
CAROLYNE WRIGHT 

"This dream the world is having about itself..." 

?William Stafford 

won't let us go. The western sky gathers 
its thunderclouds. It has no urgent need 

of us. That summer in our late teens we 

walked all evening through town?let's say Cheyenne? 

we were sisters at the prairie's edge: I 

who dreamed between sage-green pages, and you 

a girl who feared you'd die in your twenties. 

Both of us barefoot, wearing light summer 

dresses from the Thirties, our mother's good 
old days, when she still believed she could live 

anywhere, before her generation 
won the War and moved on through the Forties. 

As we walked, a riderless tricycle 
rolled out slowly from a carport, fathers 

watered lawns along the subdivisions' 

treeless streets. We walked past the last houses 

and out of the Fifties, the Oregon 
Trail opened beneath our feet like the dream 

of a furrow turned over by plough blades 

and watered by Sacajawea's tears. 

What did the fathers think by then, dropping 
their hoses without protest as we girls 

disappeared into the Sixties? We walked 

all night, skirting the hurricane-force winds 
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in our frontier skirts so that the weather 

forecasts for the Seventies could come true, 

the Arapahoe's final treaties for 

the inland ranges could fulfill themselves 

ahead of the building sprees. We walked on 

but where was our mother by then? Your lungs 

were filling with summer storms, and my eyes 
blurred before unrefracted glacial lakes. 

Limousines started out from country inns 

at the center of town, they meant to drive 

our grandparents deep into their eighties. 
Our mother in her remodeled kitchen 

whispered our names into her cordless phone 
but before the Nineties were over, both 

of you were gone. Mother's breath was shadow 

but her heart beat strong all the way in to 

the cloud wall. You carried your final thoughts 
almost to the millennium's edge, where 

the westward-leaning sky might have told us 

our vocation: in open fields, we would 

watch the trail deepen in brilliant shadow 

and dream all the decades ahead of us. 

In memory of my sister 

50 


	Article Contents
	p. 49
	p. 50

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 38, No. 2 (Fall, 2008), pp. I-VI, 1-196
	Front Matter
	Human Rights Index [pp. V-VI]
	Clothed, Female Figure [pp. 1-26]
	A Rather Late Letter from Wrocław [pp. 27-41]
	Birdtalk [p. 42-42]
	Yellowjackets [p. 43-43]
	Heckfire [pp. 44-45]
	The Sari Club [p. 46-46]
	Letter to Rilke [p. 47-47]
	April Poem [p. 48-48]
	This Dream the World Is Having about Itself... [pp. 49-50]
	Round: Before the Start of the Long War [pp. 51-52]
	Portfolio of International Writing
	[Introduction] [p. 53-53]
	Victoria [p. 54-54]
	Long Vigil [p. 55-55]
	Government Cows [pp. 56-59]
	At Fossil Gorge [p. 60-60]
	Sleeping the Sleep of the Dead [p. 61-61]
	Endgame [p. 62-62]
	Risotto alla Milanese [pp. 63-65]
	The Word for "Yeo" [p. 66-66]
	The Custom of Aerial Burial [p. 67-67]
	New Moon [p. 68-68]
	Renting a Room [p. 69-69]
	A Door Opens [p. 70-70]
	The Stockings I Removed [p. 71-71]
	Entangled [pp. 72-82]
	The Woman Who Collected Solved Crossword Puzzles [p. 83-83]
	Homer's Childhood Games [p. 84-84]
	True Illusion [p. 85-85]
	On the Mourning Customs of Elephants [p. 86-86]
	Jung's Nightmare of Watches [p. 87-87]
	From "On This Island" [pp. 88-91]
	Searching for Number 6452040 [pp. 92-95]
	There Will Still Be Spring [p. 96-96]
	[Untitled] [p. 97-97]

	Valentine [pp. 98-99]
	Valentine [pp. 100-101]
	Contemporary Meskwaki Social Dance Songs: The One I Live with; One at a Time; Micah's Rider Song; The Person Who Partakes of This Medicine [pp. 102-107]
	James Dickey at Florida [pp. 108-112]
	Here's Something You'd Better Know [pp. 113-114]
	Very Special Friend [pp. 115-121]
	How to Love a Woman with No Legs [pp. 122-130]
	To My Friends [pp. 131-132]
	Cubicles [p. 133-133]
	For My Father and His Mother [p. 134-134]
	Note from the Etruscans [p. 135-135]
	Note from an Ascendant Sect [p. 136-136]
	Occasional Poem [p. 137-137]
	The Flame [p. 138-138]
	Heroine Worship [p. 139-139]
	Yaddo: Assigned Their Room [p. 140-140]
	Anna [pp. 141-142]
	The Laureates [p. 143-143]
	A Good Pig [pp. 144-160]
	The Suddy Sow [pp. 161-173]
	Chicory [p. 174-174]
	Song of Ticks [p. 175-175]
	April, Paris [p. 176-176]
	The Way You Know [p. 177-177]
	Of Course It's Always the End of Time [pp. 178-179]
	The Annunciation [p. 180-180]
	Finishing Kick [p. 181-181]
	A Walk [pp. 182-183]
	Two Cheers for Creeley (And Hardy and Herrick): A Note on the New "Selected Poems" [pp. 184-191]
	Back Matter



