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DREAMSCAPE: FAUNCE HOUSE 

This is it, the building they all have been mentioning, 
Faunce House. Someone said it has three levels 

but did that mean three plus the level below ground? 

When a building gets named Faunce House someone must be 

very sure about something. Is there a connection between 

what there is to be so sure about and the way 

those girls wear those necklaces and bracelets? 

If I checked every room in Faunce House 

I might find an office where the connection is explained 

but all I know is where the mailboxes are downstairs. 

I have found my mailbox, #366. It clicks open 
for me only. Someone decided #366 was for me only 

so it must be right for me to be here in Faunce House. 

Why are the corridors so dark and quiet? 
Are there not hundreds of people in the building? 

Why am I moving along this corridor again, 
I came this way two minutes ago. Where is that girl 
the one who passed me twice as if for a reason 

the one with the dark necklace she must have her own mailbox 

with a number?I must have a calm expression; 
I must not seem ridiculous in Faunce House. 

My father's not in the building but I hear him say 
Just buy her a drink. Just talk to the Chairman. 
No one's going to do it for you. 
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Downstairs ifi turn one way there are the ping pong tables. 

Two Asian guys hit the ball with unbelievable spin. 

Maybe for them the hitting with spin is a sufficient response 

to the layers and levels and stairs and walkways and lobbies 

of Faunce House; but I can't hit with spin. 

My father told me a person can walk straight ahead into reality 

but in Faunce House there are staircases and corridors 

and offices known only to the ones who know 

and they learned it all back before, before I even noticed 

the strangely shadowed staircase and corridor. 

Here are the soda machines. For someone it would be enough 
to brashly insert the coins and receive the clunking can 

and walk?walk to a purposeful place. Piano lobby, 
snack bar, Blue Room, the Faunce House Theatre 

where bright clear examples of humanity can be viewed? 

I must keep moving, not stand in a swoon of doubt? 

there, that's her, there she goes around that corner, 

down those stairs, with a place to go, gone? 

she may cross that catwalk that leads to the Green Room 

where the players paint each other's bodies 

for some ceremony or dance or comedy 
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that I could witness if I buy a ticket?surely 
the ticket office is open at certain times 

I must not be ridiculous I must go somewhere 

what if I sit in the Blue Room and read Plato's Symposium 
over and over, quietly?how long until she of the dark necklace 

comes close and wants to talk? 

Mark Halliday 

45 


	Article Contents
	p. 43
	p. 44
	p. 45

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 40, No. 1 (SPRING 2010), pp. 1-258
	Front Matter
	EDITOR'S NOTE [pp. 1-2]
	STORY
	SCARCE LIT SEA [pp. 3-11]

	POEM
	IMAGINED SONS 18: GREEK SALAD [pp. 12-12]
	WINTER GRASSES [pp. 13-13]
	PATRONYMIC [pp. 14-17]
	LULLING [pp. 18-19]
	WHAT ABSENCE SAYS [pp. 20-21]

	ESSAY
	DISCOVERY [pp. 22-26]

	POEM
	HOOKED [pp. 27-27]
	A STORY FROM THE WORLD [pp. 28-28]
	SHORN [pp. 29-30]
	ANOTHER IOWA HOMAGE [pp. 31-32]

	INTERVIEW
	A LOWLY, HUMBLE BOOKWORM: A Conversation with Michael Silverblatt [pp. 33-42]

	POEM
	DREAMSCAPE: FAUNCE HOUSE [pp. 43-45]
	VANNIUS DEPOSED [pp. 46-46]
	THE FAILURE OF FOREWARNING [pp. 47-48]
	PAEAN: MOON [pp. 49-49]
	NARRATIVES [pp. 50-51]
	MOTH [pp. 52-52]

	STORY
	EUREKA [pp. 53-77]

	POEM
	WORLD WAR III [pp. 78-78]
	SCANT [pp. 79-79]
	HAMMOCK METEOROLOGY [pp. 80-80]
	DRIVING IN OCTOBER, I BURST INTO TEARS [pp. 81-82]

	PLAY
	PURVIS: Part One of Three [pp. 83-118]

	POEM
	LOOKING THROUGH A TELESCOPE [pp. 119-122]

	STORY
	RED BIRD [pp. 123-132]

	POEM
	I WATCH HER RIDE A CURRENT AROUND THE DELI [pp. 133-133]
	MONSIEUR YEATS [pp. 134-134]
	POETS WITH HISTORY/POETS WITHOUT HISTORY [pp. 135-136]
	POEM [pp. 137-137]
	THE SMELL OF FRYING FISH [pp. 138-138]
	BIOGRAPHIES OF THE IMMORTALS [pp. 139-139]
	THE BOOK OF THE DEAD MAN (CONVERSATION) [pp. 140-142]

	STORY
	SLICE OF MEAT PIE [pp. 143-155]

	ESSAY
	CHARLTON HESTON IS GOD [pp. 156-174]

	POEM
	ONLY WAITRESS AT THE TRUCK-STOP WHO NEVER USES THE CASH REGISTER [pp. 175-177]
	HOW I LEARNED [pp. 178-180]
	ALDABRA ISLAND [pp. 181-182]
	GUILLOTINE [pp. 183-184]
	WHAT WOULD LAURA INGALLS WILDER DO [pp. 185-185]

	ESSAY
	ADDRESS OF THANKS TO THE SPONSORS AND JURY OF THE TRUMAN CAPOTE AWARD FOR LITERARY CRITICISM IN MEMORY OF NEWTON ARVIN (2009) [pp. 186-190]

	POEM
	EXCERPTS FROM A WORK IN PROGRESS [pp. 191-193]
	BLACK ON WHITE: A FOUND POEM [pp. 194-195]

	STORY
	IN THE EVENT OF EMERGENCY [pp. 196-203]

	POEM
	BEAUTIFUL MONOTONIES [pp. 204-204]
	VISITATION [pp. 205-205]

	ESSAY
	SUV vs. BIKE, SUV WINS [pp. 206-216]

	STORY
	THINGS YOU DO WITH YOUR FEET [pp. 217-231]
	THINGS MY MOTHER NEVER TAUGHT ME [pp. 232-242]

	POEM
	INAMORATO: A TRIOLET [pp. 243-243]
	WITH YOU [pp. 244-244]
	AMERICAN IDYL [pp. 245-245]
	STATES AND PROVINCES [pp. 246-246]
	TRAVEL [pp. 247-247]

	ESSAY
	ESSAY WRITTEN AT 2 A.M. [pp. 248-250]
	THE LOTTERY SELLERS [pp. 251-251]

	Back Matter



