
Phenomenal Woman: Four Poems Celebrating Women by Maya Angelou. PHENOMENAL WOMAN Pretty women wonder where my secret lies. I’m not cute or built to suit a fashion model’s size But w
hen 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 w

oman, 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 b
ack, 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 n

ot 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. ’Caus e I’m a woman Phenomenally. Phenomenal woman, That’s me. STILL I RISE You may write me down in history With your bitter, twisted lies, You may trod me in the very

 dirt But still, like dust, I’ll rise. Does my sassin ess upset you? Why are you beset with gloom? ’Cause I walk like I’ve got oil wells Pumping in my living room. Just like moons and li
ke suns, With the certainty of  tides, Just like hopes springing high, Still I’ll rise. Did you want to see me broken? Bowed head and lowered eyes? Shoulders falling down like teardrops, Weak

ened by my soulful cries. Does my haughtiness offend you? Don’t you take  it awful hard ’Cause I laugh like I’ve got gold mines Diggin’ in my own backyard. You may shoot me with your words, Yo
u may cut me with your eyes, You may kill me with your hatefulness, But still, like air , I’ll rise. Does my sexiness upset you? Does it come as a surprise That I dance like I’ve got diamonds At the meeting 

of my thighs? Out of the huts of histor y’s shame I rise Up from a past that’s rooted in pain I r ise I’m a black ocean, leaping and wide, Welling and swelling I bear in the tide. Leaving behind nights of terror and 
fear I rise Into a daybreak that’s wondrously clear I rise Bringing the gifts that my ancestors gave, I am the dream and the hope of the slave. I rise I rise I rise. WEEKEND GLORY Some dichty folks don’t know the f

acts, posin’ and preenin’ and puttin’ on acts, stretchin’ their necks and strainin’ their backs. They mov e into condos up over the ranks, pawn their souls to the local banks. Buyin’ big cars they can’t afford, ridin’ aro
und town actin’ bored. If they want to learn how to live life right, they ought to study me on Saturday nigh t. My job at the plant ain’t the biggest bet, but I pay my bills and stay out of debt. I get my hair done for my own

 self’s sake, so I don’t have to pick and I don’t have to rake. Take the church money out and head cross tow n to my friend girl’s house where we plan our round. We meet our men and go to a joint where the music is bl
ues and to the point. Folks write about me. They just can’t see how I work all week at the factory. Then get spr uced up and laugh and dance And turn away from worry with sassy glance. They accuse me of livin’ from d

ay to day, but who are they kiddin’? So are they. My life ain’t heaven but it sure ain’t hell. I’m not on top but I call it swell if I’m able to work and get paid right and have the luck to be Black on a Saturday night. OUR GRAN
DMOTHERS She lay, skin down on the moist dirt, the canebrake rustling with the whispers of leaves, and loud lon ging of hounds and the ransack of hunters crackling the near branches. She muttered, lifting her head a n

od toward freedom, I shall not, I shall not be moved. She gathered her babies, their tears slick as oil on black faces,  their young eyes canvassing mornings of madness. Momma, is Master going to sell you from us tomorro
w? Yes. Unless you keep walking more and talking less. Yes. Unless the keeper of our lives releases me from all com mandments. Yes. And your lives, never mine to live, will be executed upon the killing floor of innocents. 
Unless you match my heart and words, saying with me, I shall not be moved. In Virginia tobacco fields, leaning into th e curve of Steinway pianos, along Arkansas roads, in the red hills of Georgia, into the palms of her chain
ed hands, she cried against calamity, You have tried to destroy me and though I perish daily, I shall not be moved. Her  universe, often summarized into one black body falling finally from the tree to her feet, made her cry eac
h time in a new voice. All my past hastens to defeat, and strangers claim the glory of my love, Iniquity has bound me t o his bed, yet, I must not be moved. She heard the names, swirling ribbons in the wind of history: nigger,
 nigger bitch, heifer, mammy, property, creature, ape, baboon, whore, hot tail, thing, it. She said, But my description cannot fit your tongue, for I have a certain way of being in this world, and I shall not, I shall not be moved.
 No angel stretched protecting wings above the heads of her children, fluttering and urging the winds of reason in to the confusion of their lives. They sprouted like young weeds, but she could not shield their growth fro
m the grinding blades of ignorance, nor shape them into symbolic topiaries. She sent them away, underground,  overland, in coaches and shoeless. When you learn, teach. When you get, give. As for me, I shall not be 
moved. She stood in midocean, seeking dry land. She searched God’s face. Assured, she placed her fire of ser vice on the altar, and though clothed in the finery of faith, when she appeared at the temple door, no sign 
welcomed Black Grandmother. Enter here. Into the crashing sound, into wickedness, she cried, No one, no, nor no one million ones dare deny me God. I go forth alone, and stand as ten thousand. The Divine upon my 
right impels me to pull forever at the latch on Freedom’s gate. The Holy Spirit upon my left leads my feet without ceasing into the camp of the righteous and into the tents of the free. These momma faces, lemon-yello
w, plum- purple, honey-brown, have grimaced and twisted down a pyramid of years. She is Sheba and Sojourner, Harriet and Zora, Mary Bethune and Angela, Annie to Zenobia. She stands before the abortion clinic, 
confounded by the lack of choices. In the Welfare line, reduced to the pity of handouts. Ordained in the pulpit, shi elded by the mysteries. In the operating room, husbanding life. In the choir loft, holding God in he
r throat. On lonely street corners, hawking her body. In the classroom, loving the children to understanding. Cent ered on the world’s stage, she sings to her loves and beloveds, to her foes and detractors: Howe
ver I am perceived and deceived, however my ignorance and conceits, lay aside your fears that I will be undone, f or I shall not be moved. I dedicate this book to the memory of my mother, Vivian Baxter, the most

 phenomenal. Phenomenal Woman: Four Poems Celebrating Women by Maya Angelou. PHENOMENAL WOMAN 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 s tride 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 teet

h, 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. Ph

enomenal 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. STILL I RISE You may write me down in 

history With your bitter, twisted lies, You may trod me in the very dirt But still, like dust, I’ll rise. D oes my sassiness upset you? Why are you beset with gloom? ’Cause I walk like I’ve got oil well
s Pumping in my living room. Just like moons and like suns, With the certainty of tides, Just lik e hopes springing high, Still I’ll rise. Did you want to see me broken? Bowed head and lowered 

eyes? Shoulders falling down like teardrops, Weakened by my soulful cries. Does my haught iness offend you? Don’t you take it awful hard ’Cause I laugh like I’ve got gold mines Diggin’ in 
my own backyard. You may shoot me with your words, You may cut me with you r eyes, You may kill me with your hatefulness, But still, like air, I’ll rise. Does my sexiness upset yo

u? Does it come as a surprise That I dance like I’ve got diam onds At the meeting of my thighs? Out of the huts of history’s shame I rise Up from a past that’s ro
oted in pain I rise I’m a black ocean, leaping and wide, Welli ng and swelling I bear in the tide. Leaving behind nights of terror and fear I rise Into a daybreak tha

t’s wondrously clear I rise Bringing the gifts that my ance stors gave, I am the dream and the hope of the slave. I rise I rise I rise. WEEKEND GLORY Some di
chty folks don’t know the facts, posin’ and preenin’ and puttin’ on acts, stretchin’ their necks and strainin’ their backs. They move into condos up over
 the ranks, pawn their souls to the local  banks. Buyin’ big cars they can’t afford, ridin’ around town actin’ bored. If they want to learn how to
 live life right, they ought to study  me on Saturday night. My job at the plant ain’t the biggest bet, but I pay my bills and stay out of debt. I get 
my hair done for my own self’s sake, so I don’t have to pick and I don’t have to rake. Take the church money out and head cross town to my friend girl’s

 house where we plan our rou nd. We meet our men and go to a joint where the music is blues and to the point. Folks write about me. They just can’t se
e how I work all week at the f actory. Then get spruced up and laugh and dance And turn away from worry with sassy glance. They accuse me of livin’ f
rom day to day, but who are  they kiddin’? So are they. My life ain’t heaven but it sure ain’t hell. I’m not on top but I call it swell if I’m able to work and g
et paid right and have the l uck to be Black on a Saturday night. OUR GRANDMOTHERS She lay, skin down on the moist dirt, the canebrake rustling w
ith the whispers of leaves,  and loud longing of hounds and the ransack of hunters crackling the near branches. She muttered, lifting her head a nod 
toward freedom, I shall not , I shall not be moved. She gathered her babies, their tears slick as oil on black faces, their young eyes canvassing morni
ngs of madness. Momma, i s Master going to sell you from us tomorrow? Yes. Unless you keep walking more and talking less. Yes. Unless the keepe
r of our lives releases me f rom all commandments. Yes. And your lives, never mine to live, will be executed upon the killing floor of innocents. Unle
ss you match my heart and  words, saying with me, I shall not be moved. In Virginia tobacco fields, leaning into the curve of Steinway pianos, along 
Arkansas roads, in the red hills of Georgia, into the palms of her chained hands, she cried against calamity, You have tried to destroy me and thoug
h I perish daily, I shall not b e moved. Her universe, often summarized into one black body falling finally from the tree to her feet, made her cry each 
time in a new voice. All my past hastens to defeat, and strangers claim the glory of my love, Iniquity has bound me to his bed, yet, I must not be mo

ved. She heard the names, s wirling ribbons in the wind of history: nigger, nigger bitch, heifer, mammy, property, creature, ape, baboon, whore, hot 
tail, thing, it. She said, But my description cann ot fit your tongue, for I have a certain way of being in this world, and I shall not, I shall not be moved. No angel stretch

ed protecting wings above the heads of her children, flutt ering and urging the winds of reason into the confusion of their lives. They sprouted like young weeds, but she coul
d not shield their growth from the grinding blades of ignorance,  nor shape them into symbolic topiaries. She sent them away, underground, overland, in coaches and shoeles

s. When you learn, teach. When you get, give. As for me, I shall not b e mo ved. She stood in midocean, seeking dry land. She searched God’s face. Assured, she placed her fire 
of service on the altar, and though clothed in the finery of faith, when sh e app eared at the temple door, no sign welcomed Black Grandmother. Enter here. Into the crashing soun

d, i nto wickedness, she cried, No one, no, nor n o one  million ones dare deny me God. I go forth alone, and stand as ten thousand. The Divine upon my 
right impels me to pull f oreve r at the latch on Freedom’s gate. The Holy Spirit upon my left leads my feet without ceasing into 

the cam p of t he righteous and into the tents of the free. These momma faces, lemon-yellow, plum- purple, ho
ney-brown, hav e gri maced and twisted down a pyramid of years. She is Sheba and Sojourner, Harriet and Zora, Mar

y Bethune and Ang ela, Annie to Zenobia. She stands before the abortion clinic, confounded by the lack of choices. In t
he Welfare line, reduc ed to the pity of h andouts. Ordained in the pulpit, shielded by the mysteries. In the operating room, husbanding life.

 In the choir loft, holdin g God in her throat. On lone ly street corners, hawking her body. In the classroom, loving the children to understanding. Ce
ntered on the world’s stag e, she sings to her loves and belove ds, to her foes and detractors: However I am perceived and deceived, however my ignorance 

and conceits, lay aside you r fears that I will be undone, for I shall not be moved. I dedicate this book to the memory of my mother, Vivian Baxter, the most phenome
nal. Phenomenal Woman: Fo ur Poems Celebrating Women by Maya Angelou. PHE NOMENAL WOMAN Pretty women wonder where my secret lies. I’m not cute or built to s

uit a fashion model’s size But w hen I start to tell them, They think I’m telling lies. I say, It’s i n 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. Ph enomenal woman, That’s me. I walk into a room Just as cool as y ou please, And to a man, The fellows stand or Fall down on their knees. Then they s

warm around me, A hive of honey b ees. I say, It’s the fire in my eyes, And the flash of my teeth, The swin g in my waist, And the joy in my feet. I’m a woman Phenomenally. Phenomenal w
oman, That’s me. Men themselves h ave 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 o f my smile, The ride of my breasts, The grace of my style. I’m a woman Pheno menally. Phenomenal woman, That’s me. Now you understand Just why my h
ead’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 p roud. 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. STILL I RISE You may wr ite me down in history With your bitter, twisted lies, You may trod me in 
the very dirt But still, like dust, I’ll rise. Doe s my sassiness upset you? Why are you beset with gloom? ’Cause I walk like I’ve got oil w ells Pumping in my living room. Just like moons and like suns, With t

he certainty of tides, Just like hopes springing high, Still I’ll rise. Did you want to see me broken? Bowed head and lowered eyes? Shoulde rs falling down like teardrops, Weakened by my soulful cries. Does 
my haughtiness offend you? Don’t you take it awful hard ’Cause I laugh like I’ve got gold mines Diggin’ in my own backyard. You may shoot m e with your words, You may cut me with your eyes, You may kill me

 with your hatefulness, But still, like air, I’ll ri se. Does my sexiness upset you? Does it come as a surprise That I dance like I’ve got diamonds A t the meeting of my thighs? Out of the huts of history’s shame I ri
se Up from a past that’s rooted in pain I rise I ’m a black ocean, leaping and wide, Welling and swelling I bear in the tide. Leaving behind night s of terror and fear I rise Into a daybreak that’s wondrously clear 

I rise Bringing the gifts that my ancestors gav e, I am the dream and the hope of the slave. I rise I rise I rise. WEEKEND GLORY Some dichty fo lks don’t know the facts, posin’ and preenin’ and puttin’ on acts,
 stretchin’ their necks and strainin’ their back s. They move into condos up over the ranks, pawn their souls to the local banks. Buyin’ big ca rs they can’t afford, ridin’ around town actin’ bored. If they want

 to learn how to live life right, they ought to stu dy me on Saturday night. My job at the plant ain’t the biggest bet, but I pay my bills and stay out of debt. I get my hair done for my own self’s sake, so I don’t 
have to pick and I don’t have to rake. Take the church money out and head cross town to my friend girl’s house where we plan our round . We meet our men and go to a joint where the music is blues a

nd to the point. Folks write about me. They jus t can’t see how I work all week at the factory. Then get spruced up and laugh and dance And turn away from worry with sassy glance. They accuse me of
 livin’ from day to day, but who are they kiddin ’? So are they. My life ain’t heaven but it sure ain’t hell. I’m not on top but I call it swell  if I’m able to work and get paid right and have the luck to be Bla

ck on a Saturday night. OUR GRANDMOTHER S She lay, skin down on the moist dirt, the canebrake rustling with the whispers of l eaves, and loud longing of hounds and the ransack of hunters cr
ackling the near branches. She muttered, liftin g her head a nod toward freedom, I shall not, I shall not be moved. She gathered her babies, their tears slick as oil on black faces, their young eyes

 canvassing mornings of madness. Momma, is  Master going to sell you from us tomorrow? Yes. Unless you keep walking m ore and talking less. Yes. Unless the keeper of our lives releases m
e from all commandments. Yes. And your lives , never mine to live, will be executed upon the killing floor of innocents. U nless you match my heart and words, saying with me, I shall not be 

moved. In Virginia tobacco fields, leaning into the curve of Steinway pianos, along Arkansas roads, in the red hills of Georgia, into the palms of her chained hands, she cried against calam
ity, You have tried to destroy me and though I perish daily, I shall not be moved. Her universe, often summarized in to one black body falling finally from the tree to her feet, made her cry 

each time in a new voice. All my past hastens  to defeat, and strangers claim the glory of my love, Iniquity has b ound me to his bed, yet, I must not be moved. She heard the names, swi
rling ribbons in the wind of history: nigger, ni gger bitch, heifer, mammy, property, creature, ape, baboon, wh ore, hot tail, thing, it. She said, But my description cannot fit your tongue

, for I have a certain way of being in this worl d, and I shall not, I shall not be moved. No angel stretched protecting wings above the heads of her children, fluttering and urging th
e winds of reason into the confusion of their lives. They sprouted like young weeds, but she could not shi eld their growth from the grinding blades of ignorance, nor shape them int

o symbolic topiaries. She sent them away, u nderground, overland, in coaches and shoeless. When you lear n, teach. When you get, give. As for me, I shall not be moved. She stood in 
midocean, seeking dry land. She searched G od’s face. Assured, she placed her fire of service on the altar, and  though clothed in the finery of faith, when she appeared at the temple door

, no sign welcomed Black Grandmother. En ter here. Into the crashing sound, into wickedness, she cried, No o ne, no, nor no one million ones dare deny me God. I go forth alone, and stan
d as ten thousand. The Divine upon my right im pels me to pull forever at the latch on Freedom’s gate. The Holy Spirit u pon my left leads my feet without ceasing into the camp of the righteous an

d into the tents of the free. These momma faces, lemon- yellow, plum- purple, honey-brown, have grimaced and twisted down a pyra mid of years. She is Sheba and Sojourner, Harriet and Zora, Mary Bethune an
d Angela, Annie to Zenobia. She stands before the abortion clinic,  confounded by the lack of choices. In the Welfare line, reduced to the pity of handout s. Ordained in the pulpit, shielded by the mysteries. In the operating room, h

usbanding life. In the choir loft, holding God in her throat. On lonely street corners, hawking her body. In the classroom, loving the children to understanding. Centered on  the world’s stage, she sings to her loves and beloveds, to her foes and detra
ctors: However I am perceived and deceived, however my ignorance and conceits, lay aside your fears that I will be undone, for I shall not be moved. I dedicate this book t o the memory of my mother, Vivian Baxter, the most phenomenal. Phenomen

al Woman: Four Poems Celebrating Women by Maya Angelou. PHENOMENAL WOMAN Pretty women wonder where my secret lies. I’m not cute or built to suit a fashion mo del’s size But when I start to tell them, They think I’m telling lies. I say, It’s in t
he 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 kne
es. 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 P henomenally. 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 su n of my smile, The ride of my breasts, The grace of my style. I’m a woman Pheno
menally. 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 passi ng, 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. STILL I RISE You may write me down in history Wi th your bitter, twisted lies, You may trod me in the very dirt But still, like dust, I’ll ri
se. Does my sassiness upset you? Why are you beset with gloom? ’Cause I walk like I’ve got oil wells Pumping in my living room. Just like moons and like suns, W ith the certainty of tides, Just like hopes springing high, Still I’ll rise. Did you want to

 see me broken? Bowed head and lowered eyes? Shoulders falling down like teardrops, Weakened by my soulful cries. Does my haughtiness offend you? D on’t you take it awful hard ’Cause I laugh like I’ve got gold mines Diggin’ in my own ba
ckyard. You may shoot me with your words, You may cut me with your eyes, You may kill me with your hatefulness, But still, like air, I’ll rise. Does my sexiness upset you? Does it come as a surprise That I dance like I’ve got diamonds 

At the meeting of my thighs? Out of the huts of history’s shame I rise Up from a past that’s rooted in pain I ri se I’m a black ocean, leaping and wide, Welling and swelling I bear in the tide. Leaving b
ehind nights of terror and fear I rise Into a daybreak that’s wondrously clear I rise Bri nging the gifts that my ancestors gave, I am the dream and the hope of the slave. I rise I 

rise I rise. WEEKEND GLORY Some dichty folks don’t know the facts, posin’ and pree nin’ and puttin’ on acts, stretchin’ their necks and strainin’ their backs. They move into c
ondos up over the ranks, pawn their souls to the local banks. Buyin’ big cars they can’ t afford, ridin’ around town actin’ bored. If they want to learn how to live life right, they ou

ght to study me on Saturday night. My job at the plant ain’t the biggest bet, but I pay my  bills and stay out of debt. I get my hair done for my own self’s sake, so I don’t have to pic
k and I don’t have to rake. Take the church money out and head cross town to my friend girl’s house where we plan our round. We meet our men and go to a joint where the music 

is blues and to the point. Folks write about me. They just can’t see how I work all week at  the factory. Then get spruced up and laugh and dance And turn away from worry with sas
sy glance. They accuse me of livin’ from day to day, but who are they kiddin’? So are they.  My life ain’t heaven but it sure ain’t hell. I’m not on top but I call it swell if I’m able to work 

and get paid right and have the luck to be Black on a Saturday night. OUR GRANDMOTHER S She lay, skin down on the moist dirt, the canebrake rustling with the whispers of leaves, 
and loud longing of hounds and the ransack of hunters crackling the near branches. She m uttered, lifting her head a nod toward freedom, I shall not, I shall not be moved. She gather

ed her babies, their tears slick as oil on black faces, their young eyes canvassing mornings of madness. Momma, is Master going to sell you from us tomorrow? Yes. Unless you keep 
walking more and talking less. Yes. Unless the keeper of our lives releases me from all comm andments. Yes. And your lives, never mine to live, will be executed upon the killing floor of

 innocents. Unless you match my heart and words, saying with me, I shall not be moved. In Vir ginia tobacco fields, leaning into the curve of Steinway pianos, along Arkansas roads, in t
he red hills of Georgia, into the palms of her chained hands, she cried against calamity, You ha ve tried to destroy me and though I perish daily, I shall not be moved. Her universe, often 

summarized into one black body falling finally from the tree to her feet, made her cry each time i n a new voice. All my past hastens to defeat, and strangers claim the glory of my love, Ini
quity has bound me to his bed, yet, I must not be moved. She heard the names, swirling ribbons i n the wind of history: nigger, nigger bitch, heifer, mammy, property, creature, ape, baboo

n, whore, hot tail, thing, it. She said, But my description cannot fit your tongue, for I have a certain  way of being in this world, and I shall not, I shall not be moved. No angel stretched prote
cting wings above the heads of her children, fluttering and urging the winds of reason into the con fusion of their lives. They sprouted like young weeds, but she could not shield their gro

wth from the grinding blades of ignorance, nor shape them into symbolic topiaries. She sent them away, underground, overland, in coaches and shoeless. When you learn, teach. When yo
u get, give. As for me, I shall not be moved. She stood in midocean, seeking dry land. She searched  God’s face. Assured, she placed her fire of service on the altar, and though clothed in t

he finery of faith, when she appeared at the temple door, no sign welcomed Black Grandmother. En ter here. Into the crashing sound, into wickedness, she cried, No one, no, nor no one mi
llion ones dare deny me God. I go forth alone, and stand as ten thousand. The Divine upon my right  impels me to pull forever at the latch on Freedom’s gate. The Holy Spirit upon my left l

eads my feet without ceasing into the camp of the righteous and into the tents of the free. These mo mma faces, lemon-yellow, plum- purple, honey-brown, have grimaced and twisted dow
n a pyramid of years. She is Sheba and Sojourner, Harriet and Zora, Mary Bethune and Angela, Annie  to Zenobia. She stands before the abortion clinic, confounded by the lack of choices. 
In the Welfare line, reduced to the pity of handouts. Ordained in the pulpit, shielded by the mysteries . In the operating room, husbanding life. In the choir loft, holding God in her throat. O
n lonely street corners, hawking her body. In the classroom, loving the children to understanding. C entered on the world’s stage, she sings to her loves and beloveds, to her foes and de
tractors: However I am perceived and deceived, however my ignorance and conceits, lay aside you r fears that I will be undone, for I shall not be moved. I dedicate this book to the mem
ory of my mother, Vivian Baxter, the most phenomenal. Phenomenal Woman: Four Poems Celebra ting Women by Maya Angelou. PHENOMENAL WOMAN Pretty women wonder wher
e my secret lies. I’m not cute or built to suit a fashion model’s size But when I start to tell them, T hey think I’m telling lies. I say, It’s in the reach of my arms, The span of my hips, Th
e 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 m
y feet. I’m a woman Phenomenally. Phenomenal woman, That’s me. Men themselves have wo ndered What they see in me. They try so much But they can’t touch My inner myst
ery. 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 P
henomenally. Phenomenal woman, That’s me. Now you understand Just why my head’s n ot 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 h air, The palm of my hand, The need for my care. ’Cause I’m a woman Phenomenall
y. Phenomenal woman, That’s me. STILL I RISE You may write me down in history Wit h your bitter, twisted lies, You may trod me in the very dirt But still, like dust, I’ll ri
se. Does my sassiness upset you? Why are you beset with gloom? ’Cause I walk lik e I’ve got oil wells Pumping in my living room. Just like moons and like suns, Wit
h the certainty of tides, Just like hopes springing high, Still I’ll rise. Did you want t o see me broken? Bowed head and lowered eyes? Shoulders falling down like tea
rdrops, Weakened by my soulful cries. Does my haughtiness offend you? Don’t  you take it awful hard ’Cause I laugh like I’ve got gold mines Diggin’ in my own b
ackyard. You may shoot me with your words, You may cut me with your eyes,  You may kill me with your hatefulness, But still, like air, I’ll rise. Does my sexines
s upset you? Does it come as a surprise That I dance like I’ve got diamonds  At the meeting of my thighs? Out of the huts of history’s shame I rise Up from a 
past that’s rooted in pain I rise I’m a black ocean, leaping and wide, Welli ng and swelling I bear in the tide. Leaving behind nights of terror and fear I rise Int
o a daybreak that’s wondrously clear I rise Bringing the gifts that my an cestors gave, I am the dream and the hope of the slave. I rise I rise I rise. WEEKEN
D GLORY Some dichty folks don’t know the facts, posin’ and preenin ’ and puttin’ on acts, stretchin’ their necks and strainin’ their backs. They move int
o condos up over the ranks, pawn their souls to the local banks. B uyin’ big cars they can’t afford, ridin’ around town actin’ bored. If they want to lear
n how to live life right, they ought to study me on Saturday night.  My job at the plant ain’t the biggest bet, but I pay my bills and stay out of debt. I ge
t my hair done for my own self’s sake, so I don’t have to pick a nd I don’t have to rake. Take the church money out and head cross town to my frien
d girl’s house where we plan our round. We meet our men an d go to a joint where the music is blues and to the point. Folks write about me. They 
just can’t see how I work all week at the factory. Then get s pruced up and laugh and dance And turn away from worry with sassy glance. They a
ccuse me of livin’ from day to day, but who are they kiddi n’? So are they. My life ain’t heaven but it sure ain’t hell. I’m not on top but I call it sw
ell if I’m able to work and get paid right and have the lu ck to be Black on a Saturday night. OUR GRANDMOTHERS She lay, skin down on the


