POEMS WRITTEN BY THE MOMMY DURING EXILE

I'D RATHER BE
In a cold dark grave I'd rather be the physical me than to walk God's blue Earth discarded and unwanted by the man whom in me placed his seed.

Denied the privledge of mothering God's gifts of my womb, cannot I bear this torment--- It is only in the spiritual me that I will rest and comfort find to this condemnation by this man, whom in me placed his seed.
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TWO HANDS---TWO FEET

Two hands. Two feet. Our mommy's hands---Our mommy's feet.
Two hands, two feet that don't hold us and lead us as we grow---for these hands and these feet were away they were sent.

If speak could only could we, these hands, these feet say we, "daddy NO!--- daddy NO!!!! not those hands----Not those feet-----Don't make them go...don't send them away----daddy NO! daddy NO!!!

Two hands. Two feet. Our mommy's hands. Our mommy's feet.
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GONE

Our mommy is gone. Gone is our mommy.

Our mommy, familiar before but familiar no more is her laugh, her voice, her smile, her scent, her gentle caresses, her words of encouragement-words of praise,words from our mommy- our mommy's words. Gone.

Gone is her hands. Gone is her feet. Gone is her kisses and a lay on her breast. Gone is our mommy---Our mommy is gone.

Familiar before but familiar no more---Our mommy. Gone is our mommy---Our mommy is gone.
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DECISION TO DIVORCE


Daddy's decision, daddy's decision to divorce---but of course a divorce with a course of pseudo-remorse.

Baby-boys denied---denied baby-boys, not only their mother-their mother's love, but their mother's relatives-relatives of their mother, Oma-Opa, Aunts and Uncles, Cousins and long-term family friends.

Does a daddy know? Of course a daddy knows---hence the term "psuedo-remorse".

Does it matter to a daddy? Matter? Why should it? It's not his family---He's grown and had his...It's only the baby-boys, baby-boys it's only.  Need not they their maternal family?

Divorce is the course, the course is divorce. Expense; expense of divorce, spare none- it's only the baby-boys-baby-boys it's only. 

In our mommy's lap we cannot be ya see, we are on a course, a course of divorce.

Daddy's decision, daddy's decision to divorce.
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OUR COUSINS

Our Cousins---Our Cousins---Nieces and Nephews of our mommy.

Our Cousins---Our Cousins---We shared vacations with our Cousins.

What were their names? Our Cousins---Our Cousins---We lost touch with our Cousins. Our parents' divorce cost us our Cousins.

Our Cousins---Our Cousins, what were their names? Their mommy's---their daddy's---Aunt who? Uncle who? Daddy, who are our cousins---what were their names? Daddy did our Cousins call you "Uncle Reggie"? Daddy did you know our cousins?

Our Cousins---Our Cousins...What were their names?
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LEAD, FOLLOW, OR GET OUT OF THE WAY
I do not fail to see all that I could be, if my only focus was me. So much potential for me, if my only focus was me.

Committed I am-convicted am I to my family. Many, many, many, yesterdays ago I remember my dad would say, "either lead-follow-or get out of the way".

To a marriage everlasting and an intact home I cannot lead us---for my husband would not follow. To the same I cannot follow---for my husband would not lead. 

Lead us my husband will, down this road, this road of divorce. Follow him down this road, follow him I will not--- no choice for me but to get out of the way.

This road, this road, this road to break up our family I will not travel. I will step aside my sons and pray that one day before it's too late, your dad will make a way for us to stay forever together as a family.
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OUR MOMMY IS NOT FAR

Living out of a car, our mommy is not far, though we never see her, our mommy is not far.

Banished from our lives before we ever knew her, our mommy must be worst than most to be exiled from our family.

We know although we don't see her, our mommy is not far, she's living out of a car----daddy and grand dad knows our mommy isn't far she's living in a car.

Our mommy waits and waits and waits some more for a daddy who loves us , to love us enough to let us have our mommy.

Alone in the street one can roam only for so long. When mommy comes home near death she will come, will daddy love us enough to rescue our mommy and welcome her home--- or will our daddy forget she's our mommy and send her away? Away again our mommy will go, back to her car not very far. 

Proud of our daddy we are, proud of our daddy we will always be. Proud of themselves our dad and grand dad must be for protecting my baby brother and me----our mommy's baby-boys from a  mommy whom of course must have been so much worst than most to be living out of a car and not very far.

Although not very far, our mommy may no longer be part of our family.

Mommy we don't know why you're living out of a car and not very far, but we do know our dear mother, you are no worse than most. If only a daddy loved us enough, enough to let us have our mommy too!
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