
Two Poems by Mary Galvin  
 

Circa 1931 
 
There he stands, still in knickers, 
a thin boy held down by the heavy hand 
of his grandfather, as if to keep him  
from running off, as if he would ever 
have been capable of disobedience. 
 
Just before he falls asleep he sees 
open fields overgrown, flowing 
down hills into woods, wild,  
a place unlike the pavement he knows 
and holds himself to, thin boy in heavy 
shoes.  Posing, he strains to be still enough  
for the slow shutter to capture  
his sepia image unblurred. 
 
Years later, in long pants 
and a wide tie, he cannot stay still. 
His fat fingers heavy with his class  
ring, he turns it round and round. 



Smells Like Teen Spirit    
 
Ridiculous for a woman turning 50  
Blasting this at full volume 
Every time I drive to or from visiting 
My mother.  And yet, it’s true— 
 
With the lights out, it’s less dangerous 
I feel stupid and contagious 
 
These visits 
Those old frustrations 
The handball of my heart throws  
Itself against the walls of my chest 
Ricochets against my lungs 
 
Meditative peace, Om of the ashram at 16 
—The sound of Nirvana— 
And then my nephew, half a generation later, 
Screaming, crying over Kurt Cobain,  
That loud mouthed self-absorbed  
Punk. 
 
The way I loved and cried at 14  
with Patti Smith singing: Jesus died    
for somebody’s sins   
but not mine  and it’s her version  
I listen to now—  
 
A mulatto 
An albino 
A mosquito 
My libido  

on the drive 
To the assisted living facility 
To visit 
The woman who reaches 
Across decades and distances 
Her possessions condensed now into a bedroom- 
sitter: a single twin bed, two chairs 
At a small table and no one else there to 
Share a cup of tea. 
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