
EVE (a double illusion) 

by Sue Gibson 

I am happy in c a p t i v i t y 
(they say domestic animals are) 
The boundaries of t h i s zoo extend so f a r 
that I have the present i l l u s i o n 
of freedom. Every need 
is catered f o r . I wander d a i l y 
over t h i s amazing pasture to the d i s t a n t 
woods and lakes, i l l u m i n a t e d 
by a p a t r i a r c h a l sun. 
F r u i t and spring-water l a v i s h l y 
s u s t a i n me. Various companions and 
a wise mate graze beside me; 
c h i l d r e n f r o l i c on the p l a i n 
and there i s j u s t enough 
(c a l c u l a t e d ) savagery in that f o r e s t 
to avert complacency. 

Once 
t r a v e l l i n g a l i t t l e f u r t h e r than 
my wont, I came across 
a t a l l continuous w a l l . From 
east to west i t was continuous. 
I found no door. 
I turned about, went north 
and measured out 
in even paces the extent 
of my own t e r r i t o r y . 

I t 
was large: generously large: 
much l a r g e r than 1 had p r e v i o u s l y 
imagined. Quite 
s u f f i c i e n t . 

But that wal1. . . 
that wall lodges in my memory. 
Behind i t , I am t o l d , the same sun 
shines on j u s t the same t e r r a i n 
and s i m i l a r creatures graze 
s i m i l a r l y . 

There can be, then, 
no d i f f e r e n c e between 
freedom and i t s i l l u s i o n . 

(Yet 
in my rambles, 1 s u r p r i s e myself 
f u r t i v e l y examining the w a l l , 
d i s c e r n i n g , in my fancy, 
thi n out land i sh ca11s 
and the loom 
of a p e r i l o u s moon. 



In semiprecious dreams a 
rumble of stone snow becomes a 
babble of my c h i l d r e n squabbling 
over Wee t a b i x below. 

Another morning wrought 
in v i s i o n s , p o s s i b i 1 i t i e s - - d o what I please 
w i t h i n the confines of what must be done. 

These days 
are burgeoning a l i v e . The world 
d i u r n a l l y renews i t s e l f . 
My c h i l d r e n , home and husband lose 
t h e i r known i d e n t i t i e s , reforming 
over and o v e i — J e 1 1 - 0 puds e t e r n a l l y 
about to set . 

Like an inconstant lover 
I remember and forget that I 
am I , so cunningly each moment 
opens with an u n f a m i l i a r 
k i s s . 

The b e a u t i f u l outrages 
of i t s cookery have chopped and cubed me, 
s a l t e d shredded spiced and sieved 

I am a new stew 
This 

i s L i f e as She i s l i v e d . 
There is 

no binding urgency to hold 
to what I p r e v i o u s l y b e l i e v e d . 

A 
r e c r e a t i v e Knife pares o f f o l d 
wrappings ever so d e f t l y 

never 
s a t i s f i e d nor f i n i s h i n g ; 

a 1 ways s t i l l 
becoming; never yet 
set. 
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