
These are the numbers 

of the sleepless, rising 
in the power 
of their true names: 

In the name of crowbar 

which is 1. 

In the name of broken back 

which is 2. 

This is the penis 
that lugs and sweats like a horse. 

These are hands 

in their crust of dead lights. 

Let the sun and moon go, 
the black roof, 
the seams of the earth 

gathering water. 

This is the animal 

that grew tired and slept. 
These are words 

left out in the rain. 

Translation of an Unwritten Spanish 
Poem / Steven Goldsberry 

Santa Clara 

Hail Mary, this is not my body, 
full of grace, but another drunken 

fisherman on his way home, 

trying to genuflect before the 

cathedral doorway, before the other 

drunken fishermen. 
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In the cathedral 

there is a smell 

of oranges 
and the bad cigarettes 
the old fruit vendors smoke. 

This troubles my soul 

for it is not 

a religious smell. 

My soul is the clear glass 
of the flask, my body is 

the wine. It has never been 

the other way around. 

Sitting in a brown pew 
a slender woman 

weeps, 

and her body is in her tears. 

She catches her tears 

carefully; she is crying 
into her open hands. 

The rectory is upstairs. 
Its white wall crumbles like chalk. 

The paintings are really windows 

of clear, thin glass. 

There are certain acts, once done, 

that make you a prophet. 
I have no way of knowing 

what they are. 

The Dream of Execution / Henry Carlile 

At dawn they led a man out and tied him to a stake. 

They were going to shoot him and leave him there. 

There was nothing anyone could do about it. 

The commanding officer stood smoking a cigarette 
while the firing squad composed mostly of conscripts 

58 


	Article Contents
	p. 57
	p. 58

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 7, No. 4 (Fall, 1976), pp. 1-160
	Volume Information
	Front Matter
	Fiction
	See Sato in the Funny Papers [pp. 1-52]

	Poetry
	In the Empty House [pp. 53-54]
	The Gift [pp. 54-55]
	Rosy [p. 55-55]
	Shrine [pp. 55-56]
	Sorting the Tools [pp. 56-57]
	Translation of an Unwritten Spanish Poem: Santa Clara [pp. 57-58]
	The Dream of Execution [pp. 58-59]
	The Woman in the Big Boy Restaurant and I [pp. 59-60]
	The Temptation to Exist: Overview, Texas [pp. 60-61]
	Unsent Letter to Luis Salinas [p. 61-61]
	Lime Kiln [pp. 61-62]
	Four Days of Your Death [pp. 62-63]
	From "The Blind" [pp. 63-64]
	The Fish Barn [pp. 64-65]
	Captain C. F. Hoyt (1826-1889) [pp. 65-67]
	The Desert of Melancholy [pp. 67-68]

	Fiction
	The Leader [pp. 69-82]

	Poetry
	John Clare's Badger [p. 82-82]
	Someone Ought to Say Williams [p. 83-83]
	Bits and Pieces of Our Land [p. 84-84]
	A Goldfinch [pp. 84-85]
	The Way I Live Now [pp. 85-86]
	Old Records [p. 86-86]
	These Untitled Little Verses in Which, at Dawn, Two Obscure Dutch Peasants Struggled with an Auburn Horse [pp. 87-88]
	Premonition [pp. 88-89]
	The Picture [pp. 89-90]
	What My Head Is For [pp. 90-91]
	The Proof [p. 91-91]
	The Shuttle [pp. 91-92]
	Fireflies [pp. 92-93]
	For You [p. 93-93]
	Another Twilight [pp. 93-94]
	Happy in Sunlight [p. 94-94]

	Fields of Action
	The Poem as a Field of Action: Guerilla Tactics in "Paterson" [pp. 94-117]
	In the Intensity of Final Light [pp. 117-118]
	Underground [pp. 118-120]
	Charles Tomlinson: With Respect to Flux [pp. 120-134]
	The Perspiculum Worm [p. 134-134]
	Falling into Holes in Our Sentences [p. 135-135]
	Robert Bly's "Sleepers Joining Hands": Shadow and Self [pp. 135-153]

	Back Matter



