
Three Poems Joshua Clover 

Hunger in St. Petersburg 

Did we live in a building above the river? 

Why shouldn't the bees have done business? 

Was it broadcast? 

Was our building's stone countenance colored blue 

like some buildings to the south 

& everything to the north? 

Wasn't that blue the blue named after the city? 
How did the neighbors heat their bread? 
Were there many Lenins 

of bronze, iron, anthracite & chaff? 

Wasn't our honey the best in the world? 

Were there many scenes with old machines, 

exposed for export magazines? 
Who lived in the buildings by the river 

behind the blue facades which made of the river a dim reflection? 

Could wattled couples afford to wail 

inside each other like mercurial children 

while the bees necked in the pollen-theatres? 
Did they never change the name of St. Petersburg blue? 

Did the bees of St. Petersburg do different work 

in 1919, in 1967, in the winter I turned thirty 
without a lightbulb to my name, without a lumen, 

without filament or fire, 

in the 99th decade of the unraveling millennium? 

Who's counting? 
Who warmed the angular bones behind each blue face? 

How did the Finnish sweeten their bread then? 

Why were there no fathers in the stories we told 

around the burning television? 

Was there a minute beyond the radius 

of the animated blank flame 

when there was no spy in the house of memory, 
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when we didn't know we were dying anyway in our unseemly bodies, 

pale assemblages of lean meat & wire & foolscap 
in the static blue of the Republic? 

Did the news denationalize the swollen combs? 

Which history could we slather in secret across our thighs like come? 

How much honey could we smuggle the reverse direction 

through the Finland Station? 
What color were the buildings by the river before? 

Who wants to know? 

Rilke's Apollo's Torso 

We cannot know his real sun versus 

this proximal museum phosphor. And yet 

the white on his belly might have been us, 

Apollo's luminous come. That this wet 

slick might be the west's cradle of life 

makes you sick. Vandal, revise the obscene 

myth of his groin. You must change your knife. 

We cannot know how many?a thousand or so?? 

torsos pass as the lucent (if dead) 

body of god. Rock's hard to ID without a head, 
a luxury you lack. You must change your clothes. 

We cannot know lots of stuff. In brief, 

deus ex machina ex faux marble sex machine. 

The ecstasy part is easy. You just change your life 

192 

This content downloaded from 128.255.6.125 on Thu, 10 Sep 2015 00:57:07 UTC
All use subject to JSTOR Terms and Conditions

http://www.jstor.org/page/info/about/policies/terms.jsp

	Article Contents
	p. 191
	p. 192

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 24, No. 1 (Winter, 1994), pp. 1-230
	Front Matter
	Translations from Colonial Swahili [p. 1-1]
	St. Francis in Ecstasy (Bellini) [p. 2-2]
	Alba [p. 2-2]
	SPEC [pp. 3-74]
	Windy Popples, Late October [p. 75-75]
	Five O'Clock [p. 76-76]
	Still-Fishing [p. 77-77]
	My Muse [pp. 78-79]
	Crossings [pp. 80-81]
	Gift Horses [p. 82-82]
	Almost Happy [p. 83-83]
	On Quayleito [pp. 84-86]
	On 911 [pp. 87-89]
	A History [pp. 90-97]
	The Ovary Tattoo [pp. 98-99]
	James Atkins, Irlandese [pp. 100-101]
	St. Anthony of the Floating Larynx [pp. 102-103]
	Toska [pp. 104-105]
	Requietory for Relativism [p. 106-106]
	Spring Sparkle and the Cock-Bird Shriek [p. 107-107]
	The Painted Adam [p. 108-108]
	An Interview with James Galvin [pp. 109-127]
	Agriculture [p. 128-128]
	Resurrection Update [pp. 128-129]
	Two Horses and a Dog [pp. 129-130]
	More like It [pp. 130-131]
	On Exploration [p. 132-132]
	Untitled, 1968 [pp. 133-134]
	Hansi Szokoll [pp. 135-147]
	The Whitman of "Specimen Days" [pp. 148-161]
	Translations from Alexandria
	Intervention of the Gods [p. 162-162]
	On the Actual Site [p. 162-162]
	Phase [p. 163-163]
	First Love [pp. 163-164]
	From 1914-1915 [p. 164-164]

	The Shoe Cobbler [pp. 165-168]
	Hand Jive [pp. 169-187]
	Creation Story [pp. 188-189]
	My Hand [pp. 189-190]
	Hunger in St. Petersburg [pp. 191-192]
	Rilke's Apollo's Torso [p. 192-192]
	The Plaza: Trotsky in Exile [pp. 193-194]
	Afternoon Tea with Mum [pp. 195-196]
	An Hour after Suicide [pp. 197-198]
	The Cut Is Burning [pp. 199-200]
	Second Skin [pp. 201-224]
	Postscript [pp. 225-226]
	Back Matter



