will be entering the Early Childhood field. 

Melinda W. Green lives in Somerville with two cats 
and her best friend. You can visit her at the Lesley 
College Center. 

Kristen Heller is an undergraduate student who has 
also been published in the American Poetry Anthology. 
"If you choose not to decide, you still have a choice." 

Jen Hill is an undergraduate student and has been 
writing short stories as well as poetry for five years. 
She hope s to someday write a novel. 

Heather Jones is a second year Threshold student and 
is going to pursue a job in the clerical field. 

Stephanie Krauss is our Art Editor and a student in 
the Undergraduate School. 

Anita Landa 

Caryn Mayo is an Undergraduate Student who is 
anxiously awaiting to teach future generations. 

Sue Morse currently works for a Community Action 
Agency in Malden . She hopes to become a clinical 
psychologist and enjoys writing poetry as well as short 
stories. She hopes to have more published. 

Becky Pickard, "Marge's Roommate," is a junior in 
the Undergraduate School. 

Anne Elezabeth Pluto has been teaching in the 
Undergraduate School for four years . The rooster is her 
inspiration. 

Penelope Pritchard 

- R i z is the nickname/pseudonym of Lisa Risley
Aquizap, Lesley staff member (CRC), student, writer, 
editor of The Labyrinth, an anti-censorship newsletter, 
ardent Oxfordian, Assistant to the Director for Twelfth 
Night (Or, What You Will), budding actress, and our 
typist (among other things). She would like to get 
some sleep. 

Eunice Senat came to America from Haiti ten years 
ago and is now a freshman at Le sley majoring in Early 
Childhocxl Education. 
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Edy Shapiro is an Undergraduate student in _the 
Human Services Program. She has been published on 
three other occasions and hopes to educate and help 
others through her poetry . 

Lorraine Sinclair 

Janet Singleman graduated from Lesley College with 
a B.S. in Human Services. 

The 6:00 Writing Class is Carol Doremus, 
Bernadette Gillis, Cathy Grace, Christopher Korman, 
Carlee McLaughlin, Shelly McMillan, Jenifer Mellish, 
Tad Morris, Meryl Schiller, Ellen Sederman, Traci 
Senton, & Kate Wardrop. 

Cheryl Smith works in the Registrar's Office and has 
been writing poetry for three years - "working to bring 
the subconscious to life." 

Stacy Spurn berg has been the Editor of 
'Womantfwugfit for two years and is a student in the 
Undergraduate Human Services Program. Writing and 
literature is her temporary escape from reality. 

Carlos Suarez-Boulangger 

Paula Trout is a former Lesley undergraduate student 
and now attends Northeastern University. 
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