
Part 1-What He Took, Richard Wright 
 
I was leaving the South to fling myself into the unknown . . .I was taking a part of the South to 
transplant in alien soil, to see if it could grow differently, if it could drink of new and cool rains, 
bend in strange winds, respond to the warmth of other suns and, perhaps, to bloom.  
Richard Wright  
 
 
 
If you see his suitcase, 
know it is not lost, unclaimed, 
 
but only unchecked, his for the filling, 
his to pack with southern soil, ancestor chipped, 
 
secreted in duffeled pockets, 
compartments of burnt sienna, yielding 
 

the white cross burn of ash, of silt, 
unforgiving clay, the be gone voices, 
 
now stifled, snapped shut, train station echoes, whistles, 
not for your ears, not from your mouths, 
 
away from your touch: 
his suitcase sits, watches, knows 
 
it will open only for him, will witness 
the spilling of bloodlined dirt, 
 
far from beehived jeers, the nowhere nectar 
of what was, the backdoor of midnight, 
 
now released in a new land, his place, 
his garden, tended to, his hands, lifted 
 
to meet the mornings’ showers, 
arriving on time, not your time, 
 
to find a do-over sun, another sun, 
warm, not relentless, yellow soft, white heat gone, 
 
the dirt re-placed, the magnolia breeze, now 
perfumed, bottled, now cleared in this place, his place, 
 



of bright flowers planted, strong and stalky, 
shadows of remembering not yours to know. 
 
 
. 
Part II-What He Took Back, The Visible President  

 

You must understand, Clint, Mr. RowdyYatesDirtyHarryPalerRider, 

the bridge over Madison County has burned, 

 

your spaghetti western gun is drawing a blank, 

Mitt’s straight back, Anglo-Saxon chairprop is empty, 

 

warped wood on slow speed, tottering negative space: 

no one is sitting, Clint, save a sea of clown-faced blondes, 

 

the faces of yesterday, laughing at an old man, a vacant chair: 

the President is not in the house. 

 

You see, Clint, the President rarely sits; he walks, 

moves through insult after insult, sliding past forked tongues, 

 

through lines of outstretched hands, jumping over brick walls, 

red-faced obstructionists, dealing in hard cashed money, 

 

blank checks, bouncing off poor people’s backs: 

Yes, Clint, the President doesn’t have the time 

 

 



to ghost-sit in your chair, listen to your mock talk; 

he has people to care for, people to walk for,  

 

people to walk with, opening doors, 

drawing back curtains, cracking notions, ceilings, 

 

building hearts, soft cementing the old to the new, 

standing, not sitting, Clint, standing, so one day, 

 

all can sit at the table, visible, content, 

rocking in their new chairs, at home, in place, at peace. 
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