
A Woman Is Never Just One
Somewhere in between a hero and a 
villain, between life and death, is woman.
She is praying in China and she is
studying law in Montreal. Never
once has she been singular. Never just 
a woman, but a collection of one. 

Between honey and vinegar, someone
in 1591 experienced a
side of one woman. Just one side of just
one woman. One facet of one lady.
She’s always on because she’s never off.
Her identity throughout time is

evolving yet constant. From birth she is 
innocent, each moment she grows by one.
One moment in one mosaic you’ll never
see because it burned to ashes in a 
forest fire. Each child has had a mother
who surrendered part of her body just

to keep life going, whether it was just-
Ified or not; and every mother is
an intricate machine called a female.
Every cell must sing with another one
to nurture a heartbeat to become a 
fresh person. And she can cry when ever

she must without judgment, but she never
cries for the wrong reason. And tears are just
a tiny salty waterway down a 
cheek in a grayscale photograph that is 
aging in a damp basement of someone
you know. Somewhere in between a school girl

and a matron is one side of one her,
one face of one diamond that will never
be extracted from one chip of one stone
buried five hundred feet deep. Each side just
a glimpse of the whole, just as each whole is
a glimpse of what is woman. She is a 

book that misses its title, because just
one title never captures all she is, 
someone in between zeta and alpha.  
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