
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

mother of all mothers 

by Emily Pille 

 

Before I even bled I knew:  

to be a woman was to be a step closer to evil.  

After all, it was one of us in the garden,  

created as an afterthought,  

who reached for the fruit.  

 

I spent  

my early, stumbling years  

asking for forgiveness  

because every daughter of Eve is born guilty.  

 

Hard-lined mouths above black and white collars  

Told me that the mother of all mothers  

was the architect of our fall  

and that my first breath was already laced with the promise  

of everything I could ever do wrong.  
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