HOUSE OF THE UNIVERSE

Golden-green light has made lacework patterns in the room,
this room where you stay, I stay, and someone else stays.
In the circumambient blue air, blue climbing vines
make filigree designs upon the house all day.
Like an architect with quick restraint, this structure’s centerpoint
stays fixed on slow burning light, love and grand tears.
As if the bewildered roses lit up a thousand moons’ radiance
all at once and kept the house aglow,
in the harsh mid-day, the kingfisher unfolds its turquoise-brown light
and inlays the universe of the house

with the lightning-streaked gems of sorrow.
Your hands and mine keep very busy playing the household games,
and someone else’s engrossed hands play inside all these.
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Like restless fish, tempestuous love some nights
shakes the house with sobbing to the quiet, pure,

golden core of its foundations.
Then taking the hand of brilliant steam rising from a teacup,
the lover’s wounded feelings walk off towards evening

with slow steps to the sea.
In this room, twenty-eight unreasonable years have passed;
twenty-eight years could have passed

even more dreadfully without reason.

If we’re pained, or fail like the destitute,
what does it matter to the rose branch? What counter-movement
jar;s the circulating blood of the crimson insect living on the rose?
‘When a raw cry tears from the throat like a ball of fire,
have you ever gone under the foliage’s sari-end to hide that lament?—
Wearing a patient, unperturbed smile on her face
and waving her sari-end
Nature has withdrawn from distance to absolute distances.
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The bloodshed that prompts each separate rose
to go away with wounded feelings
from the hands of trees, from Nature’s flower vases,
those wounded feelings, in ever-slowing motion in this blue room
create a golden line which appears a hard sculpture
rising in the illusions of evening.
Red light and blue air begin to play on the circumference;
the silver chisel, hammer and wedge begin to dance;
waves of rose-pink laughter fill the air of the house
with an OM sound like the rumbling of clouds.

Golden-green light sweeps the room clean,
this room where you stay, I stay and someone else stays.

THE IOWA REVIEW



	Article Contents
	p. 133
	p. 134

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 41, No. 1 (SPRING 2011), pp. 1-194
	Front Matter
	FROM THE EDITOR'S NOTE
	EDITOR'S NOTE [pp. 1-2]
	PUNCH NO. 96 [pp. 3-12]
	THE PERFECT AGE [pp. 13-28]
	SQUAB [pp. 29-29]
	OUR HOSPITAL [pp. 30-30]
	PRESERVE [pp. 31-31]
	DRIFT [pp. 32-32]
	SHARON TATE AND FRIENDS THE MOMENT BEFORE [pp. 33-33]
	MEDUSA REDUX [pp. 34-36]
	NOIR &BLANC [pp. 37-37]
	BURDEN [pp. 38-47]
	CONTENTS MAY HAVE SHIFTED #49 - #60 [pp. 48-62]
	IN THE BULLRING [pp. 63-71]
	IRREVERENCE [pp. 72-73]
	BUNNY [pp. 74-74]
	THE MOTHER SITS DOWN ON THE BED [pp. 75-75]
	THE END OF ENGLAND [pp. 76-77]
	LATE IN THE FORM [pp. 78-78]
	LATE IN THE FORM [pp. 79-79]
	THESEUS [pp. 80-80]
	BEHIND THE COUNTER [pp. 81-81]
	HERE COMES THE SUN [pp. 82-83]
	APERTURE: Optics: An opening, usually circular, that limits the quantity of light that can enter an optical instrument [pp. 84-94]
	Y [pp. 95-95]
	JESUS AND THE SPLINTER [pp. 96-96]
	WHEN YOU COME TO LETHE [pp. 97-97]
	SUMMER CHICKENS [pp. 98-102]
	FICTION BORN OF RIVAL IMPULSES: A CONVERSATION WITH WELLS TOWER [pp. 103-112]
	REALIZING EDWARD HOPPER [pp. 113-116]
	THE OVERSIZED WORLD [pp. 117-118]
	[WHEN I SAY BACKDOOR I MEAN THE WAY A LOT] [pp. 119-119]
	ELEGY IN THE ABSENCE OF [pp. 120-121]
	EATING POTATO SALAD ON THE LAWN OF THE DAMNED [pp. 122-131]
	DAMAGES [pp. 132-132]
	HOUSE OF THE UNIVERSE [pp. 133-134]
	SEE, IF YOU CAN [pp. 135-136]
	WHAT RETIRED ENGINEER ROGER MUDGE THINKS UPON HIS SON PATRICK'S ANNOUNCEMENT OF HIS ENGAGEMENT [pp. 137-137]
	TESTIMONY OF A PRIVATE [pp. 138-138]
	THE SHORT GOODBYE [pp. 139-139]
	MAX [pp. 140-156]
	THE LEAST CHILD [pp. 157-157]
	POOR DOGSBODY, POOR DOGSBODY'S BODY [pp. 158-158]
	THAT MAN TO MAN IS AN ARRANT WOLFE [pp. 159-159]
	PLAYLIST OF THE SAME [pp. 160-160]
	WE ARE STARVED [pp. 161-161]
	FROM "INTER UMBRAS ARBORUM", A PASTORAL PHANTASM-AGORIA [pp. 162-164]
	ROAD TO NOWHERE [pp. 165-190]
	CONTRIBUTORS' NOTES [pp. 191-194]
	Back Matter



