THAT MAN TO MAN IS AN ARRANT WOLFE

As if to starve, as if starving, between noisy helpings you gnaw through
yourself, unable to forget the body you were born to. I am sorry, you say as
you make your way through matter, tissue, bone, I am sorry. When does it
stop? The apology for pissing yourself while on my couch, drunk, blacked
out. I would like to pay you for your couch. Not to forget, but be forgiven. All of
us moving in the shape of our own hunger. My drunkenness, my pissing. A
remuneration, I am sorry.

To keep something without owning it, not wanting it even, is an act both

horrible and affectionate. The way my carp-like mouth, as you say you are

sorry, continues to mouth the silence out. How formidable our failures,

how wearisome. And each just reminds us of whatever it is we have forgot-

ten and grown tired of and now, indifferent. The night I stole your truck

and drove to the East Side to smoke crack with a prostitute. See? It no 159
longer takes imagining.

Bring the maimed, bring the bereft. To seize from among us all that leads to
want—a body of salt, a body of sugar. This peculiar and appalling hunger. My
neighbor, who has just returned from a night in jail. He smiles at me as he
moves on down the street, his mouth blood-soaked. I am sorry, he says, and
the complexion of mind while looking at him is like a gash that almost wakes
the bone. A colorlessness almost unseen beneath all that red, a reproval, a
humiliation.

He goes from house to house, rapping at windows, crying through locks. Iam
sorry, he says, because he was too drunk to remember which of us he called
my nigga. And we turn away or do not answer the door. Some of us, even,
tell him it did not happen. But he continues down the street, his grin, like
the ripped-open belly of an animal on the road, dragging its slow, rent body
along. My nigga, he says, my nigga.

JOSHUA KRYAH

University of lowa o= @2
is collaborating with JSTOR to digitize, preserve, and extend access to 3’5,;% ‘&,
The lowa Review |i3® )24

gl
LR
www.jstor.org STOR




	Article Contents
	p. 159

	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



