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Rodowaéd

By¢ babcia to mieé cienkie usta od opowiadania historii
Oczy w wodzie stojacej tych wielu rzek

Co juz wpadly do morza posrdd przezytych godzin
I tych, co pozostaly w zawieszeniu

Gdzies

W jakiejs historii

Z okna do okna, przy wieszaniu prania

To mied ciepte rece od ciaglego chleba wyrabiania
I zimne od goracego serca

Mitos¢ jest wieczna

Miekka piers, wklesta od ktadzenia na niej gtowy
By¢ Mama to to wszystko, tylko zycie kroétsze
Mniej godzin w zawieszeniu

Mniej opowiedzianych historii

Wiecej historii do opowiedzenia

Przy ciagtym braku czasu

Mniej cebul pokrojonych

Wiecej tez policzonych

Mniej tajemnic opowiedzianych

Ale wiecej rzeczy do powiedzenia

0d mycia naczyn w pospiechu rur zatkanych

I wieczoréw pustych, przewatesanych

Stéw tkwiacych w gardle

Ale wyszukane podniebienie co do

Ubran

~Wez kurtke”

Tak lekko sie ubierasz? Przeziebisz sie



We?z parasol. Zebys nie zmokta

Noc bedzie chtodna

Pogoda sie zmieni

Ale pewne rzeczy sie nie zmieniaja

,»Nic wiecej nie zjesz? Cos jest nie tak, céreczko?”

Ale babcia by powiedziala

Zjedz jeszcze troszke. Taka jeste$ chuda

Byé Mama to nigdy nie zasngé przed powrotem cérek.
Albo spac ze skreconym zotadkiem

Pozwoli¢, zeby natozyly sobie, ile chca, i zjes$¢ reszte.
Jesli jest jakas reszta

To mieé smukle palce od tego ciaglego sciskania za reke
Gdy przechodzi przez ulice

U lekarza

Z bélu

Z entuzjazmu

Ze strachu

Z uczenia sie

Przy kazdym pierwszym kroku

Nie przez przypadek lepiej sie trawi chleb na zakwasie
To przez powolna fermentacje

Tak samo jak awokado jest bardzo pozywne

Ale powoli kietkuje

Mamy tez sa takie

My Kobiety

Powoli fermentujemy

Ale w szybkowarze

Gwizdanie czajnika

Brzuch piekarnika

Pochwa pieca

Cierpliwo$¢ zapatki

Ale tolerancja awokado

Powolna i pozywna

Powiedziala Simone, ze Kobietg sie nie rodzi
Staje sie

Jest to prawda

Ja nie urodzitam sie Kobieta

Urodzitam sie gitarg

Piers perkusja

Uda usciskiem

Urodzitam sie ciasng krzywa

Rozdzierajaca cisza

Gorg pragnienia

Rzekami wzburzenia

I wszystkim, co moze by¢ niczym

W zaleznosci od tego, kto to wszystko zechce
Kobieta to co$, czym sie nie jest i czego sie nie wybiera
Kobieta to cos, co wybiera nas

Ale ma zwiazek ze stowem daé

I ze starym nawykiem, ze jesteSmy
Konieczne.



Mitos¢ sie zmienita

Mito$¢ sie zmienita

Mitosé na zawsze sie nie skoniczyla
Osiemdziesiat lat zwigzku

Na sto lat zycia

Ulegly zmianie

Co mozna ustyszeé

Poczu¢

Mitos¢ sie zmienita

Przyszta olbrzymia fala

I w grzechotaniu przyplywu

Zagubily sie pisma i dowody

I zostaja nam tylko nowe sposoby

Co sie stalo z Mitoscia na zawsze?
Mitos$¢ sie zmienita

Kiedy$ matzenistwa trwaty dekady bez kiétni
Nagrywano chwile i tworzyto okazje
Obchodzito sie ztote i diamentowe gody
Rozwodéw sie nie obchodzito
Krecilismy sie wokdt naszych relacji
Jakby to, co przezywalismy, bylo az nazbyt wazne
Ale dzisiaj...

Co stalo sie z Mitoscia?

Mitos¢ sie zmienita

Wymieniane spojrzenia jeszcze

Iskrza

Nieprzyjemne kiétnie

Palg

Milczenia

Ryzykowne

Wiezg

Ciagle sa bolesne

I puste

Méwiacy

Fajni

Wychodza nietknieci
Niemal bezbronni
Mezczyzni nocy

Ciagle s bezpanskimi kotami
Czarnymi

Trawionymi niepewnos$cia
Tworza ktebki

Traca nié

Motek ich wykonczyt

A ja pilnuje

Domowe wspomnienia
Mruczenia przy kostkach

I ten, co zdotat stworzy¢
Posréd frenetycznych historii
Autentyczny zwiazek
Trwaty

Przezyty

Z obraczka

Nie$miertelny

Wolat

Ekscentryczne stowa

Ale kinetyczne

Bede wierny



I szczery
Ale prawdopodobnie nie byt

Poczut sie pusty pomiedzy Scianami
Napiecie, ze mozna kroi¢ nozem
Wyrzuty w kazdej zawieszonej rozmowie

Staba autoestyma

Czlowieka, ktdry nie wystarczal
Zeby stad sie ustuzny

Tylu przybralo wymagajaca role
Poddanych

I zauwazyli w sposéb mity
Okrutna funkcje oddanych Zon
Z hamowanymi lzami

I $ladami na twarzy

Ktdre przyjmujg zdrade

Jak instynkt macho alfa

To wina wzwodu

Ktory ciagnie i przyttacza
Noce opres;ji

W ktére ta sama zona

Jest posiadana

Jest zmuszana

By by¢ domem

Agresji i ejakulacji

Tego wiecznego meza
Klamstwo byto prega

Przemoc cecha

Osobowosci

O krétkim loncie

Wina genetyki
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Jesli Mitos¢ sie zmienita

Zmienita sie z calg reszta

Dzisiaj nie staje po stronie Mitosci

Z kims, kto sprawia, ze czuje sie nic nie warta
Wysysa mi odwage

Gasi mdj wewnetrzny ogien

Kiedy$ mocny

Teraz rekompensuje

Dzien pracy

,Biedaczek

Przychodzi tak zmeczony

I nawet nie ma obiadu

Musze go uspokoié, jak sie da...”
Rozchylitabym nogi

Gdyby nie te Kobiety nowoczesne

Ktére wybraly swoje wewnetrzne swiatto
Na rzecz bawetnianych godéw

Méwia, ze Mitos¢ sie zmienita

Nabrata rozumu

Mito$¢ sie nie zmienita

Tylko my nauczyly$my sie méwic nie

W obliczu waszego ,Zamknij sie i mnie nie wkurzaj!”
Kiedy unosza reke

Dzi$ potrafimy stawiaé granice

I skoniczy¢ z ta zdartg plyta

Grajacg zawsze te sama melodie

Méwia, ze chcemy tylko wojny

Teraz, kiedy zyskalysmy gtos

Kiedy wyszly$my spod ziemi po
Rozplataniu wlasnych suptéw
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Nie przyszly$my po krew

Z bronia, tarczami i czolgami
Przyszly$my z otwartymi rekami
Ktére zamykajg sie tylko

Kiedy wyciggamy ramie do walki
Wobec tego, kto woli nas uciszy¢
Do upokorzenia w rytm stuchania
Mitosé w ogdle sie nie zmienita
Tylko my sie zmienily$my

Méwia, ze brakuje wysitku
Poswiecenia i zaciecia

Nie ma tylko tylu Kobiet milczacych
Zyjacych w studni

Tak wielkiej

Niech bedzie Milo$¢ na zawsze
Sluby wszelkiego rodzaju

Bo Mitos¢ nie zmienita sie dla wszystkich
Tylko dla tych, co chca zyé w przesztosci
Monogamia jest wyborem

Nie jest juz konieczna

I teraz kazdy pilnuje

Wlasnego szczescia

Jeszcze sg wspélne konta

W sumie niezaleznosci

I Mito$é, ktéra trwa

Sa walki

Ktére scalaja sie w jednym oporze
Malzenistwo normatywne

Juz nie jest tak cenione

Bo stato sie meczace
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Staraé sie zmieSci¢ w ramce
Nie ma juz tylko Mitosci statycznej
Bo wszyscy jestesmy ruchem

I niech ptynnosé kazdego z nas
Nie psuje ci malzeristwa

Mitos¢ sie nie zmienita

Wygrat pluralizm

I juz w czasach mojego dziadka
Byla taka wola

Chce Milo$ci na zawsze

Dla siebie i dla wszystkich nas
Ale ze znacznie wieksza Mitoscig wlasna
Niz mogli mie¢ nasi dziadkowie
Mitos¢é nie zmienita sie wcale
Zyskala tylko inne wymiary
Inng jednostke miary

Bo czy to grupy, czy pary
Przeciwni albo tacy sami

Na miesiac albo na cale zycie
Niech nie bedzie nikogo

Kto nie zdota

Znalez¢ wyjscia.
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Lineage

To be a grandmother is having thin lips from telling
stories so much

Eyes full of stagnant waters from so many rivers

That have already reached the sea between the hours
spent living

And those that were suspended

Somewhere

In any story

From window to window, when hanging out the clothes

It’s having your hands hot from so much bread kneading

And cold from a warm heart

Love forever

The chest so soft and hollow from all the heads that have
rested on it

To be a Mother is all that, but with fewer hours spent

Fewer suspended hours

Fewer stories told

More stories to tell

No time to do it

Fewer chopped onions

More tears to count

Fewer secrets told

But more left unsaid

Pipes clogged thanks to dishes washed in a hurry

And empty evenings filled with so much wandering

Words clogged in the throat

But a refined palate
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When it comes to putting on warm clothes
“Take your coat”
Are you just going to wear that? It'll be cold
Take an umbrella. I am telling you, it’s going to rain
Remember how cold the night can get
How the weather changes
But there are things that never change
“Are you just going to eat that? Is something wrong, dear?”
But a grandmother would say
Come on, have a little more. You're so skinny, sweety
Being a Mother means never sleeping before your
daughters arrive.
Or losing sleep over it
It’s about letting them eat first as they please and eating
what'’s left
When there’s some left
It’s having thin fingers because your hand was grabbed
so many times
When crossing a road
While in the doctor
Out of pain
Enthusiasm
Fear
Learning
In every first step
It is no coincidence that Mother dough bread is digested
better
It's because of slow fermentation
Just like avocados
So nutritious
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But slow to germinate

Mothers are like that as well

Women

We are

Slowly fermented

But in a pressure cooker

Kettle whistle

Oven womb

Stove vulva

As patient as a fire match

But tolerant as an avocado

Slow and nutritious

Simone said that one is not born a Woman
But rather becomes one

And she couldn’t be more right

I wasn’t born a Woman

I was born a guitar

Percussive chest

Pressure thighs

I was born a tight curve

Silences, sung out loud

Silky Mountain

Rivers of ecstasy

And everything that could be nothing
Depending on who needs my everything

To be a Woman is something you neither are nor choose

To be a Woman is something that chooses us
But it comes a lot from the verb to give
And an old habit of being

Needed.
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Love has changed

Love has changed

Everlasting Love isn’t over

But it changed

Eighty years of a wedding ring

In a hundred years of life

Suffered a change

That is making itself being heard

Felt

Love has changed

A giant wave came and embraced it

And in the rattle of the tide

The writings and the evidence were lost

And all we are left with are the new approaches
What is left of everlasting Love?

Love has changed

Before, marriages lasted decades without any arguments
Moments were recorded and occasions were created
Gold and diamond jubilees were celebrated
Divorces were not causes of celebration

We were the ones who revolved around our relations
As being the most important thing we lived for

But today...

What happened to Love?

Love has changed

Exchanged glances

Are still made of spark

Stormy debates are still wild
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Turbulent

The silences

Risky

Are stuck

Still painful

And hollow

The interveners

Permeable

They get out more unscathed
Almost defenseless

Men, by the night,

Are stray cats still

Dark

Filled with uncertainty
Making skeins

Losing the thread

Of the mess that consumed them
And I keep

The domestic memories

Of a purr between the ankles
And the one who did it
Between frantic stories

The authentic relationship
Lasting

Real

With a ring

Immortal

Uttered

The eccentric

But kinetic words
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“T'll be faithful

And loyal”

But he probably wasn’t

You felt the void between walls
Tension so thick you could cut it with a knife
Demands in each broken dialogue
Fragile self-esteem

Of someone who wasn’t enough

While being servile

So many have played the exhausting role
Of subordinates

And kindly accepted

The cruel role of devote wives

With hidden tears

And marked faces

Who accepted betrayal

Because it was just alpha male instinct
Blame it on lust

Which pulls and mutes

The nights of oppression

Where the same wife

Is possession

And is forced

To be the home of

Aggression and ejaculation

Of that eternal husband

The lie was a trait

The violence, a way of being

The personality

Short-tempered
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Blame it on genetics

If Love has changed

It changed with everything else

Today, I don’t stay for Love

For someone who makes me feel like I'm no good
Who sucks what I'm worth

Who puts out my inner flame

That before was so intense

To be merely

A day’s work reward

“Poor thing

He’s so tired

And there’s not even lunch

I have to calm him down however I can...”
I'would open my legs

If it weren't for those modern Women
Who chose their inner lights

In favor of the cotton jubilee

They say Love has changed

Drunk with reason

Love hasn’t changed

It was we who learned how to say no

To “Shut up! Don’t you dare bother me!”
While they lift their hands

Today we know how to draw the lines
And stop that broken record

That plays the same old song

They say we just want war

Now that we own a voice

Now that we came from underneath the dirt
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After untying our own knots

We didn’t come to see blood

With weapons, shields and tanks

We came with open hands

That close only

When we raise our arms to fight
Against whoever prefers our silence
To the humility of a listening moment
Love hasn’t changed at all

They say there’s a lack of effort
Dedication, endeavor

It’s just that there aren’t as many silent Women
Living inside a well

So tiny

Let there be love forever

Jubilees of all kinds and formats
Because Love hasn’t changed for everyone
Only for those living in the past
Monogamy is choice

Not a necessity anymore

And now each and everyone

Looks after their own happiness
There are still joint accounts

In the sum of independence

And the Love that lives on

They're all fights

That unite in a single resistance

A normative couple

Doesn’t have as much demand
Because it is tiring
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It just tries to fit the frame
There is no longer just static Love

Because we are all made of movement

And may the fluidity of each one

Don't get in the way of your marriage

Love hasn’t changed

It gained plurality

And desire was already around
In my grandfather’s time

I want everlasting Love

For me and all of us

But with much more self-Love
That our grandparents could have
Love hasn’t changed at all

It just had some change of heart
Some other unit of measurement
Because

Whether it’s groups, or couples
Opposites or equals

A month or a lifetime

Let it be no one staying still

For not being able

To find a way out.
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Linhagem

Ser avd é ter os labios finos de tanto contar histdrias
Os olhos em agua estagnada de tanto rio

Que ja chegou ao mar entre as suas horas vividas
E as que ficaram suspensas

Algures

Numa histéria qualquer

De janela pra janela, ao estender a roupa

E ter as mios quentes de tanto amassar pao

E frias de coracdo quente

Amor pra sempre

O peito macio e concavo de tanto nele pousarem a cabeca
Ser Mae é tudo isto com menos horas vividas
Menos horas suspensas

Menos histérias contadas

Mais histérias pra contar

Sem horas para o fazer

Menos cebolas cortadas

Mais ldgrimas contadas

Menos segredos contados

Mas mais coisas por dizer

Canos entupidos de loica lavada a pressa

E serdes vazios cheios de tanto vagar

Palavras entupidas na garganta

Mas um paladar apurado no que toca

Ao agasalhamento

“Leva casaco”

S6 vais vestir isso? Olha que vai estar frio
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Leva chapéu de chuva. Olha que vai chover

Olha que a noite esfria

Olha que o tempo muda

Mas ha coisas que nfo mudam

“S6 vais comer isso? Passa-se alguma coisa, filha?”

Mas uma avé diria

V4, toma 14 mais um bocadinho. Estés tdo magrinha, filha
Ser Mae é nunca dormir antes de as filhas chegarem.

Ou dormir de coracdo na boca

E deix4-las servir 4 vontade e comer o que resta.

Quando resta

E ter os dedos esguios de tanto que lhe apertaram as mios
Ao atravessar a estrada

No médico

De dor

De entusiasmo

De medo

De aprendizagem

Em cada primeiro passo

N4o é por acaso que o pdo de massa Mée se digere melhor
E por causa da fermentacio lenta

Tal como os abacates que sdo muito nutritivos

Mas de germinacao lenta

As Mées também sdo assim

As Mulheres

Somos

De fermentacéo lenta

Mas em panela de pressao

Assobiar de chaleira

Ventre de forno
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Vulva de fogéo

Paciéncia de fésforo

Mas tolerancia de abacate

Lenta e nutritiva

Disse Simone que Mulher ndo se nasce
Torna-se

E ndo poderia estar mais certa

Eu n3o nasci Mulher

Nasci violdo

Peito percussao

Coxas pressao

Nasci curva apertada

Siléncios em desgarrada

Montanha de seda

Rios de éxtase

E um tudo que pode ser nada
Dependendo de quem precisa do meu tudo
Mulher é coisa que nio se é nem se escolhe
Mulher é coisa que nos escolhe a nés
Mas que vem muito do verbo dar

E de um velho hébito de sermos
Necessarias.

35



O Amor mudou

O Amor mudou

O Amor para sempre nio acabou
Mas mudou

Oitenta anos de alianca

Em cem anos de vida

Sofreram uma mudanca

Que se esta a fazer ouvida

Sentida

O Amor mudou

Veio uma onda gigante que o abracou
E no chocalhar da maré
Perderam-se os escritos e as provas

E restam-nos apenas as abordagens novas

Que é feito do Amor para sempre?
O Amor mudou

Antes os casamentos duravam décadas sem discussoes
Gravavam-se os momentos e criavam-se ocasioes
Celebravam-se bodas de ouro e diamante

Os divércios ndo geravam celebragOes

Nos é que giravamos em torno das nossas relacoes
Como sendo o que vivemos de mais importante

Mas hoje...

Que é feito do Amor?

O Amor mudou

As trocas de olhares ainda
S3o faisca

Os debates ariscos
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Acesos

Os siléncios

De risco

Estdo presos

Mantém-se dolorosos

E vazios

Os intervenientes
Porosos

Saem mais ilesos

Quase indefesos

Os homens de noite
Ainda sdo gatos vadios
Pardos

Cheios de incertezas

A formar novelos
Perdem o fio

A meada que os consumiu
E eu guardo

As memorias domésticas
De um ronronar entre os tornozelos
E aquele que conseguiu
Entre histdrias frenéticas
A relacdo auténtica
Duradoura

Vivida

De anel

Imortal

Proferiu

As palavras excéntricas
Mas cinéticas
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Serei fiel

Eleal

Mas provavelmente nao foi
Sentiu-se o vicuo entre paredes
A tensdo de cortar a faca

A cobranca em cada didlogo suspenso

A autoestima fraca
De quem nio foi suficiente
A tornar-se servil

Tantas vestiram o papel exigente

De subordinadas
E acataram de forma gentil

A funcdo cruel de esposas dedicadas

De lagrimas contidas

E caras marcadas

Que aceitaram a traicdo
Como instinto macho alfa
Culpa da teséo

Que puxa e abafa

As noites de opressdo
Em que a mesma esposa
E posse

E forcada

A ser casa

Da agressao e ejaculacao
Desse marido eterno

A mentira era traco

A violéncia, feitio

A personalidade

De curto pavio
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Culpa da genética

Se 0 Amor mudou
Mudou com tudo o resto
Hoje néo fico por Amor
Com quem me faz sentir que eu néo presto
Me suga o valor

Me apaga a chama interior

Antes intensa

Agora recompensa

De um dia de trabalho

“Coitado

Vem tdo cansado

E nem tem almoco

Tenho de o acalmar como posso...”
Abriria as pernas

Se ndo fossem essas Mulheres modernas
Que escolheram as suas luzes internas
Em prol das bodas de algodao

Dizem que o Amor mudou

Foi beber da razao

O Amor n3o mudou

Nés é que aprendemos a dizer que néo
Face ao vosso “Cala-te, tu ndo me irrites!”
Enquanto levantam a méao

Hoje sabemos tracar limites

E acabar com esse disco riscado

Que toca sempre a mesma cangio

Dizem que s6 queremos guerra

Agora que ganhamos voz

Que saimos debaixo da terra depois de
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Desatarmos 0s nossos proprios nds
N6s nédo viemos ver sangue

De armas escudos e tanques

Nés viemos de méaos abertas

Que s6 tendem a fechar

Quando icamos o braco na luta
Perante quem nos prefere silenciar

A humildade de um compasso de escuta

O Amor ndo mudou nada

Dizem que ha falta de esforco
Dedicac¢do e empenho

S6 ndo ha tantas Mulheres caladas
A viver dentro de um poco

Assim deste tamanho

Haja Amor para sempre

Bodas de todo o formato

Que o Amor ndo mudou pra toda gente
S6 pra quem quer viver no passado
A monogamia é uma escolha

Ja ndo é necessidade

E agora cada um olha

Pela sua propria felicidade

Ainda ha contas conjuntas

Na soma de independéncias

E o Amor que dura

Sao lutas

Que se fundem numa sé resisténcia
Um casal normativo

Ja ndo tem tanta procura

Porque se tornou cansativo
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Tentar caber na moldura

Ja ndo ha s6 Amor estatico
Porque somos todos movimento
E que a fluidez de cada um

N#o te atrapalhe o casamento

O Amor ndo mudou

Ganhou pluralidade

E ja no tempo do meu avd

Havia essa vontade

Quero Amor para sempre

Para mim e pra todos nés

Mas com muito mais Amor préprio
Do que puderam ter 0s nossos avos
O Amor ndo mudou nada mais
S6 ganhou outros ares

Outra unidade de medida

Pois sejam grupos sejam pares
Opostos ou iguais

Um més ou uma vida

Que néo haja ninguém a ficar
Por ndo conseguir mais
Encontrar a saida
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