
A l l of Her Great Ones 
D a n i e l ' s a h a r d h i t i n the driveway, 
an a l l -p ro tackle at four. 
C h i l d r e n ' s c h i l d r e n . M y M o t h e r c a l l e d t h e m 
All of my great ones 

before d e m e n t i a b l u r r e d the i r faces— 
h e r wa l l was a b i l l b o a r d o f babies . 
N o w w h e n I te l l h e r Shayne is born 
threads o f the same b l o o d 

h a r d l y stir i n the whites o f h e r eyes. 
M y image fades there too 
w h e n she nods off, I ' m g o n e f r o m Char lesga te 
H o m e to my daughte r ' s 

whe re K a i l i n ' s o u t o n the l awn , h a r d 
as a v o l l e y b a l l sp ike at ten . 
T h e great ones c o m i n g u n b l u r r e d , 
f o r m i n g ins ide her. 
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