
Ten Thoughts on Being a Woman 

 

Apple trees. I lie awake later at night than usual 
and what I’m thinking about is apple trees.  
In summer, there’s a pitch of them down our hill 
that all grow with fat, wide, scarred trunks, and 
leafy bushes of green punctuated with waxy apples. 
Cotton-fleshed, some bruised, skins thick 
and hard to swallow, children will often strip the bark, 
collect it in their hands, and fleck off the dry outer layer 
until the wet woody inside is revealed. 
Then they toss it, tear more off. I wonder 
if that kills the apple tree off quicker; if, by breaking it, 
stripping it naked, if by ripping the bark like 
it had intimately stitched clothes on, the trees 
will rot when it rains and die of over-hydration. 
From where the first long strips of ridged bark were torn, 
I see vein-like squiggles etched in the fresh new wood 
underneath, revealed like the tender pink 
skin beneath a blister. 
 
Is this what the inside of a tree really looks like? 
If we just kept on stripping the bark off 
all around the trunk, eventually, would we whittle it down 
to the awkward, knobby new body of a girl? 
And if the trunk were then to be carved like soap, 
chiseled down and pockmarked, narrowed into a shape, 
what would it look like in the dark? What slow, 
wet, water-rigged wood weeps paper, the sheets we rip again, 
crumple, recycle, what do we do 
with all this knock-kneed timber— 
What tree lets itself be handled that way? 
In the space between the initial, 
careful peel, and the quick violent strip, what bone, 
what nothing the apple tree must feel itself to be, 
while we leave it freckled with our fruit. 
 
My father used to make my sister and I 
collect peach pits from the front yard in summer. 
Our knees on small foam mats, we groped 
in the browning grass for fist-sized, walnut-colored balls. 
Silent, we didn’t make noise much 
save for the occasional drop of a handful of pits 
into the brown grocery bag between us.  
My sister’s face would sweat, already harsh  
and leathery under the sun. 



Pits would tumble into the bag every couple of minutes, 
make a rich whack against the pile, 
and fill the bag to fullness. Drop. 
Drop. Drop. We didn’t talk; we plucked the dead, 
sucked-sweet pits from deep in the grass, 
where relentless rain would hammer them. 
Then, craters of emptiness. 
My sister’s face.  
 
I realize, this is where words make a living. 
In the underbrush, by water, wherever, I walk alone. 
 
“What would happen,” I ask my friend— 
English major, hard-up for a good linguistic conversation, 
“if someone who discovered we needed 
a way to speak, figured code would suffice 
and we’d make sounds with it, discovered a language 
in numerals instead?” She answers me, but 
I am stuck in my head on the 1-2-3=MC squared 
radical equation of my body. 
 
For years, I confront the idea of the moon 
coercing the tides. Unfairness 
of varying degrees. 
 
Where to next? I abide by the meditations 
of my heart but for whole minutes at a time, 
then shut up the storm windows of my mouth, 
harness the labiodental, the fricatives, 
one vowel at a time, and stops, visual stops. 
I cover my mouth. 
I stay this way for a while. 
I wait until waiting feels like that 
slick, metal blood taste of pennies. 
I’ve bitten my lip, bitten into something 
ripe, making, meaning, I realize 
I have a mouthful of apple seeds. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


