
when no gal would give in - 

swinging me above his head 
until I scrape the ceiling - 

to no man - helpless 
in his huge hands - 

whafs nine hundred years? 

Big Bang 

We slept naked on a wide bed 
under the sighing swamp cooler. 
We strawberried in Michigan woods 
with our fat nanny, and in spring 
we gathered sand dollars on Daytona, 
passed smiling into Kodachrome. 
On the path to the grammar school 
she bumped along behind me, burdened 
with my black, funereal trombone case, 
my books and sack lunch. I pushed her 
into thorn bushes, eyed her coldly 
as she played jacks at recess 
with colored girls. When wine 

put our mother in her all-day coma 
she made our dinner, and when 
I felt like it I smacked her. 
I walked at night in exile 
far from that fatherless house 
of sobbing women while she 
did dishes at the steaming sink. 
We lay all summer in the gray 
light of TV, sun sliding down 
the sides of yellow days. 
We read books and asked no questions. 
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Strangers came and went 
at the very edge of things. 
Mother left us five days at a time 
while we whispered passwords, 
kept the heavy curtains drawn. 
But huge events were happening 
everywhere inside us. When 
the front door's wooden valve 

opened and we passed at last 
into astonishing light 
it took us years to find 
the words for what had happened, 
a way to put things 
in a frame. Everyone 
died, decades blew us 
to the four corners. 

Now, on a far shore 
under a throbbing Christmas tree 
her children throw silver 
tinsel in the air, hang 
our prehistoric angels. 
We lean back and watch 
as if nothing odd had happened, 
laughing about the whole thing. 

Laundromat 

From the dryer 
tumbles someone's white 

forgotten bra, which I gather 
a little furtively from the floor. 
In her absence the cups 
collapse like sails 

36 NEW ENGLAND REVIEW 


	Article Contents
	p. 35
	p. 36

	Issue Table of Contents
	New England Review (1990-), Vol. 16, No. 2 (Spring, 1994), pp. 1-183
	Front Matter
	Editor's Note [p. 5-5]
	The Raccoon [p. 7-7]
	The Secretary [pp. 8-9]
	The French Horn [pp. 9-10]
	The Water Dream [pp. 11-13]
	Undertow [pp. 14-29]
	Wherever You Hang Your Head [p. 30-30]
	Mariner without a Moon [pp. 31-32]
	Washing the Body [p. 33-33]
	Mastodon [pp. 34-35]
	Big Bang [pp. 35-36]
	Laundromat [pp. 36-37]
	Notes for My Mother's Biographer [pp. 38-40]
	The Names of Things [pp. 41-42]
	The Women Come and Go [pp. 43-55]
	Boy, Thirteen [p. 56-56]
	Nightmare [p. 57-57]
	Mud Flats [pp. 58-68]
	Elements of Love [pp. 69-70]
	Dragonflies [p. 71-71]
	Missionary Position [pp. 72-73]
	Desire [p. 74-74]
	Shame [pp. 74-75]
	Nothing [p. 75-75]
	Forty Martyrs [pp. 76-92]
	Some Notes on the Art of Lying [pp. 93-100]
	The Flame Tree [p. 101-101]
	The Big School [pp. 102-103]
	The Room, the Crows [p. 103-103]
	Special Feature: The Associated Writing Programs Intro Journals Project
	A Preface to the Associated Writing Programs "Intro Journals Project" [p. 104-104]
	Turtle Hunting with Black [pp. 105-119]
	Remaining a Soldier [pp. 120-121]
	The Passing [pp. 122-123]
	Pearls [pp. 124-125]
	George Washington Goes down at the Help-ee Self-ee Laundromat [pp. 126-129]

	Experiences of the Void [pp. 130-137]
	At the School for the Deaf [p. 138-138]
	Insufficient Heart [pp. 139-140]
	The Kindness of Strangers [pp. 141-143]
	Reviews
	Review: Culling the Horrors [pp. 144-154]
	Review: The Comedian as the Letter C Strikes Again [pp. 155-158]
	Review: In the Divide: Skeptic Master, Stung Pilgrim [pp. 159-162]
	Review: Never the Same Again [pp. 163-167]
	Review: Rich in Discipline [pp. 168-173]
	Review: The Large World Everywhere [pp. 174-179]

	Back Matter



