56

Four Poems - Laura ]ensen

AMAZING

I was myself, the tattered who can.
The sky autumn, the fog
standing down in the pool of bay.

Far up, many stories,

your desperate flag was waving,
signalling for rescue.

But only polishing the inside

of the sliding door.

You came outside

in your white uniform.

And all of us were watching
from far below —a lady

with a permanent, an older lady
with a red umbrella

against the sun, myself

who just mailed two letters. You became

amazing, a gyration

of the psyche. You were cleaning,
so many stories above us,

and it was not your house.

It became like a circus,

you were flying from the trapeze
and it was not your house.

If it is your house

and you wear the uniform
only to clean

then my poem is meaningless,
then uniforms know no respect
in this town, then your psyche
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performs something dangerous
to us, to our country

of women and poets, something
aberrant and cruel.

No one could be so cruel to a poet.
You were performing, walking

a tightwire of the mind,

raising cleaning to its rightful
elevation, polishing

the windows, so many stories

above us, when it was not your house.

Tue ANIMAL KINGDOM

The rajah, when he meant to honor
(or ruin) his subject, presented him
with a white elephant

he could not sell nor give away

nor kill, but must feed and shelter
all its days in leisure

for it must not labor under the lash
nor perform in public for money.

In the beginning, there were the almond
and poppyseed muffins

I bought for Thanksgiving, telling
my mother she could pay me for them later.

Then I kept telling her no, it does not matter.
And the day after, I went to my mother’s

to pick up vegetables and fruits

from my sister, and a pale aqua scarf



	Article Contents
	p. 56
	p. 57

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 17, No. 3 (Fall, 1987), pp. 1-188
	Volume Information
	Front Matter
	Richard Kostelanetz Interviews Kenneth Burke [pp. 1-14]
	Kenneth Burke: A Personal Retrospective [pp. 15-23]
	Life in the Temperate Zone [pp. 24-44]
	A Cigarette Likened to a Soldier in Winter Whites [pp. 45-46]
	First Ice [pp. 46-47]
	In the Kitchen after the Funeral [p. 47-47]
	The Lovers [p. 48-48]
	Leaving the Bistro [pp. 48-49]
	The Yellow Store [pp. 50-51]
	If I'm Bored Saying If I Tell [pp. 51-54]
	All Life [p. 54-54]
	I'm Talking To You [pp. 54-55]
	Amazing [pp. 56-57]
	The Animal Kingdom [pp. 57-58]
	1970 – Summer School [pp. 59-60]
	Seaport [p. 60-60]
	It's Saturday [pp. 61-64]
	Art [pp. 65-69]
	The House of God [p. 70-70]
	Blackbirds [pp. 71-72]
	Reading Aquinas [p. 72-72]
	Willow [pp. 73-74]
	The Manhood of Ireland [pp. 74-75]
	Litany against the Bellyache, Upon St. Brigid's Day [pp. 75-76]
	Within a Circle of Rain, My Father [pp. 77-78]
	Over His Sleeping and His Waking [p. 78-78]
	As We Forgive Those [pp. 78-79]
	The Narrow Roads of Oku [pp. 80-83]
	We Are Americans Now, We Live in the Tundra [p. 84-84]
	Vandals, Early Autumn [p. 85-85]
	Of Form, Closed and Open: With Glances at Frost and Williams [pp. 86-103]
	On Biographies [p. 104-104]
	Artist [p. 105-105]
	Endangered Landscape [p. 106-106]
	Understanding Poetry [pp. 107-108]
	When There's Too Much Love [pp. 109-110]
	The Hungarian Telephonograph [p. 110-110]
	John Cage as a Hörspielmacher [pp. 111-117]
	Hollywood [pp. 118-125]
	The Cooks [pp. 126-132]
	Graffiti in the Cave of the Mammoths [pp. 133-135]
	The Thing We Call Grace [pp. 136-140]
	Thirst and Patience [pp. 141-153]
	She Disliked It, She Did [pp. 154-163]
	Baseball and Writing [pp. 164-166]
	Signing Herself Fangs [p. 167-167]
	Reviews
	Review: untitled [pp. 168-177]
	Review: The Poetry of Engagement [pp. 178-181]

	Back Matter



