George Eliot
      “…to pierce the obscurity of those minute processes

                                  which prepare human misery and joy…” –M.A. Evans, Middlemarch




Mary Ann fashioned a mask




So she could take off all





The masks men and women





Wore in Victorian England





And wear in America 
Now.  She lives inside your 
Head and mine.  She lives 
Inside her works: ecstatic spirit 
Looking back on her body, 

Plain: her body a stone, 
Gray, pale, sunk in a sea 
Of cerulean and pearl—her 
Body, yearning for touch,

Her body, turned toward 
Waking dreams that give 

Life, gave life, to her body, 

“Thinking of its wings and never
Flying,” and thrilled her out 
Past stony mirrors, vaulted 
Her into far-thrown fancies

Of the women and men, 

Into secret and sacred 

Bedroom and hearthstone 
Spaces, and into the Highgates, 

Londons, Redhills, and Kents, 

Places carried in people’s voices,
Voices heard on trains, in streets, 
In kitchens, in cafés, voices alive 
In her words today: bell tolls holding 
Shapes of cities, “Widening the skirts 
Of light”: bright lantern for every 
Exile in the middle of her march.

