
  

 

 
 
Phenomenal Woman 
BY MAYA ANGELOU 

Pretty women wonder where my secret lies. 
I’m not cute or built to suit a fashion model’s 
size    

But when I start to tell them, 
They think I’m telling lies. 
I say, 
It’s in the reach of my arms, 
The span of my hips,    
The stride of my step,    
The curl of my lips.    
I’m a woman 
Phenomenally. 
Phenomenal woman,    
That’s me. 
 
I walk into a room 
Just as cool as you please,    
And to a man, 
The fellows stand or 
Fall down on their knees.    
Then they swarm around me, 
A hive of honey bees.    
I say, 



  

It’s the fire in my eyes,    
And the flash of my teeth,    
The swing in my waist,    
And the joy in my feet.    
I’m a woman 
Phenomenally. 
 
Phenomenal woman, 
That’s me. 
 
Men themselves have wondered    
What they see in me. 
They try so much 
But they can’t touch 
My inner mystery. 
When I try to show them,    
They say they still can’t see.    
I say, 
It’s in the arch of my back,    
The sun of my smile, 
The ride of my breasts, 
The grace of my style. 
I’m a woman 
Phenomenally. 
Phenomenal woman, 
That’s me. 
 
Now you understand 
Just why my head’s not bowed.    
I don’t shout or jump about 
Or have to talk real loud.    
When you see me passing, 
It ought to make you proud. 
I say, 
It’s in the click of my heels,    
The bend of my hair,    
the palm of my hand,    
The need for my care.    



  

’Cause I’m a woman 
Phenomenally. 
Phenomenal woman, 
That’s me.  
 
 

HAVE MERCY ON THE MOTHERS  
BY LIZ GILBERT 
 

Dear Ones: 

Recently I was at a conference where the 
question was asked, “HOW MANY OF YOU ARE AFRAID 
OF TURNING INTO YOUR MOTHER?” Nearly everyone 
in the room stood up.  

This made my heart ache.  
My heart ached not only for the people in the 
room—who were all beautiful, creative, 
imaginative, and wonderful human beings. It 
made my heart hurt for their mothers—who will 
never stop being judged as failures.  
Because, my God, we never stop blaming the 
mothers, do we? How many years, how many 
dollars, how much energy have we all spent as a 
culture, talking about how mothers have failed 
us?  

What I want to say today is: Can we take a 
break—just for one day —and show some mercy to 
the mothers? Because being a mother is 
impossible. I don’t mean that it’s difficult. I 
mean: IT IS IMPOSSIBLE.  
What we, as a culture, expect from our mothers 
is merely that they not be human. Mothers are 
meant to be some combination of Mother Mary, 
Mother Theresa, Superwoman, and Gaia. It’s a 
merciless standard of perfection. Merciless!  



  

God help your mother, if she ever fell short. 
God help your mother, if she was exhausted & 
overwhelmed. God help her if she didn’t 
understand her kids. God help her if she no 
gift for raising children. God help her if she 
had desires and longings. God help her if she 
was ever terrified, suicidal, hopeless, bored, 
confused, furious. God help her if life had 
disappointed her. God help her if she had an 
addiction, or a mental illness. God help her if 
she ever broke down. God help her, if couldn’t 
control her rage. God help her, because if she 
fucked up in any way, she will be forever 
branded: BAD MOTHER. And we will never forgive 
her for this.  

So this is my question: Can we take a break 
today from judging the mothers, and show them 
mercy, instead?  

This doesn’t mean that what happened to you at 
the hands of your mother was OK. This doesn’t 
mean that your pain is not real...it just means 
that maybe her pain was real, too. 

And if you are yourself a mother, and you never 
stop judging yourself for how you are 
failing...can you let it go for one day? Just 
for one day, can you drop the knife that you 
are holding to your own throat? Mercy. Just for 
one day. Let us find mercy. 
Mercy on you. 
Mercy on everyone.  
Mercy on the mothers. 
LG 

 
 
 
 


