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GRACE PALEY


Begin Again


Grace Paley was born in New York in 1922, the child of Jewish parents who arrived from Russia at the turn of the century. They settled in the poor quarter of Lower East Side Manhattan, her mother working in sweatshops, her father struggling to become a doctor. She grew up amidst the vivid life of immigrant New York, a creature of two cultures, her father teaching her Yiddish and Russian, the people around her – those improbable people you meet every day in the street – providing the raw material for her future work.


She had little formal education – she was too busy writing poetry and reading voraciously to finish school – and began to write fiction in the fifties. Her first volume of short stories was The Little Disturbances of Man (1959). Throughout the sixties her stories appeared in Esquire, the Atlantic and New American Review; in 1974 a second volume, Enormous Changes at the Last Minute was published and in 1985, Later the Same Day (both of these are also published by Virago). Begin Again, a collection of her poetry, was published in 1993.


She never published a novel: ‘Art is too long,’ she said, ‘and life is too short. There’s a lot more to do in life than just writing.’ Grace Paley taught literature at Columbia College, Syracuse University and Sarah Lawrence College in New York, but her most important distraction from writing is politics. She was a pacifist and devoted enormous energy to anti-war movements, in particular to her long and active commitment against the war in Vietnam.


Grace Paley died in 2007.
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For Bob


For Jeanne, my sister




I
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A woman invented fire and called it


the wheel


Was it because the sun is round


I saw the round sun bleeding to sky


And fire rolls across the field


from forest to treetop


It leaps like a bike with a wild boy riding it


oh she said


see the orange wheel of heat


light that took me from the


window of my mother’s home


to home in the evening





Stanzas: Old Age and the Conventions of Retirement Have Driven My Friends from the Work They Love


1


When she was young she wanted


to sing in a bank


a song about money


the lyrics of gold


was her song


she dressed for it


2


She did good. She stood up like a


planted flower among yellow weeds


turning to please the sun


they were all shiny


it was known she was planted


3


No metaphor reinvents the job of the nurture of children


except to muddy or mock.


4


The job of hunting of shooting in hunting season of


standing alone in the woods of being an Indian


5


The municipal center


the morning of anger


the centrifugal dream


her voice flung out on plates of rage


then they were put in a paper sack


she was sent to the china closet


and never came back


6


Every day he went out, forsaking


wife and child


with his black bag he accompanied


the needle of pain as it


sewed our lives to death


7


One day at work he cried


I am in my full powers


suddenly he was blind


when slabs of time and aperture returned


dear friend we asked


what do you see


he said I only see what has been


seen already
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One day when I was a child long ago


Mr. Long Ago spoke up in school


He said


Oh children you must roll your r’s


no no not on your tongue little girl


IN YOUR THROAT


there is nothing so beautiful as r rolled in the throat of a French


woman


no woman more beautiful


he said looking back


back


at beauty





Drowning (I)


If I were in the middle of the Atlantic


drowning far from home


I would look up at the sky


veil of my hiding life


and say:


goodbye


then I would sink


the second time I’d come up I’d say


these are the willful waves of the watery sea


which is drowning me


then I would sink


the third time I’d come up it would be my last


my arms reaching


my knees falling


I’d cry oh oh


first friend of my thinking head


dear flesh


farewell





Drowning (II)


This is how come I am drowned:


First the sun shone on me


Then the wind blew over me


Then the sand polished me


Then the sea touched me


Then the tide came





Life


Some people set themselves tasks


other people say do anything only live


still others say


oh oh I will never forget you event of my first life





Right Now


The women let the tide go out


which will return which will return


the sand the salt the fat drowned babies


The men ran furiously


along the banks of the estuary

OEBPS/images/line.png





OEBPS/images/tree.png





OEBPS/images/flo.png





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
GRACE
PALEY

BEGIN

AGAIN
Collected

Poems






OEBPS/images/pub.png
virago





