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It erupted into our lives:
Two guys in jeans shoved it through the door
--heaving & grunting & biting lower lips.

A large industrial sewing machine.
We called it “the monster.”

It came on a winter’s day,

rented out of mother’s pay.

Once in the living room

the walls seemed to cave in around it.

Black footsteps to our door

brought heaps of cloth for Mama to sew.
Noises of war burst out of the living room.
Rafters rattled. Floors farted

--the radio going into static

each time the needle ripped into fabric.

Many nights I’d get up from bed,
wander squinty-eyed down a hallway
and peer through a dust-covered blanket
to where Mama and the monster

did nightly battle.

| could see Mama through the yellow haze
of a single light bulb.

She slouched over the machine.

Her eyes almost closed.

Her hair in disheveled braids;

Each stitch binding her life
to scraps of cloth.



