
squared-off corners were not so splendid. 

Besides, I've seen what's going up 

down the block: a village of workers 

moving in behind a facade of little doors, 
and on the block beyond that, a steel ball 

sending the bricks of an old building 

everywhere. Besides, I keep asking, Which 

sun do you mean? She just answers 

something about my father. What can he do 

that takes all day? His shoulders 

go out into light and bring back dusk 
as far as the doorstep. I've seen his maps 

crumpled 
on the car seat, his inked lines 

wavering across the cornbelt, which he says 

strangled the breath last year 
out of all of us. Besides, I can't listen 

any more to the supper music?violins 

skipping their best notes in the scarred 

grooves of slow-falling twilight 
in the edges of the room I want only 
to be out of, out amid the jazz 
of crickets, my mouth filled 

with the firm gristle of night, 
the pop and fizz of traffic, 

headlights and dark roads colliding. 

House of Clues 

After dinner there are board games 
on the floor. Our hands push 
the tin pipes, the knives 

and crowbars, in one room and out 

another. Although not a part 
of the game, we reward ourselves 

with money. How well we know 

each other ?faces, hands ?the lucent 
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images that fill memory 
with what fingertips have felt, 

memory that lies like some larger 
board between us, 

large enough for a thousand rooms. 

We roam them easily, though unsure 

of a single door. Here 

we enter, and here leave, 

all of us at once?now in our young 

bodies, now in our old. We step 
into bedrooms and kitchens and call 

each others' names into the dim light. 

Finally it is my turn to drag 
a heavy thing into the library 

where the odor of death is a little nudge 
of d?j? vu. Is it not inevitable 
that I must open my heart, that friends 

will stumble over one 

or another of my many crimes? 

I may as well turn up my cards, 

those vengeful faces I've held too long. 
Let them be taken, shuffled 

together with the others', as if truth 

puts an end to such play, as if at last 

we might walk out of this busy house. 

112 


	Article Contents
	p. 111
	p. 112

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 17, No. 1 (Winter, 1987), pp. 1-188
	Front Matter
	A Note on Recognition [p. 1-1]
	Eulogy [pp. 2-4]
	A Cool Evening in September [pp. 4-5]
	Something for the Telling [pp. 5-9]
	The Second World War [pp. 10-21]
	Resident Artist [pp. 22-26]
	On Tour with Max [pp. 27-35]
	Ways [p. 36-36]
	At the Same Time [pp. 36-37]
	Note in a Guide Book [p. 37-37]
	Cogito, Cogito, Cogito [p. 38-38]
	Ex Post Facto [p. 39-39]
	Concordance [pp. 39-40]
	Hablar, Aprender, Vivir [pp. 40-41]
	Paragrams [pp. 42-43]
	Autobiographic Rapture and Fictive Irony in Speak, Memory and "The Real Life of Sebastian Knight" [pp. 44-54]
	Making Acquaintance: Second Hand Notes on James Wright [pp. 55-71]
	Happy Hour with Grady [pp. 72-73]
	Beauty and the Spider [pp. 73-74]
	On a Bad Painting in the Lobby of IBM International [pp. 74-75]
	Looking at a Photograph of My Father at My Age [pp. 75-76]
	A Grace [pp. 76-77]
	Prayer to Wasp on the Occasion of Its Execution [pp. 77-78]
	Grass [pp. 79-87]
	The Whittling [pp. 88-89]
	Twilight on the El Camino [pp. 90-103]
	Winslow Homer's "The Gulf Stream," 1902 [pp. 104-105]
	Mutability [p. 105-105]
	Shriven [p. 105-105]
	Silence [p. 105-105]
	Lines in Substitution for a Eulogy for a Dead Elder [p. 106-106]
	All He Asks [pp. 107-108]
	Apology [p. 109-109]
	Basket with Blue Ox [p. 110-110]
	Just Be Home before Sundown [pp. 110-111]
	House of Clues [pp. 111-112]
	Are the Fireflies Ghosts? [pp. 113-130]
	Morte D'Author: An Autopsy [pp. 131-150]
	Reviews
	Review: untitled [pp. 151-155]
	Review: untitled [pp. 156-170]
	Review: untitled [pp. 171-179]
	Review: untitled [pp. 180-186]

	Back Matter



