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by Marge Piercy (1973) 

In using there are always two. 
The manipulator dances with a partner who cons herself. 
There are lies that glow so brightly we consent 
to give a finger and then an arm 
to let them burn. 
I was dazzled by the crowd where everyone called my name. 
Now I stand out side the funhouse exit, down the slide 
reading my guidebook of Marx in Esperanto 
and if I don't know anymore which way means forward 
down is where my head is, next to my feet 
with a pocketful of words and plastic tokens. 
Form follows function, says the organizer 
and turns himself into a paperclip, 
into a vacuum cleaner, 
into a machine gun. 
Function follows analysis 
but the forebrain 
is only an owl in the tree of self. 
One third of life we prowl in the grottos of sleep 
where neglected worms ripen into dragons 
where the spoilt pencil swells into an oak 
and the cows of our early sins are called home chewing their cuds 
and turning the sad faces of our childhood upon us. 
Come back and scrub the floor, the stain is still there, 
come back with your brush and kneel down 
scrub and scrub again 
it will never be clean. 
Buried desires sprout like mushrooms on the chin of the morning. 
The will to be totally rational 
is the will to be made out of glass and steel: 

and to use others as if they were glass and steel. 
We can see clearly no farther 
than our hands can touch. 
The cockroach knows as much as you know about living. 
We trust with our hands and our eyes and our bellies. 
The cunt accepts. 
The teeth and back reject. 
What we have to give each other: 
dumb and mysterious as water swirling. 
Always in the long corridors of the psyche 
doors are opening and doors are slamming shut. 
We rise each day to give birth or to murder 
selves that go through our hands like tiny fish. 
You said: I am the organizer, and took and used. 
You wrapped your head in theory like yards of gauze 
and touched others only as tools that fit to your task 
and if the tool broke you seized another. 
Arrogance is not a revolutionary virtue. 
The manipulator liberates only 
the mad bulldozers of the ego to level the ground. 
I was a tool that screamed in the hand. 
I have been loving you so long and hard and mean 
and the taste of you is part of my tongue 
and your face is burnt into my eyelids 
and I could build you with my fingers out of dust 
and now it is over. 
Whether we want or not 
our roots go down to strange waters, 
we are creatures of the seasons and the earth. 
You always had a reason and you have them still 
rattling like dried leaves on a stunted tree. 
  
