TRUE CONFESSIONS

You know how easy it is to let an idea take hold of you.

You feel yourself changing the way you feel a horse set off trotting;

You close your legs. At least that's how it works with me.

Somehow I got it into my head, men would love me for my body.

It was just as well to think such a thing. I was seventeen and determined

Not to let a chance go to waste. The world rolled out its lucky

Breaks, and though now there is, to my mind at least,

Something suspect about making these admissions,


I was able to enjoy sex with many men before, or even

At the moment as, I understood myself to have -- to them -- no meaning.

As I interpreted my own thinking, even as a girl, "meaning

Was incipient, dependent on things apart from sexuality;

It remained incipient for sometime. I seem to remember

Consciously thinking, the only way to make up what I lacked

Was to "run through" men. I wanted -- needed -- to learn them

Like phone numbers. My subtlest taste would be slight

Differences. Oh I could feel it the minute he set foot

On the stairs to my trailer; and I could tell which one

He was, too,  without looking, even before he said hello

And the dog either barked or knocked over the magazine rack,

Wagging his tail. I worked in a factory then

Like all the town girls, selling Avon at break, getting in trouble for it,

Sanding bed frames and dreaming about screwing,

Because in there you couldn't talk. The fans made too much noise.

Everywhere you read it says teenage boys think of sex all day.

As a teenager I thought of sex all day and watched

Teenage boys and thought of how they think of sex all day,

And I thought they were thinking of sex then, and I tried hard

To tell by looking at them what kind of sex they thought of.

I often thought about my body and wondered when, if ever, men

Thought of it. I was conscious of my arms pressing my breasts together

When I reached out to steady the piece I was sanding.

I was young and wanted sex all the time. I never got pregnant

But had trouble other ways, nabbed by parents,

Police, park rangers, razzed by friends, fucked over by jerks in love

With me for a few minutes. I was "intense," "great

In bed," a walking anvil of rage, a complete phony. I fell in love

So easily. It felt good every time. I thought it was fine

For love to start at the center of the body and penetrate outward,

As if lover were a flowering pea vine and the pea must be pressed in


(continued, stanza break)

Where the soil takes water. I thought -- and for a while

Circumstances proved me right -- that the course of my life

Would tend toward passion, an active

Participation in sexual love finally revealing to me

The infinite possibilities of my libidinistic urges

As worked upon by others' urges -- usually more experienced, at least

More orchestrated. I still feel it to talk about it -- magnificent

Sensitivity! But I was a better critic than artist.

You see how it moves me even today, the memory of coming to age,

Of the young men's bodies surprising me with their strength,

Of their excitement when they moved to touch me,

Of my own boldness and expertise outstripping my excitement.

This was my dream at seventeen, and it was, after its fashion,

fulfilled. I have lived half a life under the shadow of sex.

I have today, a jaded taste ... I suppose I exaggerate.

But what do you do for someone who's had everything --

Or everyone -- and outlived it into matrimony? When the body --

Not the only thing, but once loved for what it can be no longer --

Resists with obvious neutrality? And when the heart 

Still stammer, embarrassing youth, it doesn't know?

