[bookmark: _GoBack]C.D. Wright, from Steal Away: Selected and New Poems (Copper Canyon)

What No One Could Have Told Them

	Once he comes to live on the outside of her, he will not sleep
through the night or the next 400. He sleeps not, they sleep not.  
Ergo they steer gradually mad. The dog's head shifts another
paw under the desk. Over a period of 400 nights.

	You will see, she warns him. Life is full of television sets,
invoices, organs of other animals thawing on counters.

	In her first dream of him, she leaves him sleeping on Mamo's 
salt-bag quilt behind her alma mater. Leaves him to the Golden
Goblins. Sleep, pretty one, sleep.

	...the quilt that comforted her brother’s youthful bed, the
quilt he took to band camp.

	Huh oh, he says, Huh oh. His word for many months. 
Merrily pouring a bottle of Pledge over the dog's dull coat. And
with a round little belly that shakes like jelly.

	Waiting out a shower in the Border Cafe; the bartender
spoons a frozen strawberry into his palm-leaf basket while they
lift their frosted mugs in a grateful click.

	He sits up tall in his grandfather's lap, waving and waving to
the Blue Bonnet truck. Bye, blue, bye.

	In the next dream he stands on his toes, executes a flawless
flip onto the braided rug. Resprings to crib.

	The salt-bag quilt goes everywhere, the one the bitch
Rosemary bore her litters on. The one they wrap around the
mower, and bundle with black oak leaves. 

	How the bowl of Quick Quaker Oats fits his head.

	He will have her milk at 1:42, 3:26, 4 a.m. Again at 6. Bent
over the rail to settle his battling limbs down for an afternoon
nap. Eyes shut, trying to picture what in the world she has on.

	His nightlight--a snow-white pair of porcelain owls. 

	They remember him toothless, with one tooth, two tooths,
five or seven scattered around his head. They can see the day 
when he throws open his jaw to display several vicious rows. 

	Naked in a splash of sun, he pees into a paper plate the guest
set down in the grass as she reached for potato chips.

	Suppertime, the dog takes leave of the desk's cool cavity to
patrol his highchair. 

	How patiently he pulls Kleenex from a box. Tissue by tissue.
How quietly he stands at the door trailing the White Cloud;
swabs his young hair with the toilet brush.

	The dog inherits the salt-bag quilt. The one her Mamo made when she was seventeen--girlfriends stationed around a frame in black stockings
sewing, talking about things their children would do;

	He says: cereal, byebye, shoe, raisin, nobody. He hums.

	She stands before the medicine chest, drawn. Swiftly he
tumps discarded Tampax and hair from an old comb into
her tub.

	Wearily the man enters the house through the back. She isn't
dressed. At the table there is weeping. Curses. Forking dried
breasts of chicken.

	while Little Sneed sat on the floor beneath the frame, pushing
the needles back through.

	One yawn followed by another yawn. Then little fists
screwing little eyes. The wooden crib stuffed with bears and 
windup pillows wheeled in to receive him. Out in a twinkle.
The powdered bottom airing the dark. The 400th night. When
they give up their last honeyed morsel of love; the dog nestles in
the batting of the salt-bag quilt commencing its long mope unto
death.


Detail from What No One Could Have Told Them



Naked in a splash of sun, he pees into a paper plate
the guest set down on the lawn as she reached
naked in a splash of sun into a naked sun splash
He pees into a paper plate a plate the guest set down
into a plate of white paper the guest set down He pees
into a plate the guest set down on the lawn in back of the airy house
a paper plate the guest set down He pees on the lawn
He pees into a white paper plate a living fountain of pee
a golden jet of pure baby pee from His seven month old penis
His uncircumcised penis not even one year old a jet
of pure gold  into an uncircumcised splash of sun
a beautiful gold arc of pee in a splash of uncircumcised sun
naked in a splash of sun He pees into a paper plate
a white paper plate the guest set down on the airy lawn
in back of the airy white house into a paper white plate
weighed down with baked beans and slabs of spiced ham
with guest set down on the lawn in back of the white house
on the lovely expanse of lawn the guest set down the paper plate
on the lawn as she leaned forward in the canvas sling
of her chair as she reached out of her green sleeve
into a white paper plate the guest set down on the lawn He pees
as she reached out of her green butterfly sleeve
out of the beautiful arc of her iridescent sleeve as she
set down on the expanding lovely lawn a paper plate
He pees naked in a splash of sun as she reached for potato chips. 
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