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Mathis: Autobiography 2

Cleopatra Mathis

Autobiography 2

You’ll laugh when I say

I didn’t know the color of my skin,

so much the child in that northern city.

I thought they would know me, anyone

dark could see my dark

in a place taking over white—

the Italians in their little enclave, the Jews

long departed for the suburbs.

I thought theyd love me for loving them,

their talk, their food,

my yes sit, no ma'am.

And when I fell there, shoved to the floor,

my students trampling over my body

like nothing in their path,

I was still homesick for my blackness, for the one
who would pull me into her lap, saying Here girl,
stop your crying, Sister Cle. And I

slept there: for years she let me sleep.
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