Pattiann Rogers

THE WAY I’'M TAUuGHT BY HEART

The way I’'m taught how to move
my hand along the swelve

and lank of your naked back

is by having watched how a pine
in easy wind smoothes itself along
the close spine of a summer
night. The way I know how to drink
at your mouth is by remembering
my mouth at the earth once
taking sweet spring water

with my eyes closed.

I learn how to speak to you now
by imitating the cholla blossoms
who, in their hour, speak of lust
and expiation, and I seek you

in the same way the marblewings
opening in dampness at dawn admit
for their own edification every last
probe of sun possible.

Rising and falling inside your arms,

I understand how mosses and cress lose
and gain over and over inside the hold
of a stream. I've seen the headlong
push forward of a trout nudging
upcreek in a current.

Deep sea geographies of spiraling

canyons and cols, sudden stellar-scatters

and the chances beyond—these are the same words
as the words of your body, your name,
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as I pronounce it, identical to wind-borne
riflings of rain above desert light.

Here I am, like God, the pulsing

center in a gather of waxwings widening
and tightening in their flock against

the sky, like God, a wayward thread

of cottonwood lifting over fields,
forswearing forever, all bones,

every place.

CREATION BY THE PRESENCE OF ABSENCE:
City CovyoTE IN RAIN

She’s sleek blue neon through

the blue of the evening. She’s black
sheen off the blue of wet streets,
blue daunt of suspension in each
pendant of rain filling the poplars
on the esplanade.

Her blue flank flashes once in the panes
of empty windows as she passes.

She’s faster than lighthouse blue
sweeping the seas in circles.

Like the leaping blue of flames
burning in an alley barrel, her presence
isn’t perceived until she’s gone.

She cries with fat blue yelps, calls

with the scaling calls of the rag men,
screeches a siren of howls along the docks
below the bridges, wails with the punctuated
griefs of drunks and orphans.

168



	Article Contents
	p. 167
	p. 168

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 26, No. 2 (Summer, 1996), pp. 1-212
	Front Matter
	Introduction [p. 1-1]
	Entering an American Classroom [pp. 2-4]
	The Melody of Melanin [p. 5-5]
	Her References [pp. 6-7]
	There [p. 8-8]
	Séance [p. 9-9]
	After Images [p. 10-10]
	Drifting [p. 11-11]
	From "The Book of the Dead Man": About the Dead Man and Bloodlines (#36); More about the Dead Man and Bloodlines; About the Dead Man and the Cardboard Box (#50); More about the Dead Man and the Cardboard Box;  About the Dead Man and Taxidermy (#3); More about the Dead Man and Taxidermy [pp. 12-15]
	From an Ongoing Interview with Tom Beckett [pp. 16-17]
	The Doll [pp. 18-20]
	Bird Passing [pp. 21-23]
	Eyes Contact [pp. 24-26]
	Ghosts [pp. 27-28]
	TV Men: Artaud [pp. 29-30]
	From "Border Songs": How Deep Is the River of God?; I Am Waiting; Get Rid of the X; Song of the Giant Calabash [pp. 31-33]
	The Novel [p. 34-34]
	The Map Room [p. 35-35]
	The Catherine Wheel: Durnbach, the Graveyard; Airline Highway, New Orleans; A Girl's Guide to the Saints [pp. 36-37]
	The Standpoints of Janet Death [pp. 38-39]
	From "A Reading" [pp. 40-45]
	Closer [pp. 46-47]
	Polyp [p. 48-48]
	Sentences [pp. 49-51]
	Named [pp. 52-53]
	Shoe Repair Business [p. 53-53]
	Why Don't I? [pp. 54-55]
	Draft 26: M-m-ry [pp. 56-58]
	The Old Queer [pp. 59-60]
	Road [p. 60-60]
	Lilacs [pp. 61-64]
	Cue or Starting Point: Bird; Bird; Tree; Cloud; Tree; Bird; Bird; Cloud [pp. 65-67]
	Generalist Custer My Highway Man My Trucker [p. 68-68]
	The Buff at Red Hart Cafe [p. 68-68]
	Caint aint Abel, Pastel on Brown Paper Bag [p. 69-69]
	"Blue House with People", Bill Traylor, Colored Pencil on Cardboard [p. 69-69]
	Untitled Two [pp. 70-72]
	The Guardian Angel of "Not Feeling" [pp. 72-73]
	Indian Car [pp. 74-75]
	Multiplicity [pp. 76-78]
	Ashes, Ashes... [pp. 79-93]
	From "A Border Comedy" [pp. 94-98]
	My Rice Queens [p. 99-99]
	Jute-Boy at the Naturalization Derby [p. 100-100]
	Busy Week: Being Busy; Very Busy; Really Busy [pp. 101-102]
	From "Frame Structures" [pp. 103-104]
	Starting with A [p. 105-105]
	Ecstasy [pp. 105-106]
	City of Heaven [p. 106-106]
	Mid-Year Report: For Haruko [pp. 107-110]
	For Peter [p. 111-111]
	The Archivist [pp. 112-118]
	From "Transformations: A Poetry-Film Story Board" [pp. 119-120]
	Bramble Portrait [pp. 121-123]
	Jack and Jill [pp. 124-125]
	Numbers [p. 125-125]
	The River between the Train and the Highway [p. 126-126]
	This Space Available [p. 127-127]
	And Still It Comes [p. 128-128]
	Intrados [pp. 129-131]
	Song of the Andoumboulou: 33 [pp. 132-138]
	Night Visits [pp. 139-141]
	The Remembrance [pp. 141-144]
	Materia Prima [p. 145-145]
	The Prodigal Son, Mr. DeMille, Norma Desmond, Billy Wilder, Claude Monet, et al. [p. 146-146]
	Minima Moralia [p. 147-147]
	The Tic of a Log Which Commits It [p. 148-148]
	X [p. 149-149]
	We Can't Come Close [pp. 150-151]
	After a Second [pp. 151-152]
	Early American [p. 153-153]
	Autobiography 7 [pp. 154-155]
	Reproduction [p. 156-156]
	Ohio [pp. 156-157]
	The Wounded Boundary [pp. 157-158]
	The Woman in the Chinese Room..... A Prospective [pp. 159-162]
	What Frida Kahlo Thought of the Suicide of Dorothy Hale, 1939: Frida's Vision; Frida's Painting; Death; Life/Death [pp. 163-166]
	The Way I'm Taught by Heart [pp. 167-168]
	Creation by the Presence of Absence: City Coyote in Rain [pp. 168-169]
	After the Wedding Party [p. 170-170]
	Jumbo [p. 171-171]
	Southern Hospitality # 2 [p. 172-172]
	Momma in Red [p. 173-173]
	From "Under" [pp. 174-178]
	From "Witness" [pp. 179-183]
	December 1, 1994 [pp. 184-185]
	Wailing [pp. 186-187]
	From the Lightning Hive Opera [pp. 188-189]
	Edge City [p. 190-190]
	Shut up and Eat Your Toad [pp. 191-192]
	I Be [p. 193-193]
	Suzy Wong's Been Dead a Long Time [pp. 194-195]
	The Conversation I Always Have [pp. 196-197]
	Acquire Within [pp. 198-199]
	Urgent Silt [pp. 199-200]
	China Mail [p. 201-201]
	Jesuit Graves [p. 202-202]
	Can't Bury a Tail (A Languished Poem) [p. 203-203]
	Back Matter



