
Are teaching one god 

They are ripping the Umbs 
Off our fetishes 

They are carving the sea 

Monsters from our totems 

They made a pile of our 

Wood sculpture and set fire 

Toit 

JuHan 
Come back 

Rude hags 
Have crashed the senate 

And are spitting on the 

Elders 

Meanwhile, JuHan 
The perennial art major 
Ponders in the right wing 
Of the monastery museum 

The Egyptian collection 

Alice / Michael S. Harper 

"The word made stone, the stone word9 

"A RITE is an action the very form of which is the 

result of a Divine Revelation." 

i 

You stand waist-high in snakes 

beating the weeds for the gravebed 
a quarter mile from the nearest 

relative, an open field in Florida: lost, 

looking for Zora, and when she speaks 
from her sunken chamber to call 

you to her side, she calls 

you her distant cousin, her sister 

come to mark her burial place 
with bright black stone. 
She has known you would do this? 
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her crooked stick, her straight lick? 

and the He you would have to tell 

to find her, and that you lied 

to her relatives in a conjure-riddle 
of the words you have uttered, 

calling her to communion. 

A black rock of ages you have placed 
where there was no marker, 

and though the snakes abound 

in this preserve from ancestral space, 

you have paid your homage 
in traditional line, the face open: 

your face in the woman-light of surrender 

toughened in what you were. 

n 

Floods of truth flow from your Hmbs 

of these pages in a vision swollen 

in experience and pain: 
that child you stepped into blossom 

of a man's skull beaten into smile 

of submission, you gathering horse nectar 

for offering over a baby's crusted gasp, 
for centuries of motherhood and atonement 

for which you write, and the rite written. 

And for this I say your name: Alice, 

my grandmother's name, your name, 

conjured in snake-infested field 

where Zora Neale welcomed you home, 
and where I speak from now 

on higher ground of her risen 

black marker where you have written 

your name in hers, and in mine. 

for Alice Walker 

8 


	Article Contents
	p. 7
	p. 8

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 6, No. 2, Black Writing (Spring, 1975), pp. 1-132
	Front Matter
	Poetry
	The First Act of Liberation Is to Destroy One's Cage [p. 1-1]
	Free Fantasia: Tiger Flowers [pp. 1-2]
	Good Night, Willie Lee, I'll See You in the Morning [pp. 2-3]
	Leaving Eden [p. 3-3]
	Butterfly Piece [p. 3-3]
	The Father [p. 4-4]
	The City [p. 4-4]
	Fifteen [p. 5-5]
	Soft Kid [p. 5-5]
	Dizz on TV [p. 6-6]
	The Return of Julian the Apostate to Rome [pp. 6-7]
	Alice [pp. 7-8]
	Finale [p. 9-9]
	Parish Doctor [pp. 9-10]
	To John Oliver Killens in 1974 [pp. 10-11]
	Deep Song [p. 11-11]
	The Point of the Western Pen [p. 12-12]
	The Old Women of Paris [pp. 12-13]
	Jericho [p. 13-13]
	Soul Soul Super Bowl [pp. 13-15]
	Power [pp. 16-17]
	Ungod at the Font of the Blues [pp. 17-18]
	Words [p. 18-18]
	To All Brothers: From All Sisters [pp. 18-19]
	Open [pp. 19-20]
	Lébé [pp. 20-21]
	Homage to My Hair [p. 22-22]
	This Is C. T. R. Reed [p. 22-22]
	From "The Book of Shine, XII" [p. 23-23]
	Dust [pp. 23-24]
	July 4, 1974 [p. 24-24]
	He Imagined the Gorgeous Pattern of the New Skin and Settled for America [pp. 24-25]
	For Paul Laurence Dunbar 1872-1972 [pp. 25-26]
	Two Egyptian Portrait Masks: Nefert-iti; Akhenaten [pp. 26-27]
	Riding Back on a 30-Year-Old Tractor after Pulling out the Car I Drove into a Ditch, Watching Stars and Lightning from the Northwest [pp. 27-28]
	Homage to My Hips [p. 28-28]
	Another Note for a Future Memory [pp. 28-29]
	Providence, Rhode Island [pp. 29-30]
	Mr. Booker T. [pp. 30-31]
	Port Arthur [pp. 31-32]
	Boston [pp. 32-34]
	Boston, 5:00 a.m.: 11/74 [p. 34-34]
	The Missionaries [pp. 34-35]
	Christ's Bracero [pp. 35-36]
	Silent Canto [p. 36-36]
	In an Office of English [pp. 36-37]
	The Silent Songwriter of Our Apocalypse [pp. 37-38]
	On a New York Street Corner: Canvas #14 [pp. 38-39]
	Richmond Barthé: "Meeting in Lyon" [pp. 39-40]
	Talking to My Grandmother Who Died Poor Some Years Ago [pp. 40-41]
	Nightmare Begins Responsibility [pp. 41-42]

	Fiction
	Introduction [pp. 42-44]
	John Henry's Home [pp. 44-53]
	Problems of Art [pp. 53-67]
	From "Cakewalk Kangaroo" [pp. 67-74]
	From "Flight to Canada" [pp. 74-82]

	Criticism and Drama
	Visions of Love and Manliness in a Blackening World: Dramas of Black Life from 1953-1970 [pp. 82-99]
	Saga of the Black Man (A Pageant-Drama) [pp. 99-128]

	Back Matter



