
Text for 

40 Ways of Being (a Woman)

taken from the book 'The House on Mango Street' and the poem 'Loose Woman' by Sandra Cisneros, 

and adapted by the composers.

Movement I

Loose Woman

They say I’m a beast.

And feast on it. When all along

I thought that’s what a woman was.

They say I’m a bitch.

Or witch. I’ve claimed

the same and never winced.

They say I’m a macha, hell on wheels,

viva-la-vulva, fire and brimstone,

man-hating, devastating,

boogey-woman lesbian.

Not necessarily,

but I like the compliment.

Diamonds and pearls

tumble from my tongue.

Or toads and serpents.

Depending on the mood I’m in.

I like the itch I provoke.

The rustle of rumor

like crinoline.

I am the woman of myth and bullshit.

(True. I authored some of it.)

I built my little house of ill repute.

Brick by brick. Labored,

loved and masoned it.

I’m an aim-well,

shoot-sharp,

sharp-tongued,

sharp-thinking,



fast-speaking,

foot-loose,

loose-tongued,

let-loose,

woman-on-the-loose

loose woman.

Beware, honey.

Hips

I like coffee, I like tea,

I like the boys and they like me.

Yes, no, maybe so.

Yes, no, maybe so.

One day you wake up and they are there. Ready and 

waiting like a new Buick with the keys in the ignition. 

They’re good for holding a baby while cooking.

You need them to dance.

If you don’t get them you turn into a man!

The bones just one day open. Just like that! One day you

might decide to have kids and then where are you going 

to put them?

You gotta be able to know what to do with hips when 

you get them. You gotta know how to walk with hips, 

practice, you know.

Shoes

We are tired of being beautiful. Lucy hides the lemon

shoes and the red shoes and the shoes that used to be

white but are now pale blue under a powerful bushel

basket on the back porch, until one Tuesday her mother

throws them away. But no one complains.



Beautiful & Cruel

In the movies there is always the one with the red red 

lips who is beautiful and cruel. She is the one who drives 

the men crazy and laughs them all away.

“One is not born a woman, but becomes one.”

 – Simone de Beauvoire, The Second Sex (1949)

Movement II

They say my name funny, as if the syllables are made out of tin, and hurt the roof of your mouth.

But my name is made out of a softer something, like silver. 

Not quite as thick as my sister's name, which is uglier than mine. 

I would like to baptise myself under a new name, a name more like the real me, the me nobody sees.

I've got ten different names. At least!

They say I’m a beast. And feast on it. 

But all along I thought that’s what a woman was.

Macha. Beast. Bitch. Woman. Viva-la-vulva!

“A free woman in an unfree society is still a monster.”

 – Angela Carter, The Sadeian Woman (1978)

I don't remember when I first noticed him looking at me. But I knew he was looking. Every time. 

Him and his friends. 

They didn't scare me. They did, but I wouldn't let them know. 

I had to prove to me I wasn't scared of nobody's eyes, not even his. 

I had to look back hard, just once, like he was glass.

And I did. Just once.

It would make your blood freeze to have somebody look at you like that.

Somebody looked at me. Somebody looked!



“I like coffee, I like tea. 

I like the boys and they like me. 

Yes, no, maybe so. Yes, no, maybe so.”

One day you wake up, and they are there. 

“I like coffee, I like tea, 

I like the girls, and they like me. 

Yes, no, maybe so...” 

Hips are scientific, they bloom like roses.

If you don't get them you turn into a man!

The bones just one day open, just like that,

[one day] you wake up, and there they are.

You got to get the rhythm; it's gotta be just so,

not to fast and not too slow, not too fast and not too slow

It's gotta be just so.

Not a boy, not a girl, just a little...

Loose-tongued.       

Let-loose.       

Woman-on-the-loose.       

Loose woman.        

Beware, honey.

I'm Bitch.      

Beast.      

Macha.     

!Wachale!      

Ping! Ping! Ping!      

I break things.


