
Dream o f the Pink and Black Lace, 
Just Like the Evening G o w n 

my favorite i n h i g h s c h o o l , 
a dress I ' d wa i t ed to see 
m a r k e d d o w n a n d finally wrote 
the store, even t hen , able 
to get wha t I wan t ed 

m o r e easily o n paper . I 
t o l d t h e m h o w of ten I ' d c o m e 
back, h o p i n g it w o u l d be m a r k e d 
d o w n a n d d a s h e d u p w i t h m y 
m o t h e r w h e n they ag reed 
to l o w e r the p r i ce . 

I feel the swir l o f those 
gowns I r a n m y h a n d t h r o u g h , 
t e r r i f i ed m i n e w o u l d n ' t 
be there , t h e n c a r r y i n g it as 
carefu l ly as a baby o f b l o w n glass. 



It was so fu l l my waist 
l o o k e d t iny i n s ide it 
w i t h h o o p s a n d a m e r r y widow. 
T h e dress took u p h a l f 
my m o t h e r ' s closet , 

less space t han I d i d i n her, 
e spec ia l ly after she h a d m e . 
I d o n ' t t h i n k I wore it aga in , too 
dressy, too m u c h lace to pack . 
B u t I c a n see it nea r the ye l l ow 

a n d the p i n k a n d whi te gauzy gowns, 
s w i r l i n g strapless, a par t o f 38 

M a i n Street I e x p e c t e d to always 
be as it was, l i k e my mo the r , 
w a i t i n g fo r m e to fill it 
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