The Ordinary Deja Vu of a Rainy
Morning - Jonathan Holden

It must be this way, too,

for the old men reading these pale
zeroes the rain keeps typing,

repeating perfectly in the pools—

the old men who have learned years ago
that weather is to be taken personally,
and who, though they are weary,

are today almost happy,

pleased with the way the rain

recites its adages,

something they had said once or written down,
as if the rain, by being so many,
defined them

as indefinite articles define a noun,
making possible a while longer

the singular.

And it must be here, surely,

in the singular, witness again

to that bitter green lacework in the elms,
the gossip of grasses drinking

this raw drizzle, adding

the sum of the rain’s digits,

that we practice our aging

like the young illicit lovers as they undress.
On the border of the old country

they remember, now, its climate—

the hot monotony—

that it has no nationality.

And they know all that the old men
coming awake this morning

among the dark used furniture of a room
that resembles their room

on a day that resembles a forlorn April day
could know of deja vu.
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And they know where they are going
they will be anonymous again.

They know, already, how the mask
they draw on is common

as the masks on their children asleep,
the eyes lifted, birds

lost in the afternoon glare,

leaving the face empty,

a pure desertion.

Like the old men listening

to the rain’s adages,

the forsythia lit all this dark morning,
they remember when they were plural.



	Article Contents
	p. 111
	p. 112

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Iowa Review, Vol. 11, No. 1 (Winter, 1980), pp. 1-144
	Front Matter
	Essay
	The Meaning of Recreation: Humanism in Society [pp. 1-9]

	Novella
	Ants [pp. 10-56]

	Interviews
	An Interview with Yitzhak Orpaz [pp. 57-66]
	An Interview with Sahar Khalifeh [pp. 67-86]

	Fiction
	From "The Sun Flower" [pp. 87-96]
	From "Cactus" [pp. 97-99]

	Poetry
	Lunch and Afterwards [pp. 100-101]
	Of Itzig and His Dog [p. 102-102]
	They Shall Not Pass [pp. 103-105]
	Sermon of the Fallen [p. 106-106]
	The Footwashing [p. 107-107]
	The Four Seasons [pp. 108-109]
	Address of the Soul to the Body [p. 110-110]
	The Ordinary Deja Vu of a Rainy Morning [pp. 111-112]
	First Snow [pp. 113-114]
	Homestead [pp. 115-119]
	Escapees [p. 120-120]
	Ssh [pp. 121-122]
	Trying [pp. 123-124]
	Mary Leakey's Poem [p. 125-125]
	Why I like Painters [pp. 126-127]
	The Pitcher's Pride [p. 128-128]
	Dead Fish [pp. 129-130]
	On the Town [p. 131-131]
	Lines Begun in Dejection [pp. 132-133]

	Review
	Review: To Start Again: Putting "The New Life" in Perspective [pp. 134-141]

	Back Matter



