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inSTk/iCTioM
r A Cult of Women

Some men say I am mad >v 
They say I am stigi

>nly One M. Confusion

m look around the room, 
I can feel her,

She sits down beside me, 
And I feel her, 

Touching my hand, 
Watching me,

’ : C" , I know she’s here,
I’ll never let her go.

As I question,

^y,T/ay’ .
« had to «away,

ik. I know she s jffe now,

The Contents of my minthflflHEponfusion— 
A river of anotim^^MBilir to and fro.

No Escape!
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Thoughts mashed to pieces— 
Flash before my eyes. 

No way to forget!

£ tears at my heart with sharp claws.

Pain of emotion.
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I slenpour of woodland wi Ip flowers

-'pw fife the sunlight In a leaf 
summà breeze
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Moon Sister
How this ai -■

* : mBigr’ ion. -
The ir

y locks wai: casti SM
llty butterflies as they wing
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and cheer ebb and flow as th 
laced with drama „

miS#they can’t let them bemg 
Priestesses of love, rock, intef 
Or any other religious fo

inton-elfm
r i :m I value. ■
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9So why the hell do I care Jr
If they think I am mad! • ■

Let them think I have formed a cult 
Because they have never given in /
To a woman’s mystic chatms A
What do they know? Æi
They’teno, the one being soctiflc^,

Too damn scared of losing theijfl^HpJm P
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In memory of my loving sister, who 
would have been nineteen this weekend.
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But I w each dap| 
She’ll always be with me, 

In my mind,
In my heart,

And in my soul.%
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