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Remembering Coretta Scott King

generous and kind

brightly smiling;

happy.

Before the arrow struck.

And with respect, to David Icke

the “mad” one;

connecting dots, finding arrows,

removing them too

when people help.

And for all of us who have ever fallen:

who have removed the arrow

sometimes many times

and stood up

again.


If we want a better world,
we have to make it ourselves.

—A.W.


Introduction



No one escapes a time in life when the arrow of sorrow, of anger, of despair pierces the heart. For many of us, there is the inevitable need to circle the wound. It is often such a surprise to find it there, in us, when we had assumed arrows so painful only landed in the hearts of other people. Some of us spend decades screaming at the archer. Or at least for longer periods than are good for us. How to take the arrow out of the heart? How to learn to relieve our own pain? That is the question. Like many such questions it is delved into by Buddhism, but also by anyone who has lived long enough to see—by trial and error, for the most part—that the futility we begin to feel, as we attempt to bring down the archer, leaves our wounded heart untended, and the medicine of Life that abounds wherever we are is left unapplied.

Taking the Arrow Out of the Heart was not the original title of this new book, poems written mainly in 2015–2016. It was a time of great sadness and feelings of loss and despair. Worse to face, as now, are the brutal murders of children, the deliberate starving and abusing of them. The callous trampling on their rights as human beings, however small, and the brutal indifference (as they must experience it) of the grown-up world. Entwined with this is the abuse of the planet, the literal draining of her blood, the carving up for profit of her very flesh and bone.

And yet, there are those of us humans who have stood up, wherever we could stand up, in defense of children, animals, the earth, and we have had ancestors before us who have done the same. Which is how we learned. One such ancestor was Muhammad Ali. That fierce, indignant poet of words and fists. Though he was not alone. This book originally carried a title celebrating his courageous walk through a challenging life, and a battered but triumphant exit from it: The Long Road Home.

I still love this idea—that to remain on that road “home” to the truest self we can muster is a knockout in the ring of life. And to achieve, even to approach, or get on that road home! Maybe to actually get your whole self there … this would be bliss beyond imagining. For then we would surely join the Immortals: those who laid out the path as best they could for us, by their example. Which, in so many instances, was all they had. Imagine. Owning only the example of one’s behavior. When applied to our people and to so many peoples we are now discovering, we begin to see our inherited riches. Our inherited wealth. It is the road itself.

But life will change course. And so I was invited to give a talk at a university and the instruction that rose again and again in me from the Source that always knows how plagued with doubt and confusion and guilt humans are, was “talk to them about how that arrow many feel in their hearts is not theirs alone. Remind them it is worthwhile to train to learn how to remove it.”

I understood this. Because, indeed, the long road home has many archers waiting in ambush. This reality is part of what keeps the drug industry flourishing. Here, as a poet, I intervene.

OPS/images/cover.jpg
S R R

# ALICE 3>

S WALKER "
LA

“ :ﬁ’;, P NEW POEMS = ~—;

P A7
&{‘ TAKING THE &};&%
%L ARROW OUT OF

N

THE HEART






OPS/images/title.jpg
TAKING THE
ARROW OUT OF
THE HEART

Poems

ALICE WALKER

WEIDENFELD & NICOLSON





